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Labours  of  three  eminent  Poets,  was 
aSted  with  much  Applaufe  at  the  Black- 
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Aftus  I.    Scasna  L 

Enter  Signior  Martino  (an  old  Jujiice^s  Clerk)  and  Fran- 

cifco. 

Frat  ^tSfiltifclMLdrtino  !  [Table  and  Standijb. 

Mar.  Signior  Francifco  !    You're  the 
luckieft  gentleman  to  meet 
Or  fee  firftin  a  morning :  I  never  faw 
you  yet, 

But  I  was  fure  of  money  within  le&than  half  an  hour. 
Fra.  I  bring  you  the  fame  luck  ftill. 
Mar.  What,  you  do  not  ? 
I^hope,  fir,  you  are  not  come  for  another  warrant  ? 
Fra.  Yes,  faith,  for  another  warrant. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Why  there's  my  dream  come  out  then  ;  I  ne- 
ver dreairfd  of  a  buttock  but  I  was  fure  to  have  money 
for  a  Warrant.  It  is  the  luckieft  part  of  all  the  body 
to  me' :  Let  every  man  fpeak  as  he  finds.  Now  your 
ufurer  is  of  opinion,  that  to  dream  of  the  devil  is  your 
wealthier  dream ;  and  I  think  if  a  man  dream  of  that 
part  that  brings  many  to  the  devil,  'tis  as  good;  and 
has  all  one  fmatch  indeed  ;  for  if  one  be  the  flefh,  the 
other's  the  broth :  So  'tis  in  all  his  members,  and  we 
mark  it;  if  gluttony  be  the  meat,  letchery  is  the  por- 
ridge; they're  both  boil'd  together,  and  we  clerks  will 
have  our  modicum  too,  tho'  it  conclude  in  the  two  -penny 
chop':  Why  fir, 
Signior  Francifco. 

Fra.  'Twas  her  voice  fure, 
Or  my  foul  takes  delight  to  think  it  was, 
And  makes  a  found  like  her's. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  befeechyou. 

Fra.  It  is  the  prettieft  contriv'd  building,  this  : 
What  poefy's  that,  I  prithee  ? 

Mar.   Which,    fir;  that 
Under  the  great  brafs  fquirt  ? 

Fra.  Ay,  that,  fir,  that. 

Mar.  From  fire,  from  water,  and  all  things  amifs, 
Deliver  the  houfe  of  an  honefl  juflice. 

Fra.  There's  like  to  be  a  good  houfe  kept  th?n,  wheffc 
fire  and  water's  forbidden  to  come  into  the  kitchen. 
Not  yet  a  fight  of  her  ?     This  hour's  unfortunate. 
And  what's  that  yonder,  prithee  ?  O  love's  famine, 
There's  no  affliclion  like  thee.      Ay,  I  hear  you,  fir 

Mar.  You're  quicker  ear'd  than  I  then  :   You  hear  me 
Before  I  heard  myfelf. 

Fra.  A  gift  in  friendihip  ;  - 
Some  call  it  an  inftindt. 

Mar.  It  may  be, 
Th'  other's  the  fweeter  phrafe  though  :    Look  you,  Sir^ 
Mine  own  wit  thi^,  and  'tis  as  true  as  turtle ; 
A  goofe-quil  ar  da  clerk,  a  conftableand  a  lanthora, 
Bring  many  a  biwd  from  coach  to  cart,  ,and  many  a 

thief  to  one  tu/n. 
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Fra.  That  otie  turn  help'd  you  welL 

Mar.  It  has  help'd  me  to  money  indeed  for  many  % 
warrant.  I  am  forty  dollars  the  better  for  that  one 
turn ;  and  'twould  come  off  quicker  'twere  ne'er  a  whit 
the  worfe  for  me.  But  indeed  when  thieves  are  takenr 
and  break  away  twice  or  thrice  one  after  another,  there's 
my  gains  ;  then  go  out  more  warrants  to  fetch  'em  a- 
gain  :  One  fine  nimble  villain  may  be  worth  a  man  ten 
dollars,  in  and  out  o'  that  fafhion  ;  I  love  fuch  a  one 
with  my  heart.  Ay,  and  will  help  him  to  'fcape  too, 
and  I  can  ;  hear  you  me  that:  I'll  have  him  in  at  all 
times  at  a  month's  warning  :  Nay,  fay  I  let  him  run  like 
a  fummer  nag  all  the  vacation  :  See  you  thefe  blanks, 
I'll  fend  him  but  one  of  thefe  bridles,  and  bring  him  in 
-at  Michaelmas  with  a  vengeance  :  nothing  kills  my 
heart,  but  when  one  of  'em  dies,  fir,  then  there's  no 
hope  of  more  money  :  I  had  rather  lofe  at  all  times  two 
of  my  belt  kindred,  than  an  excellent  thief ;  for  he's  a 
gentleman  I'm  more  beholden  to. 

Fra.  You  betray  your  myftery  too  much,  fir.  Yet 
no  comfort? 

'Tis  but  her  fight  that  I  wafte  precious  time  for ; 
For  more  I  cannot  hope  for,  fhe's  fo  Uriel:, 
Yet  that  I  cannot  have. 

Mar.  I  am  ready  now,  fignior. 
Here  are   blank  warrants  of  all  difpofitions  ;    give   me 
but  the  name  and  nature  of  your  malefactor,  and  I'll  be- 
ftow  him  according  to  his  merits. 

Fra.   This  only  is  th'  excufe  that  bears  me  out, 
And  keeps  off  impudence  and  fufpicion 
From  my  too  frequent  coming  :    What  name  now 
Shall  I  think  on,  and  not  to  wrong  the  houfe  ? 

This  Coxcomb  will  be  prating. One  Attilio, 

His  offence  wilful  murder. 

Mar.  Wilful  murder  ?  Oh  I  love  o'  life  to  have  fuch 
a  fellow  come  under  my  fingers ;  like  a  beggar  that's 
long  a  taking  leave  of  a  fat  loufe,  I'm  loth  to  part  with 
him,  I  mull  look  upon  him  over  and  over  firft  :  Are  you 
wilful  ?  i'faith  I'll  be  as  wilful  as  you  then. 

Phil.  Martino  ?       '{Phi/iff  a  &  Violetta  at  a  window. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Miftrefs  ? 

Phil.  Make  hafte,  your  matter's  going. 

Mar.  I'm  but  about  a  wilful  murder  forfooth  ;    I'll 
difpatch  that  prefently . 

Phil.  Good-morrow,  fir ;   oh  that  I  durft  fay  more. 

Fra.     'Tis   gone  again  ;    fmce   fuch    are  all    life's 
pleafures, 
No  fooner  known  but  loft,  he  that  enjoys  'em 
The  length  of  life,  has  but  a  longer  dream, 
He  wakes  to  this  i'th  end,  and  fees  all  nothing. 

Phil.  He  cannot  fee  me  now  ;  I'll  mark  him  better 
Before  I  be  too  rafh  :   Sweetly,  compos 'd  he  is  ; 
Now  as  he  ftands,  he's  worth  a  woman's  love, 
That  loves  only  for  fhape,  as  moft  of 's  do  : 
But  I  mull  have  him  wife,  as  well  as  proper, 
He  comes  not  in  my  books  elfe,  and  indeed 
I  have  thought  upon  a  courfe  to  try  his  wit :  Violetta, 

Viol  Miftrefs. 

Phil.  Yonder's  the  gentleman  again. 

Viol.  Oh  fweet  miftrefs, 
Pray  give  me  leave  to  fee  him. 

Phil.  Nay,  take  heed, 
Qpen  not  the  window,  an'  you  love  me. 

Viol.  No,  I've  the  view  of  whole  body  here,  miftrefs, 
At  this  poor  little  flit,  oh  enough,  enough, 
In  troth  'tis  a  fine  out -fide. 

Phil.  I  fee  that. 

Viol.  H'as  curl'd  his  hair  moft  judicioufly  well, 

Phil.  Ay,  there's  thy  love,  now  it  begins  in  barba- 
rifm  :  She  buys  a  goofe  with  feathers  that  loves  a  gen- 
tleman for's  hair  ;  me  may  be  cozen1  d  to  her  face, 
wench.  Away:  He  takes  his  leave.  Reach  me  that 
letter  hither,  quick,  quick,  wench. 

Mar.  Nay,  look  upon't,  and  fpare  not :  Every  one 
cannot  get  that  kind  of  warrant  from  me,  fignior.  Do 
you  fee  this  prick  i'th  bottom,  it  betokens  power  and 
fpeed,  it  is  a  privy  mark,  that  runs  between  the  confta- 
bles  and  my  mafter.  Thofe  that  cannot  read,  when  they 
fee  this,  know  'tis  for  letchery  or  murder  ;  and  this  be- 
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ing  away,  the  warrant  comes  gelded,  and  infufficienfc 

Fra.  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Mar.  Look  you  ;  all  thefe  are  nihils ; 
They  want  the  punttion. 

Fra.  Yes,  I  fee  they  do,  fir  ; 
There's  for  thy  pains,  mine  mufl  go  unrewarded  : 
The  better  love,  the  worfe  by  fate  regarded.       [Exit. 

Mar.  Well,  go  thy  ways  for  the  fweetefl  cuflo- 
mer  that  ever  penman  was  blefs'd  withall  :  Now  will  he 
come  for  another  to-morrow  again  ;  if  he  hold  on  this- 
courfe,  he  will  leave  never  a  knave  i'th  town  within 
this  twelvemonth  :  No  matter,  I  fhall  be  rich  enough 
by  that  time. 

Phil.  Martino  ? 

Mar.  Say  you,  forfooth  ? 

Phil.  What  paper's  that  the  gentleman  let  fall  there  ? 

Mar.  Paper?  'Tis  the  warrant,  I  hope  ;  if  it  be  Pit 
Itide  it,  and  make  him  pay  for't  again.  No,  pox  ;  'tis 
not  fo  happy. 

Phil.  Whatis't,  firrah? 

Mar.  'Tis  nothing  but  a  letter,  forfooth. 

Phil.  Is  that  nothing  ? 

Mar.  Nothing  in  refpect  of  a  warrant,   miftrefs. 

Phil.  A  letter  ?  Why,  't  has  been  many  a  man's  un- 
doing, fir. 

Mar.  So  has  a  warrant,  an'  you  go  to  that,  miftrefs, 

Phil.  Read  but  the  fuperfcription,  and  away  with't. 
Alas  it  may  concern  the  gentleman  nearly. 

Mar.  Why,  miftrefs,  tnis  letter  is  at  home  already. 

Phil.  At  home,  how  mean  you,  fir  ? 

Mar.  You  fhall  hear,  miftrefs.  To  the  deferwingtji  of 
fill  her  Sex,  and  mojl  worthy  of  his  heft  riff  eft  and  hrve> 
Mrs.  Philippa  Brandhio. 

Phil.    How,  fir,    to  me  ? 

Mar.   To  you,  miftrefs. 

Phil.  Run,  as  thou  lov'fl  my  honour,  and  thy  life, 
Call  him  again,  I'll  not  endure  this  injury  : 
But  flay,  flay  now  I  think  on't,  'tis  my  credit ; 
I'll  have  your  mailer's  counfel ;  ah,  bafe  fellow* 
To  leave  his  loofe  lines  thus ;  'tis  even  as  .much 
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Asa  poor  honeft  gentlewoman's  undoing, 
Had  I  not  a  grave  wife  man  to  my  husband : 
And  thou  a  vigilant  varlet  to  admit 
Thou  car' ft  not  whom. 

Mar.  Alas,  'tis  my  office,  miftrefs. 
You  know  you  have  a  kirtle  every  year,  '. 
And  'tis  within  two  months  of  the  time  now, 
The  velvet's  coming  over:  pray  be  milder  ;  a  man  that 
has  a  place  muft  take  money  of  any  body  :   Pleafe  you  to 
throw  me  down  but  half  a  dollar,  and  I'll  make  you  a 
warrant  for  him  now,  that's  all  I  care  for  him. 

Phil.  Well,  look  you  be  clear  now  from- this  foul  con- 
fpiracy 
Agaiaft  mine  honour;  or  your  mailer's  love  to  you,  , 
That  makes  youftout,  {hall  not  maintain  you  here  ; 
It  frail  not  :    Truft  to't.—  {Exit , 

Mar.  This  is  ftrange  to  me  now  : 
Dare  {he  do  this,  and  but  eight  weeks  to  new-year's  tide  ? 
A. man  that  had  his  blood  as  hot  as  her's  now,  would  fit 
her  with  French  velvet :  I'll  go  near  it. 

Enter  Brandino  the  Jujtice,  and  Pbilifpd. 

Phil.  If  this  be  a  wrong  to  modeft  reputation, 
Be  you  the  cenfurer,  fir,  that  are  the  mailer 
Both  of  your  fame  and  mine. 

Bran.  Signior  Francifco  ? 
I'll  make  him  fly  the  land. 

Mar.  That  will  be  hard,  fir; 
I  think  he  be  not  fo  well  feather'd,  mailer  y 
H'as  fpent  the  bell  part  of  his  patrimony. 

Phil.  Hark  of  his  bold  confederate. 

Bran.  There  thou'rt  bitter  ; 
And  I  muft  chide  thee  now. 

Phil..  What  mould  I  think,  fir  ? 
He  comes  to  your  man  for  warrants. 

Bran.  There  it  goes  then  ; 
Come  hither  knave  :    Comes  he  to  you  for  warrants  ? 

Mar.  Why,  what  of  that,  fir  ? 
You  know  I  give  no  warrants  to  make  cuckolds, 
That  comes  by  fortune,  and  by  nature,  fa\ 
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Bran.  True,  that  comes  by  fortune,  and  by  nature  ; 
Wife,  why  doll  thou  wrong  this  man  ? 

Mar.  He  needs  no  warrant,  mailer,  that  goes  about 
fuch  bufinefs ;  a  cuckold-maker  carries  always  liis  war- 
rant about  him. 

Bran.  La ;  has  he  anfwer'd  well  now,  to  the  full  ? 
What  caufe  haft  thou  to  abufe  him  ? 

Phil.  Hear  me  out,  I  pray  : 
Through  his  admittance,  he  has  had  an  opportunity 
To  come  into  the  houfe,  and  court  me  boldly. 

Bran.  Sirrah,  you're  foul  again,  methinks. 

Mar.  Who  I,  fir? 

Bran.  You  gave  this  man  admittance  into  th'  houfe. 

Mar.  That's  true,  fir,  you  never  gave  me  any  order 
yet 
To  write  my  warrants  i'th'  ftreet. 

Bran.  Why-fure  thou  tak'il  delight  to  wrong  this  fel- 
low, wife  :  ha,  caufe  I  love  him. 

Phil.  Pray,  fee  the  fruits ;  fee  what  he  has  left  behind 
here : 
Be  angry  where  you  fhould  be:  There's  few  wives 
Would  do  as  I  do. 

Bran.  Nay,    I'll  fay  that  for  thee, 
I  ne'er  found  thee  but  honefl. 

Phil.  She's  a  bead 
That  ever  was  found  otherways. 

Brax,  Read  Martino, 
Mine  eyes  are  fore  already,   and  fuch  a  bufinefs 
Would  put  'em  out  quite. 

Mar.  Fair,   dear  and  incomparable  miflrefs, * 

Bran.  Oh !    every  letter  draws  a  tooth,  methinks. 

Mar.   And  it  leads  mine  to   watering. 

Phil.  Here's  no  villainy  ? 

Mar.  My  love  beifcg  fo  violent,  and  the  opportunity 
fo  precious  in  your  husband's  abfence  to  night,  who, 
as  I  underfland,  takes  a  journey  this  morning. 

Bran.  Oh  Plot  of  villany  ! 

Phil.   Am  I  honeit  think  you,  fir? 

Bran.  Exa&ly  honeit,  perfectly  improved.  On,  on, 
Martino, 

Mar. 
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Mar.  I  will  make  bold,  dear  miftrefs,  though  your 
chaftity  has  given  me  many  arepulfe,  to  wait  the  fweet 
bleflings  of  this  long  defired  opportunity,  at  the  back 
gate,   between  nine  and  ten  this  night. 

Bran.  I  fed  this  inns-a-court  man  in  my  temples. 

Mar.  Where  if  your  affection  be  pleas'd  to  receive 
me,  you  receive  the  faithfuileft  that  ever  vow'd  fer- 
vice  to  woman, —  Francifco. 

Bran.  I   will  make  Francifco  fmart  for't. 

Phil. .  Shew  him  the  letter,  let  him  know,  you  know 
him. 

That  will  torment  him  :    All  your  other  courfes 
Are  nothing,  fir,   to  that :    That  breaks  his  heart. 

Bran.  The  firings  fhall  not  hold  long  then.  Come, 
Martino.  / 

Phil.  Now  if  Francifco  have  any  wit  at  all, 

He  comes  at  night ;   if  not,  he  never  (hall.     [Exeunt. 

Scsena  II. 

Enter  Francift  o,  Ricardo,  and  Attilio. 

P/'c.  Nay  mark,  mark  it,  Francifco  :  It  was  the  na- 
turalleft  curtefie  that  ever  was  ordained  5  a  youngs  gen- 
tleman  being  fpent,  to  have. a  rich  widow  fefc  him  up 
again :  To  fee  how  fortune  lias  provided  for  all  mor- 
talities ruins ;  your  college  for  your  old  Handing  fcho- 
lar,  your  hofpital  for  your  lame  creeping  foldier,  your 
bawd  for  your  mangled  rorer,  your  open  houfe  for  your 
beggar,  and  your  widow  for  your  gentleman  :  Ha, 
Francifco  / 

Fra.  Ay,  fir,  you  may  be  merry  :  You're  in  hope  of 
a  rich  widow. 

Ric.  And  why  fliould'ft  not  thou  be  in  hope  of  an- 
other, if  there  were  any  fpirit  in  thee ;  thou  art  as 
likely  a  fellow  as  any  in  the  company.  I'll  be  hang'd 
now  if  I  do  not  hit  the  true  caufe  of  thy  fadnefs,  and 
confefs  truly  i'faith  ;  thou  haft  fame  land  unfold  yet, 
I  hold  my  life. 

Faa.  Marry  I  hope  fo,  fir, 

Ric.  A  pox  on't,  have  I  found  it?  'Slight,  awa^ 
A  6  witb 


12  The   WIDO  W. 

with  it  with  all  fpeed,  man.  I  was  never  merry  at 
heart  while  I  had  a  foot:  Why,  man,  fortune  never 
minds  us,  till  we  are  left  alone  to  ourfelves :  For  what 
need  me  take  care  for  them,  that  do  nothing  but  take 
care  for  themfelves  ?  Why,  doit  think  if  I  had  kept  my 
lands  Hill,  I  mould  ever  have  look'd  after  a  rich  wi- 
dow ?  Alas,  I  mould  have  married  fome  poor  young 
maid,  got  five  and  twenty  children,  and  undone  my- 
felf. 

Fra.  I  proteft,  fir,  I  mould  not  have  the  face  tho' 
to  come  to  a  rich  widow  with  nothing. 

Ric.  Why,  art  thou  fo  fimple,  as  thou  mak'ft  thy 
felf  ?  Boil  think  y' faith  I  come  to  a  rich  widow  with 
nothing  ? 

Fra.  I  mean  with  ftate  not  anfwerable  to  her's. 
-  Rk.  Why  there's  the  fortune,  man,  that  I  talk'd  en ; 
She  knows  all  this,  and  yet  I  am  welcome  to  her. 

Fra-.  Ay,  that's  ftrange,  fir. 

Ric.  Nay  more  to  pierce  thy  hard  heart,  and  make 
thee  fell  thy  land  if  thou'ft  any  grace  :  She  has,  amongft 
others,   two  fubiiantial  Suitors, 

One,  in  good  time  be't  fpoke,  I  owe  much  money  to, 
She  knows  this  too,  and  yet  I'm  welcome  to  her, 
Nor  dares  the  unconfcionable  rafcal  trouble  me ; 
Sh'as  told  him  thus,  thofe  that  profefs  love  to  her 
Shall  have  the  liberty  to  come  and  go, 
Or  elfe  get  him  gone  firft  ;  fhe  knows  not  yet 
Where  fortune  may  bellow  her,  fhe's  her  gift, 
Therefore  to  all  will  fhew  a  kind  refpect. 

Fra.  Why  this  is  like  a  woman  :    I  ha'  no  luck  in't. 

Ric.   And  as  at  a  fherifPs  table*  O  blelt  cuftom, 
A  poor  indebted  gentleman  may  dine, 
Feed  well,  and  without  fear,   and  depart  fo, 
So  to  her  lips  fearlefs  I  come  and  go. 

Fra.  You  may  well  boaft,  y'are  much  the  happier 
man,  fir. 

Rk.  So  voa  would  be,  and  you  would  fell  your  land, 

rd   the  circumflance  of  your  fweet 
c  ear  ;o  my  unlucky  tale  now. 

Ric, 
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Ric.  That's  am  ill  hearing  ;  but  come  for  once,  fir. 

Fra.  I  never  yet  lov'd  but  one  woman. 

Ric.   Right,     I  begun   fo   too  5    but  I   have  lov'd  a 
thoufand  finee. 

Fra.  Pray  hear  me,  fir ;  but  this  is  a  man's  wife. 

Ric.  So  has  five  hundred  of  my  thoufand  been. 

Fra.   Nay  fee,  and  you'll  regard  me. 

Ric.  No  $  you  fee  I   do, 
I  bring  you  an  example  in  for  every  thing. 

Fra.  This  man's  wife. 

Ric.  So  you  faid. 

Fra.  Seems  very  Ariel:. 

Ric.  Ha,  humph  ! 

Fra.  Do  you  laugh  at  that  r 

JRfV.   Seems  very  ftridt  you  faid  ; 
J  hear  you,  man  ;  ay  faith  you  are  fo  jealous  ftill. 

Fra.  But  why  fhould  that  make  you  laugh  ? 

Ric.  Beeaufe.  fhe  feems  fo  :    You're  fuch  another.  *** 

Fra.  Nay,  fir,    I  think  fne  is. 

Ri  .  You  cannot  tell  then. 

Fra.  I  dare  not  ask  the  queftion  I  proteft 
For  fear  of  a  repulfe,  which  yet  not  having, 
My  mind's  the  quieter,,  and  I  live  in. hope  ftill. 

Ric.  Ha,  hum  !  This  'tis  to  be  a  landed  man.    Come, 
I  perceive  I  muft  fhew  you  a  little  of  my  fortune,    and 
inftrucl  you  : 
Not  ask  the  queflion  ? 

Fra.  Methought  ftill  .fhe  frown' d,  fir. 

Ric.  Why  that's  the  caufe,  fool,  that  fhe  look'd  fo 
fcurvily. 

Come,  come,  make  me  your  woman,  you'll  ne'er  do't 
elfe, 

I'll  fhew  you  her  condition  prefently. 
I  perceive  you  muft  begin  like  a  young  vaulter,  and 
get  up  at  horfe-tail,  before  you  get  into  the  faddle : 
Have  you  the  baldnefs  to  utter  your  mind  to  me  now, 
being  but  in  hofe  and  doublet  ?  I  think,  if  I  fhould  put 
on  a  farthingale,  thou  would'ft  never  have  the  heart  to 

Fra. 
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Fra.  Perhaps  I  fhould  not  then  for  laughing  at  you, 
fir. 

Ric.  In  the  mean  time  I  fear  I  mail  laugh  at  thee 
without  one. 

Fra.  Nay,  you  mull  think,  friend,  I  dare  fpeak  to  a 
woman. 

Ric.  You  fhali  pardon  me  for  that,  friend ;  I  will 
not  think  it,  till  I  fee't. 

Fra.  Why  you  fhall  then :  I  {hall  be  glad  to  learn  too, 
Of  one  fo  deep  as  you  are. 

Ric.  So  you  may,  fir :  Now  'tis  my  beft  courfe  to 
look  mildly,  I  fhall  put  him  out  at  firft  elfe. 

Fra.  A  word,  fweet  lady. 

Ric.  With  me,  fir ;.  fay  your  pleafure. 

Fra.  O  Ricardo, 
Thou  art  too  good  to  be  a  woman  long. 

Ric.  Do  not  find  fault  with  this,  for  fear  I  prove  - 
Too  fcornful ;  be  content  when  you're  well  us'd. 

Fra.  You  fay  well,  fir.  Lady  I  have  lov'd  you 
long. 

Ric.  'Tis  a  good  hearing,  fir.  If  he  be  not  out 
cow  I'll  be  hang'd. 

Fra.  You  play  a  fcornful  woman,   I  perceive,  Ri- 
cardo :   You  have  not  been  us'd  to  'em  :  Why  I'll  come^ 
in  at  my  pleafure  with  you :  Alas,  'tis  nothing  for  a 
man  to  talk,  when  a  woman  gives  way  to't :  One  fhall 
ieldom  meet  with  a  lady  fo  kind,  as  thou  playd'ft  her. 

Ric.  Not  altogether,  perhaps :  He  that  draws  their 
pictures  muft  flatter  'em  a  little ;  they'll  look  he  that 
plays  'em  mould  do't  a  great  deal  then. 

Fra.  Come,  come,  I'll  play  the  woman,  that  I'm 
us'd  to, 

I  fee  you  ne'er  wore  fhoe  that  pinch'd  you  yet, 
All  your  things  come  on  eafy. 

Ric  .'Say  you  fo,  fir? 
I'll  try  your  ladyfhip  'faith.     Lady,  well  met. 

Fra.   I  do  not  think  fo,  fir.  ' 

Ric.  A  fcornful  gom, 
And  at  the  rirft  dafh  too :    My  widow   never  gave  me 
fuch  an  anfwer,  I'll  to  you  again,  fir, 

Fairefi 
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Faireft  of  creatures,  I  do  love  thee  infinitely. 
Fra.  There's  nobody  bids  you,  fir. 
Ric.  Pox  on  thee,  thou  art  the  beaftlieft  crofTeft  bag- 
gage that  ever  man  met  withal  ;  but  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd- 
fweet  lady  e'er  I  be  daunted  with  this  :     Why,  thou'rt 
too  aukward,  firrah. 

Fra.  Hang  thee,  bafe  fellow. 
Ric.  Now  by  this  light,  he  thinks  he  do'it  indeed, 
Nay,  then,  have  at  your  plumb-tree,  faith,  I'll  natbe 

'  foil'd, 
Though  you  feem  to  be  carelefs,  madam,  as  you  have 
enough  wherewithal  to  be,  yet   I  do,   muft,  and  will 
love  you. 

Fra.  Sir,  if  you  begin  to  be  rude,  I'll  call  my  wo- 
man. 

!  Ric.  What  a  peftilent  quean's  this  I   I  mail  have  much 
ado  with  her,  1  fee  that ;  tell  me,  as  you're  a  woman  -la- 
dy, what  ferve  kifles  for,  but  to  Hop  all  your  mouths  ? 
Fra.  Hold,  hold,  Ricardo. 
Ric.  Difgraceme,  widow. 
Fra.  Art  mad,  I'm  Francifco. 
An.  Signior  Ricardo,  up,  up. 
Ric.  Who  is't  Francifco  ? 

Fra.  Francifco,  quotha  ?    What,  are  you  mad,  fir  ? 
Ric.  A  bots  on  thee,  thou  doft  not  know  what  inju- 
ry thou  hall  done  me;  I  was  i'th' faireft  dream  ;   this  is 
your  way  now,  and  you  can  follow  it. 
Fra.  'Tis  a  ftrange  way,  methinks. 
Ric.  Learn  you  to  play  a  woman  not  fo  fcornfully 
then, 
For  I  am  like  the  a£tor  that  you  fpoke  on, 
I  muft  have  the  part  that  overcomes  the  lady, 
I  never  like  the  play  elfe. ---Now  your  friendmip, 
But  to  amft  a  fubtle  trick  I  ha'  thought  on, 
And  the  rich  widow's  mine  within  thefe  three  hours. 
Att.  &  Fra.  We  fhould  be  proud  of  that,  fir. 
Ric.  Lift  to  me  then. 
I'll  place  you  too,  I  cando't  handfomely, 
I  know  the  houfe  fo  well,  to  hear  the  conference 
'Twixt  her  and  I,  flie's  a  moft  affable  one, 

Her 
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Her  words  will  give  advantage,  and  Til  urge  'em  . 
To  the  kind  proof,  to  catch  her  in  a  contract, 
Then  fhall  you  both  Hep  in  as  witneffes, 
And  take  her  in  the  fnare. 

Fra.  But  do  you  love  her  ? 
And  then  'twill  profper. 

Ric.  By  this  hand  I  do,  - 
Not  for  her  wealth,  but  for  her  perfon  too. 

Fra.  It  fhall  be  done,  then. 

Ric.  But  flay,  flay,  Francifco, 
Where  fhall  we  meet  with  thee  fome  two  hours  hence, 
now  ? 

Fra.  Why,  hark  you,  fir. 

Ric.  Enough,  command  my  life, 
Get  me  the  widow,   I'll  get  thee  the  wife. 

{Exeunt  Ricardo  &  Attilip. 

Fra.  Oh  that's  now  with  me  paft  hope  ;  yet    I  muft 
love  her, 
I  would  I  could  not  do't. 

Enter  Brcndino  and  Marti  no* 

Mar.  Yonder' s  the  villain,  mafter. 

Bran.  Francifco  ;  I  am  happy. 

Mar..  Let's  both  draw,  matter,  for  /there's  no  body 
with  him ;  flay,  flay,  mafter, 
Do  not  you  draw  till  I  be  ready  too,.. 
Let's  draw  juflboth  together,  and  keep  ev'n. 

Bran.  What,  and  v/e  kiU'd  him  now,  before  he  faw 
us? 

Mar.  No,  then  he  will  hardly  fee  to  read  the  letter. 

Bran.  That's  true':  good  counfel  marry. 

Mar.  Marry  thus  much,  fir, 
You  may  kill  him  lawfully,  all  the  while  he's  a  reading 
on't,  as  an  anabaptift  may  lie  with  a  brother's  wife,  all 
the  while  he's  afleep. 

Bran.  He  turns ;  he  looks :  Come  on,  fir,  you,  Fran- 
cifco ; 
I  lov'd  your  father  well,  but  you're  a  villain  : 
He  lov'd  me  well  too  :  But  you  love  my  wife,  fir,, 
After  whom  take  you  that  ?    I  will  not  fay 

Your 
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Your  mother  play'd  falfe. 

Fra.  No,  fir,  you  were  not  bell. 
■  Bran.  But  I  will  fay,  in  fpite  of  thee,    my   wife"t 
honeft. 

Mar.  And  I,  my  miftrefs. 

Fra.  You  may,  I'll  give  you  leave. 

Bran.  Leave,  or  leave  not,  there  me  defies  youx  fir  5 
Keep  your  adulterous  meet  to  wind  you  in, 
Or  cover  your  forbidden  parts  at  lead, 
For  fear  you  want  one  ;  many  a  letcher  may, 
That  fins  in  cambrick  now. 

Mar.  And  in  lawn  too,  mailer. 

Bran.  Nay,  read,  and  tremble,  fir. 

Mar.  Now  mall  I  do't,  matter  ?  I  fee  a  piece  of  an 
open  feam  in  his  ihirt,  fhall  I  run  him  in  there,  for  my 
fwprd  has  ne'er  a  point. 

Bran.  No-,  let  him  foam  a  while. 

Mar.  If  your  fword  be  no  better  than  mine,  we  fhall 
not  kill  him  by  day-light ;  we  had  need  have  a  lanthorn.. 

Bran.  Talk  not  of  lanthorns,  he's  a  fturdy  letcher  ; 
He  would  make  the  horns  fly  about  my  ears. 

Fra.  I  apprehend  thee:    Admirable  woman  ! 
Which  to  love  belt.  I  know  not ;  thy  wit  or  beauty. 

Bran.  Now,  fir,  have  you  well  view'd  your  baftard 
there, 
Got  of  your  luftful  brain?  'Give  you  joy  on't. 

Fra.  I  thank  you,  fir,  altho'  you  fpeakin  jeft, 
I  muft  confefs,  I  fent  your  wife  this  letter, 
And  often  courted,  tempted,  and  urg'd  her. 

Bran.  Did  you  fo,  fir? 
Thenfirft,  before  I  kill  thee, I  forewarn  thee  my  houfc. 

Mar,  And  I,  before  I  kill  thee,  forewarn  thee  my 
office  ;  dye  to  morrow  ;  next  thou  never  get'H  warrant  of 
me  more,  for  love  or  money. 

Frat  Remember  but  again,  from  whence  I  came,  fir? 
And  then  1  know  you  cannot  think  amifs  of  me. 

Bran.  I/Low's  this  ? 

M  ir.  Pray,  hear  him  ;  it  may  grow  to  a  peace  : . 
For,  mailer,  though  we  have  carried  the  bufmefs  nobly, 
we  are  not  altogether  fo  valiant  as  we  mould  be. 

$ran* 
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Bran.  Peace,  thou  fay'ft  true  in  that ;  what  is't  you'd 
fay,  fir  ? 

Fra.  Was  not  my  father  (quietnefs  be  with  him) 
And  you  fworn  brothers  ? 

Bran.   Why,  right;  that's  it  urges  me. 

Fra.  And  cou'd  you  have  a  thought  that  I  could  wrong 
you, 
As  far  as  the  deed  goes  ? 

Bran.  You  took  the  courfe,  fir. 

Fra.    To  make  you  happy ^  if  you  rightly  weigh'd 
it. 

Mar.  Troth  I'll  put  up  at  all  adventures,  mailer, 
It  comes  oft"  very  fair  yet. 

Fra.  You  in  years 
Married  a  young  maid  :    What  does  the  world  judge, 
think  you  ? 

Mar.  By'rlady,  mafter,  knavifhly  enough,  I  warrant 
you; 
Ifhould  do  fo  myfelf. 

Fra.  Now  to  damp  flander, 
And  all  her  envious  and  fufpicious  brood, 
I  made  this  friendly  tryal  of  her  conftancy, 
Being  fon  to  him  you  lov'd  ;  that  now  confirm'd, 
I  might  advance  my  fword  againft  the  world 
In  her  moil  fair  defence,  which  joys  my  fpirit. 

Mar.  Oh,,  mafter,  let  me  weep,  while  you  embrace 
him. 

Bran.  Francifco,  is  thy  father's  foul  in  thee  ? 
Lives  he  here  ftill  ?   What,  will  he  fhew  himfelf 
In  his  male  feed  to  me  ?    Give  me  thy  hand, 
Methinks  it  feels  now  like  thy  father's  to  me  : 
Prithee  forgive  me. 

Mar. .  And  me  too,  prithee. 

Bran.  Come  to  my  houfe,  thy  father  never  mifs'd  it. 

Mar.  Fetch  now  as  many  warrants  asyoupleafe,  fir, 
And  welcome  too. 

Fra.  To  fee  howfoon  man's  goo  dnefs. 
May  be  abufed. 

Bran.  But  now  I  know  thy  intent,  r 

Welcome  to  all  that  I  have, 

Fra* 
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Fra.  Sir,  I  take  it : 
A  gift  fo  given,  hang  him  that  would  forfake  it.    [Exit. 

Bran.  M  artino,  I  applaud  my  fortune,  and  thy  coun- 
fel. 

Mar.  You  never  have  ill  fortune  when  you  follow  it* 
Here  were  things  carry'd  now,  in  the  true  nature  of  a 

quiet  duello  ; 
A  great  itrife  ended,  without  the  rough  foldier,  or  the— 
And  now  you  may  take  your  journey* 

Bran.  Thou  art  my  glee,  Martirio.  [Exeunt* 

Tinit  A$u$  primL 


Aftus  II.    Scsena  I. 

Enter  Valeria  the  Widow,  and  a  Servant* 

Val.  OErvellio. 
Ser.    O  Miftrefs. 

Val.  If  that  fellow  come  again, 
Anfwer  him  without  me  :    I'll  not  fpeak  with  him* 

Ser.  He  in  the  nutmeg-colour'd  band,  forfooth. 

Val.  Ay,  that  fpie'd  coxcomb,  fir  :    Never  may 
marry  again 
If  his  right  worfhipful  idolatrous  face 
Be  not  molt  fearfully  painted,  fo  hope  comfort  me  5 
I  might  perceive  it  peel  in  many  places, 
And  under'*  eye  lay  a  betraying  foulnefs, 
As  maids  fweep  duft  o'th'  houfe,  all  to  one  corner  ; 
It  fhew'd  me  enough  there,  prodigious  pride 
That  cannot  but  fall  fcornfully.     I'm  a  woman, 
Yet  Ipraife  heaven,  I  never  had  the  ambition 
To  go  about  to  mend  a  better  workman  : 
She  everfhames  herfelf  i'th'  end  that  does  it. 
He  that  likes  me  not  now,  as  heaven  made  m??„ 
I  will  never  hazard  hell  to  do  him  a  pleafure  ; 
Nor  lie  ev'ry  night  like  a  woodcock  in  pafte 
Topleafe  fome  gaudy  goofe  i'th'  morning  ^ 
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A  wife  man  likes  that  bell,  that  is  itfelf, 
Not  that  which  only  feems,  tho'  it  look  fairer  ; 
Heayen  fend  me  one  that  loves  me,  and  I'm  happyy 
Of  whcm  I'll  make  great  tryal  e'er  I  have  him, 
Though  I  fpeak  all  men  fair,  and  promife  fweetly,  , 
I  learn  that  of  my  fuitors,  'tis  their  own, 
Therefore  injuftice  'twere  to  keep  it  from 'em. 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Ric.  And  fo  as  I  laid,  fweet  widow*. 

Val.  Do  you  begin  where  you  left,  fir  ? 

Ric  I  always  defirevWhen  I  come  to  a  widow,  to  be- 
gin i'th'  middle  of  a  fentence ;  for  I  prefume  fhe  has  a*. 
bad  memory  of  ?a  woman,  that  cannot  remember  what, 
goes  before. 

Val.  Stay,  flay,  fir,  let  me  .look,  uppn  you  well,   . 
Are  not  you  painted  too  ? 

Ric  How,  painted,  widow? 

Val.  Not  painted  widow,  I  do  not  ufe  it,  truft  me,  fir* 

Ric.  That  makes  me  love  thee, 

Val.  I  mean  painted  gentleman, 
Or  if  you  pleafe  to  give  him  a  greater  flile,  fir ; 
Blame  me  not,  fir,  it's  a  dangerous  age  I  tell  you, 
Poor  fimple  dealing  women  had  need  look  about  'em. 

Ric  But  is  there  fuch  a  fellow  in  the  world,  widow,' 
As  you  are  pleas'd  to  talk  on  ? 

Val.  Nay,  here  lately,  fir. 

Ric.  Here  ?  a  pox,  I  think  I  fmell  him,  'tis  Ver- 
million fure,  ha  :  oil  of  ben  ;  do  but  (hew  him  me,  wi- 
dow, and  let  me  never  hope  for  comfort,  if  I  do  not  im- 
mediately geld  him,  and  grind  his  face  upon-  one  o'th1 
itones. 

Val.  Suffices  you  have  exprefsM  me  your  love  and 
valour,  and  manly  hate  againft  that  unmanly  pride  : 
But,  fir,  I'll  fave  you  that  labour  ;  he  never  comes 
within  my  door  again. 

Ric  I'll  love  your  door  the  better  while  I  know't, 
widow  ;  a  pair  of  fuch  brothers  were  fitter  for  polls 
without  door  indeed,  to  make  a  mew  at  a  new-chofen 
magiftrate's  gats,  than  to  be  ask'din  a  woman's  chamber. 

No*. 
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No,  •  fweet  widow,  having  me,  you've  the  truth  of  a 
mail)  all  that  you  fee  of  me  is  full  of  mine  own,  and  what 
you  fee,  or  not  fee,  fhall  be  yours :  I  ever  hated  to  be 
beholden  to  art,  or  to  borrow  any  :hing  but  money. 

\FrancifcQ  and  At  t  ilia  ft  and  utifcen* 

VaL  True ;  and  that  you  never  ufe  to  pay  again. 

Ric.  What  matter  is't  ?  If  you  be  pleas'd  to  do*t 
For  me,  I  hold  it  as  good, 

VaL  Oh,  foftyou,  fir,  I  pray. 

Ric.  Why,  i'faith,  you  may,  an'  you  will. 
-VaL  I  know  that,  fir. 

Ric.  Troth,  and  I  would  have   my  will  then,   if -I 
were  as  you. 
There's  few  women  elfe  but  have. 

VaL  But  fmce  I  cannot  have  it  in  all,  fignior,  I  care 
not  to  have  it  in  any  thing. 

Ric.  Why,  you  may  have  it  in  all,  an'  you  will,  wi- 
ndow. 

Val.  Pifh  ;  I  would  have  one  that  loves  me  for  my- 
felf,  fir,  not  for  my  wealth  ;  and  that  I  cannot  have. 

Ric.  What  fay  you  to  him  that  does  the  thing  you 
v  wifh  for  ? 

VaL    Why,   here's  my  hand,   I'll   marry  none  but 
him  then. 

Ric.  Your  hand  and  faith. 

Val.  My  hand  and  faith. 

Hie  'Tis  I,  then. 

VaL  I  ihall  be  glad  on't,  trull  mej  'Ihrew  my  heart 
elfe. 

Ric  A  match. 

Enter  Francifco  and  Attilio. 
Fra.  Give  you  joy,  fweet  widow. 
At.  Joy  to  you  both. 
VaL  How? 

Ric.  Nay,   there's  no  ftarting  now,  I  have  you  fait* 
widow, 
You're  witnefs,  gentlemen. 

Fra.  Att.  We'll  be  depos'd  on  it. 

VaL  Am  I  betrayM  to  this,  then  ?  Then  I  fee   , 

'Tis 
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*°Tis  for  my  wealth  ;  a  woman's  wealth's  her  traitor. 

Ric.  'Tis  for  love  chiefly,  I  proteft  fweet  widow > 
I  count  wealth  but  a  fiddle  to  make  us  merry. 

VaL  Hence. 

Ric.  Why,  thou'rt  mine. 

VaL  I  do  renounce  it  utterly. 

Ric.  Have  I  not  hand  and  faith  ? 

VaL  Sir,  take  your  courfe. 

Ric.  With  all  my  heart  ;    ten  courfes  an'  you  wills 
widow. 

VaL  Sir,  fir,  I'm  not  fogamefome  as  you  think  me, 
.I'll  ftand  you  out  by  law. 

Ric.  By  law  !  O  cruel,  mercilefs  woman, 
To  talk  of  law,  and  know  I  have  no  money. 

VaL  I  will  confume  myfelf  to  the  lafl  itamp, 
Before  thou  gett'ft  me. 

Ric.  'Life,  I'll  be  as  wilful,  then,  too  :    I'll  rob  all 
the  carriers  in  chriftendom,  but  I'll  have  thee,  and  find 
>my  lawyers  money  : 
I  fcorn  to  get  thee  under  forma  pauperis  ; 
I  have  too  proud  a  heart,  and  love  thee  better. 

VaL  As  for  you,  gentlemen,  I'll  take  courfe  againll 
you  ;  ^ 
You  came  into  my  houfe  without  my  leave  ; 
Your  practices  are  cunning  and  deceitful ; 
I  know  you  not,  and  I  hope  law  will  right  me. 

Ric.  It  is  fufficient  that  your  husband  knows  'en\, 
'Tis  not  your  bufmefs  to  know  every  man, 
An  honed  wife  contents  herfelf  with  one. 

VaL  You  know  what  you  {hall  trull  to,  pray  depart, 

fir, 
And  take  your  rude  confederates  along  with  you, 
Or  I  will  fend  for  thofe  fhall  force  your  abfence : 
I'm  glad  I  found  your  purpofe  out  fo  foon. 
How  quickly  may  poor  women  be  undone. 

Ric.  Lofe  thee  !  by  this  hand  I'll  fee  fifteen  counfel- 
lors  firft,  tho*  I  undo  a  hundred  poor  men  for  'em  ; 
and  I'll  make  'em  yaul  one  another  deaf,  but  I'll  have 
thee. 

VaL  Me ! 

Rk. 
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9k.  Thee. 

VaL  Ay,  fret  thy  heart  out.  '.[Exit  Ric. 

Fra.  Were  I  he  now, 
I'd  fee  thee  ftarve  for  man  before  I  had  thee. 

VaL  Pray  counfel  him  to   that,  fir,  and  I'll  pay  you 
well. 

Fra.  Pay  me  ?  Pay  your  next  husband. 

VaL  Do  not  fcorn't,  gallant ;  a  worfe  woman  than  I 
Has  paid  a  better  man  than  you.  [Ex.  Att.  &  Fra. 

Enter  two  old  Suitors. 

i  Why,  how  now,  fweet  widow  J 

VaL  Oh  kind  gentlemen, 
Fm  fo  abufedhere. 

Ambo.  Abus'd  ! 

Val.  What  will  you  do,  firs  ?    Put  up  your  weapons. 

2  Suit.  Nay,  they're  not  fo  eafily  drawn,  that  I  muft 
•tell  you,  mine  has  not  been  out  thefe  three  years ;  mar- 
ry, in  your  caufe,  widow,  'twould  not  be  long  a  draw- 
ing.    Abus'd!    by  whom,  widow? 

VaL  Nay,  by  a  beggar. 

2  Suit.  A  beggar  !  I'll  have  him  whipt  then,  and 
fent  to  the  houfe  of  correction. 

Val.  Ricardo,  fir. 

2  Suit.  Ricardo  !  Nay,  by  the  mafs,  he's  a  gentle- 
man beggar;  he'll  be  hang'd  before  he  be  whipt.  Why, 
you'll  give  me  leave  to  clap  him  up,  I  hope  ? 

VaL  'Tis  too  good  for  him;  that's  the  thing  he  wou'd 
have, 
He  would  be  claptup  whether  I  would  or  no,  methinks; 
Plac'd  two  of  his  companions  privately, 
Unknown  to  me,  on  purpofe  to  entrap  me 
In  my  kind  anfwers,  and  at  laft  ftole  from  me, 
That  which  I  fear  will  put  me  to  fome  trouble, 
A  kind  of  verbal  curtefy,  which  his  witnefles 
And  he,  forfooth,  call  by  the  name  of  contract. 

I  Suit.  O  politic  villain  ! 

Val.  But  I'm  refolv'd,  gentlemen, 
If  the  whole  power  of  my  eftate  can  call  him, 
He  never  Jhall  obtain  me, 

2  Suit. 
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2  Suit.  Hold  you  there,  widow, 
Well  fare  your  heart  for  that,  i'faith. 

i  Suit.  Stay,  flay,  ftay  ; 
You  broke  no  gold  between  you  ? 

Val.  We  broke  nothing,  fir. 

i  Suit.  Nor  drunk  to  one  another  ? 

Val.  Not  a  drop,  fir. 

i  Suit.  You're  fure  of  this  you  fpeak  ? 

Val.  Moll  certain,  fir. 

i  Suit.  Be  of  good  comfort,  wench.     I'll  undertake, 
then, 
At  mine  own  charge  to  overthrow  him  for  thee. 

Val.  O  do  but  that,  fir,  and  you  bind  me  to  you  -p 
Here  mall  I  try  your  goodnefs.     I'm  but  a  woman, 
And,  alas,  ignorant  in  law  bufmeifes : 
I'll  bear  the  charge  moft  willingly. 

i   Suit.  Not  a  penny  : 
TJiy  love  will  reward  me. 

Val.  And  where  love  mull  be. 
It  is  all  but  one  purfe  now  I  think  on't. 

i   Suit.  All  comes  to  one,  fweet  widow. 

z  Suit.  Are  you  fo  forward  ? 

r  Suit.  I  know  his  mates,  Attilio  and  Francifco  $ 
I'll  get  out  procefs,  and  attach  'em  all  : 
We'll  begin  firft  with  them. 

Val.  I  like  that  ftrangely. 

i  Suit.  I  have  a  daughter  run  away,  I  thank  her  < 
I'll  be  a  fcourge  to  all  youth  for  her  fake  : 
Some  of  'em  has  got  her  up. 

Val.  Your  daughter  !    What,  fir,  Martia  ? 

i  Suit,  Ay,  a  fhake  wed  her  : 
I  would  have  married  her  to  a  wealthy  gentleman, 
No  older  than  myfelf,  fhe  was  like  to  befhrewdly  hurt, 
widow. 

Val.  It  was  too  happy  for  her. 

i  Suit.  I'm  of  thy  mind. 
Farewel,  fweet  widow,  I'll  about  this  ftrait  ; 
I'll  have  'em  all  three  put  into  one  writ, 
And  fo  fave  charges. 

VaU  How  I  love  your  providence,      {Exit  i  Suitor, 

z  Suit. 
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2  Suit.  Is  my  nofe  broad?  I'll  crofs  you   both  for 
this, 
Although  it  coft  me  as  much  o'th'other  fide, 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
I  may  get  out  of  her,  what  may  undo  her  too ; 
Hark  you  fweet  widow,  you  muft  now  take  heed. 
You  be  of  a  fure  ground,  he'll  overthrow  you  elfe. 

Val.  Marry  fair,  hope  forbid. 

2  Suit.  That  will  he:  marry  le'me  fee,  le'me   fee: 
pray  how  far  paft  it  between  you  and  Ricardo  ? 

Val.  Farther,  fir, 
Than  I  would  now  it  had,  but  I  hope  well  yet. 

2  Suit.  Pray   let  me  hear't:    I've  a  ihrewd   guefs 
o'th'  law. 

Val.  Faith,  fir,  I  rafhly  gave  my  hand  and  faith 
To  marry  none  but  him. 

2  Suit.  Indeed? 

Val.  Ay,  truft  me,  fir. 

2  Suit.  I'm  very  glad  on* t,  I'm  another  witnefs, 
And  he  mall  have  you  now. 

Val.  What  faid  you,  fir  ? 

2  Suit.  He  {hall  not  want  money  in  an  honeft  caufe, 
widow, 
I  know  I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Val.^  Are  all  the  world  betrayers  ? 

2  Suit.  Piih,  piih,  widow. 
Y'have  borne  me  in  hand  this  three  months,  and  now 

fob'd  me, 
I've  known  the  time  when  I  could  pleafe  a  woman, 
I'll  not  be  laugh' d  at  now;  when    I'm  croft,  I'm  3 

Tyger; 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Val.  This  only  fhews  your  malice  to  me,  fir; 
The  world  knows  you  ha'  fmall  reafon  to  help  him, 
So  much  is  your  <iebt  already. 

2  Suit.  Therefore  I  do't 
I  have  no  way  but  that  to  help  myfelf; 
Though  I  lofe  you,  I  will  not  lofe  all,  widow; 
He  marrying  you,  as  I  will  follow' t  for  him, 
I'll  make  you  pay  his  debts,  or  lie  without  him. 

Vol.  VI.  B  "     VaU 
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Val.  I  look'd  for  this  from  you.  [Exit. 

2  Suit.  I  ha'  not  deceiv'd  you  then: 
Fret,  vex,  and  chafe,  I'm  obftinate  where  I  take. 
I'll  feek  him  out,  and  chear  him  up  againft  her, 
I  ha'  no  charge  at  all,  no  child  of  mine  own, 
But  two  I  got  once  of  a  fcowring  woman, 
And  they're  both  well  provided  for,  they're  i'th  hof- 

pital : 
I  have  ten  thoufand  pound  to  bury  me,  and  I  will  have 
my  humour.  \Exib. 

Scaena  II. 

Enter  Erancifco. 

Era.  A  man  muft  have  a  time  to  ferveliis'pleafnre, 

As   well   as   his   dear  friend,    I'm  forc'd  to  Heal  from 

'em, 
To  get  this  night  of  fport  for  mine  own  ufe :  ' 
What  fays  her  amiable  witty  letter  here? 
'Twixt  nine  and  ten,  now  'tis  'twixt  fix  and  feven, 
As  fit  as  can  be ;  he  that  follows  lechery 
Leaves  all  at  fix  and  feven,  and  fo  do  I  methinks : 
Sun  fets  at  eight,  its  'bove  an  hour  high  yet, 
Some  fifteen  mile  have  I  before  I  reach  her, 
But  I've  an  excellent  horfe;  and  a  good  gallop, 
Helps  man  as  much  as  a  provoking  banquet. 

Enter  1  Suiter  <with  Officers. 
i  Suit.  Here's  one  of  'em,  begin   with   him  firfl, 
officers. 

Officer.  By  vertue  of  this  writ  we  attack  your  body, 
fir. 

Era.  My  body?  'life,  for  what? 
i  Suit.  Hold  him  fail,  officers. 
Officer  The  leaft  of  us  can  do't,  now  his  fword's  off, 
fir, 
We  have  a  trick  of  hanging  upon  gentlemen, 
We  never  lofe  a  man. 
Fra.  O  treacherous  fortune. 

Why 
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Why  what's  the  caufe? 

1   Suit.  The  widow's  bufinefs,  fir* 
I  hope  you  know  me? 

Fra.  For  a  bufy  coxcomb, 
This  fifteen  year,  I  take  it. 

i   Suit.   Oh  y're  mad,     fir ; 
Simple  though  you  make  me,  I  ftand  for  the  widow. 

Fra.  She's  fimply  flood  for  then:  what's  this  to  me, 
fir, 
Or  me,  or  you,  or  any  of  thefe  flefh-hooks? 

1   Suit.  Y'are  like  to  find  good  bail  before  you  leave 
us, 
Or  lie  till  the  fuit's  try'd. 

Fra.   O  my  love's  mifery. 

1   Suit.  I'm  put  in   truft   to  follow't,  and   I'll  do'f 
with  all  fe verity ; 
Build  upon  that,  fir. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Attillio. 

Fra.  How  I  could  curfe  my  felf. 

Ric.  Look,  here's  Francifco, 
Will  you  believe  me,  now  you  fee  his  qualities? 

Attillio.  'Tis  ftrange  to  me. 

Ric.  I  tell  you  'tis  his  fafhion, 
He  never  Hole  away  in's  life  from  me, 
But  flill  I  found  him  in  fuch  fcurvy  company ; 
A  pox  on  thee,  Francifco ;  wilt  never  leave  thy  old 
Tricks,  are  thefe  loufy  companions  for  thee  ? 

Fra.  -Pirn,   pifh,   pirn. 

1   Suit.  Here  they   be  all  three  now :  'prehend  'em* 
officers. 

Ric.  What's  this? 

Fra.  I  gave  you  warning  enough  to  make  away, 
I'm  in  for  the  widow's  bufinefs,  fo  are  you  now. 

Ric.  What,  all  three  in   a  nooze  ?  this  is  like  a  wi- 
dow's bufinefs  indeed. 

1   Suit.  Sh'as  catch'd  you  gentlemen,  as  you  catch'd 
her, 
The  widow  mean  snow,  to  begin  with  you,  fir, 

B  z  Rid 
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Ric.  I  thank  her  heartily,  fh'as  taught  me  wit :  for 
had  I  been  any  but  an  afs,  I  fhould  ha'  begun  with  her 
indeed:  by  this  light,  the  widow's  a  notable  houfe-wife, 
ihe  beftirs  herfelf,  I  have  a  greater  mind  to  her  now 
than  e'er  I  had :  I  cannot  go  to  prifon  for  one  I  love 
better  I  proteft,  that's  one  good  comfort, 
And  what  are  you  I  pray  fir,  for  a  coxcomb  ? 

i   Suit.  It  feems  you  know  me  by  your  anger,  fir. 

Ric.  I've  a  near  guefs  at  you,  fir, 

i   Suit.  Guefs  what  you  pleafe,  fir, 
I'm  he  ordained  to  trounce  you,  and  indeed 
I  am  the  man  mufl  carry  her. 

Ric.  Ay,  to  me. 
But  I'll  fwear  ihe's  a  beaft,  and  fhe  carry  thee. 

1  Suit.  Come,  where's  your   bail,    fir  ?  quickly,  or 
away. 

Ric.  Sir,  I'm  held  wrongfully,  my  bail's  taken    al- 
ready. 

2  Suit.  Where  is  it,  fir,  where? 

Enter  2  Suiter. 

Ric.  Here  they  be  both:  pox  on  you,  they  were 
taken  before  I'd  need  of  'em,  and  you  be  honei\  offi- 
cers, let's  bail  one  another  ;  for  by  this  hand,  I  do  not 
know  who  will  eKe:  ---  'odds'  light,  is  he  come  too-? 
I'm  in  for  midnight  then,  I  {hall  never  find  the  way 
out  again :  my  debts,  my  debts  : 
I'm  like  to  die  i'th'  hole  now. 

i   Suit,  We  have  him  fail,  old  fignior,  and  his  ccn- 
forts, 
Now  you  may  lay  action  ^n  aclion  on  him. 

2   Suit.  That  may  I?  fir,  i'faith. 

i   Suit.  And  I'll  not  fpare  him,  fir. 

2  Suit.  Know  you  me,  officers? 

Officer.  Your  bounteous  worfhip,  fir. 

Ric.  I  know' the  raical  fo  well,  I  dare  not  look  upon 
him. 

2  Suit.  Upon  my  woi  that  gentleman. 

Tra.  Which  gentleman? 

2  Suit.  Not  you  fir,  y'rft  tito  hafty ; 

Ne, 
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No,  nor  you  neither,  fir :  pray  flay  your  time. 

Ric.  There's  all  but  I  now,  and  I  dare  not  think  he 
means  me. 

2  Suit.  Deliver  me  Ricarda. 

Ric.  O  fure  he  lies, 
Or  elfe  I  do  not  hear  well. 

Officer.  Signior  Ricardo. 

Ric.  Well,  what's   the  mattter? 

Officer.  You  may  go,   who  let's  you? 

Officer.  It  is  his  worfhip's  pleafure,  fir,  to  bail  you 

Ric.  Bail  me? 

2  Suit.  I  will,  I  fir,  look  in  my  face  man, 
Thou'ft   a  good  caufe,  thou'lt   pay   me   when  thou'rt 
able? 

Ric.  Ay,  every  penny,  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

2  Suit.  No  matter  if  thou  do'ft  not,  then,  I'll  make 
thee, 
And  that's  as  good  at  all  times. 

1  Suit.  But  I  pray  fir, 

You  go  againft  the  Hair  there. 

2  &fe   Againft  the  widow  you  mean,  fire 
Why  'tis  my  purpofe  truly,  and  againft  you  too  : 
I  faw  your  politick  combination, 

I  was  thruft  out  between  you :  here  ftands  one 
Shall  do  as  much  for  you,  and  he  ftands  riehteft, 
His  caufe  is  ftrong  and  fair,  nor  mall  he  want 
Money,  or  means,  or  friends,  but  he  fhall  have  her  : 
I've  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

1  Suit.  Hang  theej  I  have  a  purfe  as  good  as  thine. 
Ric.  I  think  they're  much  alike,  they're  rich  knaves 

both. 
'Heart,  an'  I  take  you  railing  at  my  patron,  fir, 
I'll  cramp  your  joints. 

2  Suit.  Let  him  alone,  fweet  honey  ; 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  love,  though. 

Ric.  This  is  wonderful. 
Frai  Oh  Ricardo, 
'Tis  feven,  ftruck  in  my  pocket:  I  lofe  time  now. 
Ric  What  fay'ft,  Francifco  ? 
Fra.  I  ha'  mighty  bufmefs, 

B   3  That 
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That  I  ne'er  thought  on:  get   me  bail'd,  I'm  fpoil'd 
eljfe.  • 

Ric.  Why  you  know,  'tis  fuch  a  ftrange  miraculous 
curtefy, 
I  dare  not  be  too  forward,  to  afk  more  of  him, 
For  fear  he  repent  this,  and  turn  me  in  again. 

Fra.  Do  fomewhat,  and  you  love  me.  ^ 

Ric.  I'll  make  tryal,  i'faithj, 
May't  pleafe  you,  fir:  —  'life,  if  I  mould  fpoil  all  now? 

2  Suit.  What  fay'ft,  Ricardo  ? 

Ric.  Only  a  thing  by'th'  way,  fir  ; 
Ufe  your  own  pleafure. 

2  Suit.  That  I  like  well  from  thee. 

Ric  'Twere  good,    and  thofe  two  gentlemen  were 
bail'd  too, 
They're  both  my  witnefies. 

2  Suit.  They're  well,  they're  well: 
And  they  were  bail'd,  we  know  not  where  to  find  'em? 
Let  'em  go  to  prifon,  they'll  be  forth-coming  the  better; 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  hnmour. 

Ric,  I   knew  there  was  no  more  good   to  be  done 
upon  him, 
'Tis  well  I've  this,,  heav'n  knows  I  never  look'd  for't, 

Fra.  What  plaguy  luck  had  I  to  be  enfnar'd  thus  ?  , 

Officer.  O,    patience. 

Enter  Brandino  a7id  Marti  no. 

Fra.  Pox  on  your  comfortable  ignorance. 

Bran.  Martino,  we  ride  flow. 

Alar.  But  we  ride  fure,  fir  ; 
Your  hafty  riders  often  come  fhort  home,  Mailer, 

Bran. ,  'Blefs  this  fair    company. 

Fra.  Here  he's  again  too, 
I  am  both  afham'd  and  crofs'd. 

Bran.  See'it  thou  who's  yonder,  Martino  ? 

Mar.  We  ride  flow,  I'll  be  fworn  now,  Mailer. 

Bran.  How  now,  Francifco,  art  thou  got  before 

Fra.  Yes,  thank  my  fortune,  I  am,  got  before  you. 

Bran.  What  now?  in  holdi 

Your 
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Ric.  Ay,  o'  my  troths  poor  gentleman, 
Your  worfhip,  fir,  may  do  a  good  deed  to  bail  him. 

Bran*  Why  do  not  you  do't  then  ? 

Mar.  La  you  fir  now,  my  Mafter  has  that  honedy. 
He's  loth  to  take  a  good  deed  from  you,  fir. 

Ric.  I'll  tell  you  why  I  cannot,  elfe  I  would,  fir. 

Fra.  Luck  I  befeech  thee, 
If  he  mould  be  wrought  to  bail  me  now,  to  go  to 
His  wife,  'twere  happinefs  beyond  expremon. 

Bran.  A  matter  but  of  controverfy. 

Ric  That's  all,  trait,  me,  fir. 

Bran.  Francifco  mall  ne'er  lie  for't;  he's  my  friend,.:. 
And  I  will  bail  him. 

Mar.  He's  your  fecret  friend,  Mafter  ;  . 
Think  opon  that. 

Bran.  Give  him  his  liberty,  officers, 
Upon  my  peril,  he  .(hall  be  forth  -coming.  . 

Fra.  How  I  am  bound  to  you  ? 

1  Suit.  Know  you  whom  you  crofs,  fir? 
"Tis  at  your  filler's  fuit,-  be  well  advis'd,  fir. 

Bran.  How,    at    my  filter's  fait?   take    him  again 
then. 

Fra.  Why,  fir,  do  you  refufe  me,? 

Bran.  I'll  not  hear  thee. 

Ric.  This  is  unkindly  done,  fir. 

1  Suit.  'Tis  wifely  done,  fir. 

2  Suit.  Well  mot,  foul  malice. 

1   Suit.  Flattery  {links  worfe,  fir. 

Ric.  You'll  never  leave  till  I  make  you  ftihk  as  bad, 
fir. 

Fran.  Oh  Martino,  have  I  this  for  my  late  kindnefs  ? 

Mar.  Alas  poor  gentleman,  do'ft  complain  to  me  ? 
Thou  flialt  not  fare  the  worfe  for't  :  Hark  you,  mailer, 
Your  filler's  fuit,  faid  you  ? 

Bran.  Ay,  fir,  my  wife's  filler. 

Mar.  And  mall  that  daunt  you,  mafter  ?  think  again. 
Why  wer't  your  mother's  fuit  ;  your  mother's  fuit, 
Mark  what  I  fay,  the  dearefl  fuit  of  all  fuits, 
You're  bound  in  conference,  fir,  to  bail  this  gentleman. 

B  4  Bran9 
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Bran.  Yea,  am  I  fo,  how  proveft  thou  that,  Mar- 
tino  ? 

Mar.  Have  you  forgot  fo  foon,  what  he  did  lately  ? 
Has  he  not  try'd  your  wife  to  your  hand,  mailer  ? 
To  cut  the  throat  of  ilander  and  fufpicion, 
And  can  you  do  too  much  for  fuch  a  man  ? 
Shall  it  be  faid,  I  ferve  an  ungrateful  mailer  ? 

Bran.  Never,  Martin o  ;  I  will  bail  him  now, 
An'  'twere  at  my  wife's  fuit. 

Fra.  'Tis  like  to  be  fo. 

Mar.  And  I  his  friend,  to  follow  your  example,  matter. 

Fra.   Precious  Martino. 

1  Suit.  Y'ave  done  wondrous  well,  fir. 
Your  Sifter  fhall  give  you  thanks. 

Ric.  This  makes  him  mad,  fir. 

2  Suit,   We'll  follow' t  now  toth'  proof. 

1  Suit.    Follow  your  humour  out, 
The  Widow  fhall  find  Friends. 

2  Suit,  And  fo  fhall  he,  fir, 
Money  and  means. 

Ric,  Hear  you  me  that,  old  huddle. 

2  Suit,  Mind  him  not,   follow  me,  and   I'll  fupply 
thee  ; 
Thou  fhalt  give  all  thy  lawyers  double  fees : 
I've  buryed  money  enough  to  bury  me, 
And  I  will  have  my  humour.  [Exit, 

Bra.  Fare  thee    well  once  again,  my  dearFrancifco  j 
I  prithee  ufe  my  houfe. 

Fran,  It  is  my  purpofe,  fir. 

Bran.  Nay,  you  mull  do't  then  ;    tho'  I'm  old  I'm 
free.  [Exit. 

Mar.  And,  when  you  want  a  warrant,  come  to  me. 

[Exit. 

Fra.  That  will  be  fhortly  now,  within  thefe  few  hours. 
This  fell  out  ftrangely  happy,     Now  to  horfe, 
I  fhall  be  nighted  ;  but  an  hour  or  two 
Never  breaks  fquare  in  love  ;  he  comes  in  time 
That  comes  at  all ;  abfence  is  all  love's  crime.      [Exit* 

Finis  Adas  Sccundi. 

Actus. 
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Adlus  III.     ScaenaL 

Enter  Occidto,  Silvio,  and  two  or  three  other  thieves. 

Ocad.f^  Ome,  come,  let's  watch  th'  event  on  yonder 

Kj         hill  ; 
If  he  need  help,  we  can  relieve  him  fuddenly. 

Sil.  Ay,  and  with  fafety  too,  the  hill  being  watch'd,. 

fir, 
Oce.  Have  you  the  blue-coats  and  the  beards  ? 
Sil.  They're  here,  fir. 

Occ  Come,  come  away  then,  a  fine  cock  moot  even- 
ing, [Exit, 

Enter  Latrocinio  the  chief  thief  ,  and  Anfaldo. 
La.  fings.    Kuck  before,   and  kuck  behind,  &c. 
Anf  Troth  you're    the   merrieft,    and  delightfullefl: 
company,  fir, 
That  ever  traveller  was  blert  withal ; 
I  praife  my  fortune  that  I  overtook  you,  fir.. 
La.  Pifh,  I've  hundred  of  'em. 
Anf.  And  believe  me,  fir, 
I'm  infinitely  taken  with  fuch  things. 

La.  I  fee  there's  mufic  in  you,  you  kept  time  me- 
thought 
Pretty  and  handfomely  with  your  little  hand  there. 
Anf  It  only  fhews  defire,  but  troth  no  skill,  fir. 
La.  Well,  while  our  horfes  walk  down  yonder  hill, 
I'll  have  another  for  you. 
Anf  It  rids  way  pleafantly.  s 

La.  Let  me  fee  now  :  One  confounds  another,  fir,. 
You've  heard  this  certainly,   Come  my  dainty  doxes— 

Anf  Oh,  that's  all  the  country  over,  fir, 
There's  fcarce  a  gentlewoman,    but  has  that  prickM. 
La.  Well,  here  comes  one.  I'm  fure  you  never  heard/ 
then.. 

Song, 
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Song. 
1  keep  my  horfie,  I  keep  my  whore, 
I  take  no  Rents,  yet  am  not  poor  ; 
I  traverfie  all  the  land  about, 
And  yet  was  born  to  newer  afoot  : 
With  partridge  plump,  with  woodcock  fine, 
I  do  at  midnight  often  dine  ; 
And  if  my  whore  be  not  in  cafe, 
My  hofiefs*  daughter  has  her  place  ; 
The  maids  fit  up,  and  watch  their  turns  7 
If  I  fay  long  the  tapfier  mourns  ; 
The  cookmaid  has  no  mind  to  fin, 
Thoy  tempted  by  the  chamberlain  ; 
But  when  I  knock,   oh  how  they  buftle, 
The  Hofiler  yawns,  the  geldings  jufitle. 
If  '  maid  but  fieep,  oh  how  they  curfie  her : 
And  all  this  comes  of,  Deliver  your  purfe,  fir. 

Anfi   How,  fir? 

La.  Few  words :    Quickly  come,  deliver  your  purfe, 

•fir. 
A?:f  You're  not  that  kind  of  gentleman,  I  hope,  fir, 
To  mag  me  out  of  my  money  ? 

La.  'Tis  mofl  fit 
Art  mould  be  rewarded:  You  mult  pay  your  murk,  fir, 
Where'er  you  come. 

Anfi  But  not  at  your  own  carving. 

La.  Nor  am  I  common  in  it :    Come,  come,  your 

purfe,  fir. 
'Anfi  Say  it  mould  prove  the  undoing  of  a  gentle- 
man ? 
La.  Why,  fir,  do  you  look  for  more  confcience  in 
ufurers  ?  young  gentleman,    you've  fmall   reafon    for 
that,  i'faith. 

Anfi.  There  'tis,  and  all  I  have ;    and  fo  truth  com- 
fort me, 
AH  I  know  where  to  have. 
La.  Sir,  that's  not  written 
ylvlicf  yet;  fearch,  'tis  a  fine  evening, 

Year 
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Your  horfe  can  take  no  harm:    I  muflhave  more,  fir, 

Anf  May  my  hopes  perifh,  if  you  have  not  all,  fir, 
And  more  I  know  than  your  companionate  charity 
Would  keep  from  me,  if  you  but  felt  my  wants. 

La.  Search,  and  that  fpeedily  :  if  I  take  you  in  hand, 
You'll  find  me  rough;  methinks  men  mould  be  rul'd, 
When  they're  fo  kindly  fpoke  to  ;  fye  upon't. 

Anf  Good  fortune  and  my  wit  aftift  me  then  ; 
A  thing  I  took  in  haile,  and  never  thought  on*t  : 
Look,  fir,  I've  fearch'd,  here's  all  that  I  can  find, 
And  you're  fo  covetous,   you  will  have  all  you  fay, 
Arid  I'm  content  you  mail,    being  kindly  fpoke  to. 

La.  A  pox  o'  that  young  devil  of  a  handful  long; 
That  has  fraid  many  a  tall  thief  from  a  rich  purehafc. 

Anf  This,  and  my  money,  fir,  keeps  company ; 
Where  one  goes,  the  other  mail  ;  affure  your  foul 
They  vow'd  never  to  part. 

La.  Hold,  I  befeech  you,  fir. 

Anf  You  rob  a  prifoner's  box,  if  you  rob  me,  ftf. 

La.  There  'tis  again. 

Anf.  I  knew  'twould  never  profper  with  you  j 
Pie,  rob  a  younger  brother,  oh,  take  heed,  fir; 
*Tis  againil  nature  that,  perhaps  your  father 
Was  one,  fir,  or  your  uncle,  it  mould  feem  {o 
By  the  fmall  means  was  left  you,  and  lefs  manners. 
Go,  keep  you  flill  before  me,  and  do  you  hear  me9 
To  pafs  away  the  time  to  the  next  town, 
I  charge  you,  fir,  fing  all  your  fongs  for  nothing— ~~ 

La.  Oh  horrible  punifhment. A  Song. 

Enter  St  ratio. 

Si'ra.  Honefl  gentleman. 

Anf.  How  now,  what  art  thou  ?  ' 

Stra.  Stand  you  in  need  of  help  ? 
I  made  all  hafle  I  could,    my  mailer  charg'd  me  ; 
A  knight  of  worfhip  ;  he  faw  you  firil  affaulted 
From  top  of  yonder  hill. 

Anf  Thanks,  honefl  friend. 

La.  I  taflethis  trick  already.——  [Exit* 

Stra.  Look,  he's  gone,  fir  j 
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Shall  he  be  ftopp'd  ?  What  is  he  ? 

Anf.  Let  him  go,  fir  ; 
He  can  rejoice  in  nothing,  that's  the  comfort. 

Stra.  You  have  your  purfe  ftill  then  ? 

Anf.  Ay,  thanks  fair  fortune, 
And  this  grim  handful. 

Stra.  We  were  all  fo  'fraid  of  you  : 
How  my  good  lady  cry'd,  O  help  the  gentleman  ; 
*Tis  a  good  woman  that :    But  you're  too  mild,  iir, 
You  mould  ha'  mark'd  him  for  a  villain,  'faith 
Before  h'ad  gone,  having  fo  found  a  means  too. 

Anf.  Why,  there's  the  j eft,  man ;    he  had  once  my 
purfe. 

Stra.  Oh  villain,  would  you  let  him  'fcape  unmafTa- 
cred  ? 

Anf.  Nay,  hear  me,  fir,  I  made  him  yield  it  ftraight 
again, 
And  fo  hope  blefs  me,  with  an  uncharg'd  piftoL 

Stra.  'Troth  I  mould  laugh  at  that. 

Anf.  It  was  difcharg'd,  fir, 
Before  I  meddled  with  it.. 

Stra.  I'm  glad  to  hear  it. 

Anf.  Why  how  now,  what's  your  will  r 

Stra.  Ho,    Latrocinio,   Occulto,  Silvio. 

Enter  Latrocinio,  and  the  refl,  Occu/to,   Si!<vio.^ 
Fiducio. 

La.  What  are  you  caught,  fir  ? 

Stra.  The  piftol  cannot  fpeak.. 

La.  He  was  too  young, 
I  ever  thought  he  could  not ;  yet  I  fear'd  him. 

Anf.  You've  found  out  ways  too  mercilefs  to  betray 
Under  the  veil  of  friendship,   and  of  charity. 

La.  Away,  firs,  bear  him  in  to  the  next  cops,  and, 
ftrjp  him. 

Stra.  Brandino's  cops,  the  juftice  ? 

La.  Beit  of  all.  fir,  a  man  of  law ; 
A  fpidcr  lies  unfufpected.  in  the  corner  of  a  buckram- 
tag,  man. 

AnL 
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Jnf.  What  feek  you,  firs  ?    Take  all  and  ufe  no  cru- 
elty, 
La.  You  ihall  have  fongs  enough. 

Song. 
How  round  the  world  goes,  and  every  thing  that's  In  it,. 
The  tides  of  gold  and fiver  ebb  and  fovj  in  a  mijiute  : 
From  the  ufurer  to  his  Jons,   there  a  current  fwiftly  rufis  ; 
From  the  fons  to  que a7ts  hi  chief,  from  the  gallant    to  the 

thief-, 
From  the  thief  unto  his  h  of,  from  the  hof  to  husband?nen ; 
From  the  country  to  the  court,  and  fo  it  comes  to  us  again. 
How  round  the  world  goes,  and  every  thing  that's  in  it, 
The  tides  of  gold  and  fiver  ebb  and  flow  in  a  minute. 

\Exeunt* 

Enter  Phillippa  and  Violet t a  above  at  the  window*, 

Phil.  What  time  of  night  is't  ? 

Viol.  Time  of  night,  do  you  call't  ?" 
It's  fo  late,  'tis  almofl  early,  miflrefs. 

Phil.  Fie  on  him,  there's  no  looking  for  him  then  f 
Why  fare  this  gentleman  apprehends  me  not. 

Viol.  'Tis  happy  then  you're  rid  of  fuch  a  fool,  mif- 
trefs. 

Phil.  Nay,  fure,  wench,  if  he  find  me  not  in  this, 
Which  were  a  beaten  path  to  any  wife  man,, 
Til  never  trull  him  with  my  reputation;. 
Therefore  I  made  this  trial  of  his  wit, 
If  he  cannot  conceive  what's  good  for  himfelf, 
He  will  worfe  underiland  what's  good  for  me. 

Viol.  But  fuppofe,  miflrefs,  as  it  may  be  likely, 
He  never  faw  your  letter  ? 

Phil.  How  thou  plyefl  me 
With  fuppofiti'ons  r  Why  I  tell  thee,  wench, 
'Tis  equally  as  impoflible  for  my  husband 
To  keep  it  from  him,  as  to  be  young  again  ; 
Or  as  his  firfl  wife  knew  him,  which  he  brags  ort 
For  bearing  children  by  him. 

Viol.  There's  no  remedy  then  \ 
I  mult  conclude  Francifco  is  an  afs. 

Phil. 
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Phi!.  I  would  my  letter,  wench,  were  here  again,  , 
I'd  know  him  wifer  e'er  I  fent  him  one  ; 
And  travel  fome  five  year  firft. 

Viol.  So  he  had  need,  methinks, 
Tounderftandthe  words ;  methinks  the  words 
Themfelves  mould  make  him  do't,  had  he  but  the  per- 

feve  ranee 
Of  a  cock-fparrow,  that  will  come  at  philip, 
And  cannot  write,  nor  read,  poor  fool ;  this  coxcomb 
He  can  do  both,  and  your  name's  but  Phillippa, 
And  yet  to  fee,  if  he  can  come  when's  call'd. 

Phil.  He  never  fnall  be  call'd  again  forme,  fitha'. 
Well,  as  hard  as  the  world  goes,  we'll  have  a  fong, 
wench, 
We'll  not  fit  up  for  nothing1. 

Viol.  That's  poor  comfort  tho\ 

Phil.  Better  than  any's  brought,  for  ought  I  fee  yet  ? 
So  fetto  your  lute. 

Song. 
X   If  in  this  queftion  I  propound  to  thee3 

Be  any,  any  choice, 

Let  me  have  thy  voice, 
2   You  fh all  moft  free, 

1  Which  hadft  thou  rather  be 

If  thou  might  choofe  thy  life9  . 
A  fool's,  a  fools  miftrefs, 

Or  an  old  mail's  <wife  ? 

2  The  choice  is  hard,   I  knoiv  not  nvhich  is  befi, 

One  ill  you're  bound  to,  a?id  I  think  that's  leaf, 

i    But  being  not  bound,  my  dear  eft  fweet> 
I  could  fhake  off  the  other. 

2  Then  as  you  lofe  your  fport  by  one9 
You  lofe y cur  name  by  t'other. 

\   You  counfel  nx  ell,  but  love  rcfufes 
What  gwd counfel  often  chafes. 


<i%e  w  i  do  w;         ~$9 

Enter  Anfaldo  'in  his  flirt. 
Aitf.  Ilia'  got  myfelf  unbound  yet :  mercilefs  vill. 
I  never  felt  fuch  hardnefs  fince  life  dwelt  in  me  ; 
'Tis  for  my  fins  :  That  light  in  yonder  window, 
That  was  my  only  comfort  in  the  woods. 
Which  oft'  the  trembling  of  a  leaf  would  lofe  me, 
Has  brought  me  thus  far,  yet  I  cannot  hope 
For  fuccour  in  this  plight,  the  world's  fo  pftileis, . 
And  every  one  will  fear  or  doubt  me  now  : 
To  knock  will  be  too  bold ;  I'll  to  the  gate, 
And  Men  if  I  can  hear  any  ftirring. 

Enter  Fra?zczfco. 
Fra.  Was  ever  man  fo  crofs'd  ?  No,  'tis  but  fweat, 

fure, 
Or  the  dew  dropping  from  the  leaves  above  me, 
I  thought  't  had  bled  again  :    Thefe  wenching  bufinef- 

fes 
Are  ftrange  unlucky  things,  and  fatal  fooleries  ; 
No  mar'l  fo  many  gallants  die  e'er  thirty  ; 
'Tis  able  to  vex  out  a  man's  heart  in  five  year, 
The  croflfes  that  belong  to't  :     Firft  arretted* 
That  fet  me  back  two  mangey  hours  at  lead ; 
Yet  that's  a  thing  my  heat  could  have  forgotten, 
Becaufe  arrefting,  in  what  kind  foever, 
Is  a  mofl  gentleman-like  affliction : 
But  here,  within  a  mile  o'th'  town  forfooth, 
And  two  mile  off  this  place,  when  a  man's  oath 
Might  ha'   been  taken  for  his  own  fecurity, 
And  his  thoughts  brifk,  and  fet  upon  the  bufinefs, 
To  light  upon  a  roguy  flight  of  thieve?, 
Pox  on  'em,    here's  the  length  of  one  of  their  whiftles> 
But  one  of  my  dear  rafcals,    I  purfued  fo, 
The  gaol  has  him,    and  he  fhall  bring  out's  fellows: 
Had  ever  young  man's  love  fuch  crooked  fortune? 
I'm  glad  I'm  fo  near  yet;    the  furgeon  bad  me  to 
Have  a  great  care ;    I  fhall  never  think  of  that  now. 
Anf.  One  of  the  thieves  come  back  again?  I'll  ftand 

clofe; 

He 
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He  dares  not  wrong  me  now,  fo  near  the  houfe, 
And  call  in  vain  'tis,  till  I  fee  him  ofFer't. 

Fra.   'Life,  what  mould  that  be?  a  prodigious  thing 
Stands  juil  as  I  mould  enter,  in  that  fhape  too, 
Which  always  appears  terrible. 
Whate'er  it  be,  it  is  made  ilrong  againfl  me 
By  my  ill  purpofe.     For  'tis  man's  own  fins 
That  put  on  armour  upon  all  his  evils, 
And  gives  them  itrength  to  ftrike  him :  were  it  lefs 
Than  what  it  isr  my  guilt  would  make  it  ferve  ; 
A  wicked  man's  own  fhadow  has  diftracled  him: 
Were  this  a  bufmefs  now  to  fave  an  honour, 
As  'tis  to  fpoil  one,  I  would  pafs  this  then 
Stuck  all  hell's  horrors  i'thee :  now  I  dare  not. 
Why  may't  not  be  the  fpirit  of  my  father 
That  lov'd  this  man  fo  well,  whom  I  make  hafte 
Now  to  abufe  ?  and  I  have  been  crofs'd  about  it 
Moil  fearfully  hitherto,  if  I  think  well  on't; 
Scap'd  death  but  lately  too,  nay  moil  miraculoufly ; 
And  what  does  fond  man  venture  all  thefe  ills  for, 
That  may  fo  fweetly  reil  in  honeil  peace  ?: 
For  that  which  being  obtain'd,  is  as  he  was 
To  his  ownfenfe,  but  remov'dnearer  ilill. 
To  death  eternal:  what  delight  has  man 
Now  at  this  prefent,  for  his  pleafant  fin 
Of  yefterday's  committing  ?  alas,  'tis  vaniih'd,. 
And  nothing  but  the  fling  remains  within  him. 
The  kind  man  bail'd  me  too;  I  will  not  do't  now 
And  'twere  but  only  that:  how  bleil  were  man, 
Might  he  but  have  his  end  appear  ilill  to  him, 
That  he  might  read  his  actions  i'th'  event? 
rT would  make  him  write  true,  though  he  never  meant.. 
Whofe  check  foe'er  thou  art,  fathers,  or  friends, 
Or  enemies,  I  thank  thee,  peace  requite  thee; 
Light,  and  the  lighter  miilrefs  both  farewell. 
He  keeps  his  promife  beil  that  breaks  with  hell.  [Exit. 

Anf.  Lie's  gone  to  call  the  reft,  and  makes  all  fpeed, 
I'll  knock  whate'er  befalls,  to  pleafe  my  fears, 
For  no  compaffion^an  be  lefs  than  theirs. 
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Phil.  He's  come,  he's  come  -,  Oh,   are  you  come  at 
lair,  fir? 
Make  little  noife,  away,  he'll  knock  again  elfe. 

Anf.  I  mould  have  been  at  Iftria  by  day -break  too, 
Near  to  Valerias's  houfe,  the  wealthy  widow's, 
There  waits  one  purpofely  to  do  me  good. 
What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Enter  Viohtta. 
Viol.  Oh,  you're  a  fweet  gallant,  this  your  hour? 
Give  me  your  hand;  come,  come  fir,  follow  me, 
I'll    bring  you   to  light   prefently :   foftly,   fofdy,  fir. 

[Exeunt* 


Enter  Philipp 
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Phil.  I  fiiould  ha'  given  him  up  to  all  my  thoughts 
The  dulleft  young  man,  if  he  had  not  found  it ; 
So  ihort  of  apprehenfion,  and  (o  worthlefs, 
He  were  not  fit  for  woman's  fellowship : 
I've  been  at  cod  too  for  a  banquet  for  him; 
Why  'twould  ha'  kill'd  my  heart,  and  moil  efpecially 
To  think  that  man  mould  ha'  no  more  conceit ; 
I  mould  ha'  thought  the  worfe  oil's  wit  for  ever. 
And  blanVd  mine  own  for  too  much  for^ardaefi. 

Enter  Vioktta. 

Viol.  Oh  miftrefs,  miftrefs. 

Phil.  How  now,  what's  the  news? 

Viol.  Oh,  I  was  out  of  my  wits  for  a  minute  and  a 
half. 

Phil.  Hah? 

Viol.  They  are  fcarce  fettled  yet,,  miftrefs  * 

Phil.  What's  the  matter? 

Viol.  Do.  you.  afk  me  that  queftion  ferioufly  }■ 
Did  you  not  hear  me  fqueak? 

Phil.  How?  fure  thou'rt  out  of  thy  wits  indeed, 

Viol.  Oh,  I'm  well  now, 
To  what   I  was  miftrefs. 

Phil.  Why  where's  the  gentleman  ? 

Viol.  The  gentleman's  forth-coming,  and   a  lovely 
one^ 

But 
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But  not  Francifco. 

Phil.  Whatfay'ft,  not  Francifco? 

S  Plh  hfS  f1c?;fcomb>  tMnk  not  on  him,  miftrefs! 
.P&/.  What's  all  this? 

F/*Z.  I  Ve  often  heard  you  fay,   you'd  rather  have 
A  wile  man  m  his  ftiirt,  than  a  fool  feather'd; 
And  now  fortune  has  fent  you  one,  a  fweet  young  gen- 
tleman,  '•      ^ & 

Rob'd  even  to  nothing,  but  what  firft  he  brought  with 

him :  ° 

The  flayes  had  ftript  him  to  the  very  fhirt,  miftrefs, 
I  think  it  was  a  fhirt,  I  know  not  well, 
For  gallants  wear  both  now-a-days. 

EkiL  This  is  flrange. 

Viol   But  for  a  face,  a  hand,  and  as  muchfcin 
As  1  durft  look  upon,  he's  a  mod  fweet  one; 
trancifco  is  a. child  of  Egypt  to  him: 
I  could  pot  but  in  pity  to  the  poor  gentleman, 

D7  /         0Wn  one  of  my  old  rafter's  fuits. 
PhtL  'Twas  charitably  done, 

rial   You'd  fay,  miftrefs,  ifyouhadfeen  him  as  I 
did. 

Sweet  youth,  I'll  be  fworn,  miftrefs,  he's  the  lovelieft 
proper  ft  young  gentleman,  and  fo  you'll  fay  yourfelf, 
If  my  mafter's  cloaths  do  not  fpoil  him,  that's  all  the 

fear  now, 
I  would 't  had  been  your  luck  to  have  feen  him 
Without  'em,  but  for  fearing  of  you. 

PhlL  9£  ,prithee  fetch  him   in   whom  thou  com- 
mend'ftfo.  {Exit  Viol 

Since  fortune  fends  him,  furely  we'll   make  much  of 
him; 

And  better  he  deferves  our  love,  and  welcome, 
I  han  the  refpeftlefs  fellow  'twas  prepar'd  for; 

Yet  if  he  pleafe  mine  eye  never  fo  happily, 

I  will  have  trial  of  his  wit,  and  faith, 

Before  I  make  him  partner  with  my  honour, 
.rwasjuftFrancifco'scafe,  and  he  deceiv'd  me* 

IH  take  more  heed  o'th'  next  for't;  perhaps  now 

To  furniih  his  diilrefs,  he  will  appear 

Full. 
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Full  of  fair  promifmg  courtfhip;  but  I'll  prove  him  then 
For  a  next  meeting,  when  he  needs  me  not, 
And  fee  what  he  performs  then  when  the  florin 
Of  his  fo  rude  misfortune  is  .blown  over, 
And  he  himfelf  again :  A  diflreil  man's  flatteries 
Are  like  vows  made  in  drink,  or  bonds  in  prifon, 
There's  poor  afTurance  in  'em :  when  he's  from  me, . 
And  in's  own  pow'r,  then  I  ihall  fee  his  love. 

Enter  Anfaldo  and  Violetta. 
^Mafs,  here  he  comes. 

Anf.  Never  was  ftar-crofs'd  gentleman 
More  happy  in  a  courteous  virgin's  love, 
Than  I  in  your's. 

VioL  I'm  forry  they're  no  better  for  you, 
I  wifh'd  them  handfomer,  and  more  in  fafhion, 
Bat  truly,  fir,  our  houfe  affords  it  not : 
There  is  a  fait  of  our  clerk's  hangs  i'th'  garret^ 
But  that's  far  worfe  than  this,  if  I  may  judge 
With  modefty  of  men's  matters. 

Anf,  I  deferve  not 
This,  dear,  kind  gentlewoman  ;  is  yond'  your  miftrefs  ? 

FhiU  Why  trull  me,  here's  my  hufband  young  again3 
It  is  no  fin  to  welcome  you,    fweet  gentleman. 

Anf.  I  am  fo  much  indebted,  courteous  lady, 
To  the  unmatch'd  charity  of  your  houfe, 
My  thanks  are  fuch  poor  things  they  would  but  fhame 
me. 

Phil.  Befnrew  thy  heart  for  bringing  o'  him :  I  fear 
me 
J  have  found  wit  enough  already  in  him. 
If  I  could  truly  but  refolve  myfelf 
My  hufband  was  thus  handfome  at  nineteen, 
'Troth    I    mould,  think  the  better  of  him  at  fourfcore 
now. 

Viol.  Nay  miflrefs,  what  would  he  be,  were  he  in 
faihion? 
A  hempen  curfe  on  thofe  that  put  him  out  on't, 
Thajt   now   appears .  fo   handfome,  and   fo  comely  in 

el  oaths 

Able 
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Able  to  make  a  man  an  unbeliever, 
And. good  for  nothing  but  for  ihift,  or  fo 
If  a  man  chance  to  fall  i'th'  ditch  with  better  ? 
This  is  the  bed,  that  ever  I  mark'd  in  'em, 
A  man  may  make  him  ready  in  fuch  cloaths 
Without  a  candle. 

Phil.  Ay,  for  mame  of  himfelf  wench. 
Viol.  My  mafter  does  it  oft  in  winter  mornings, 
And  never  lees  himfelf  till  he  be  ready. 

Phil.  No,  nor  then  neither,  as  he  ill ould  do  wench. 
I  am  forry,  gentle  fir,  we  cannot  mew  you 
A  courtefy,  in  all  points  anfwerable 
To  your  undoubted  worth:  your  name  I  crave,  fir. 
Anf  Aniaklo,  lady. 
Phil.  'Tk  a  noble  name,  fir. 
Anf.  The  moil  unfortunate  now. 
Viol.  So  do  I  think  truly 
As  long  as  that  fuit's  on. 

Phil.   The  moil  unfitting, 
And  unprovided' ft,  fir,  of  all  your  courtefies, 
I  do  prefume  is  that  you've  pail  already ; 
Your  pardon  but  for  that,  and  we're  encouraged. 
Anf.  My  faithful  fervice,  lady. 
Phil.  Pleafe  you,    fir, 
To  tafte  the  next  a  poor  flight  banquet,    for  fure  I 

think  you  were 
Unluckily  prevented  of  your  fapper,  fir. 

Anf.  My  fortune  makes  me  more  than  amends,  lady, 
In  your  fweet  kindnefs,  which  fo  nobly  fhewn    me, 
It  makes  me  bold  to  fpeak  my  occafions  to  you  : 
I  am  this  morning,  that"  with  clearnefs  now 
So  chearfdly  haftens  me,  to  meet  a  friend 
Upon  my  Hates  eilabliihing,  and  the  place 
Ten  miles  from  hence :  Oh,  I'm  forc'd  unwillingly 
To  crave  your  leave  for't,  which  done  I  return 
In  fervice  plentiful. 

Phil.  Is't  fo  important  ? 

Anf.  If  I  mould  fail,  i  as  much  as  my  undoing. 
Phil.  I,  think  too  well  of  you.,  to  undo  you*  fir, 
Upon  this  fmall  acquaintance 

Anf. 
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Anf.  My  great  happinefs. 

Phil,  But  when  fhould  I  be   fare  of  you  here  again, 
fir? 

Anf  As  fail  as  fpeed  can  poffibly  return  me. 

Phil.  You. will  not  fail? 

Anf.  May  never  wifti  go  well  with  me  then. 

Phil.  There's  to  bear  charges,  fir. 

Anf.  Courtefy  dwells  in  you. 
I  brought  my  horfe  up  with  me  from  the  woods, 
That's  all  the  good  they  left  me,  'gainft  their  wills  too  ; 
May  your  kind  bread  never  want  comfort,  lady, 
But  ftill  fupply'd,  as  liberally  as  you  give.  - 

Phil.  Farewel,  fir,  and  be  faithful. 

A?if.  Time  (hall  prove  me.  [Exit  Anf 

Phil.  In  my  opinion  now,  this  young ,  man's  likelier! 
To  keep  his  word,  he's  modeft,  wife,  and  courteous; 
He  has  the  language  of  an  honed  foul  in  him : 
A  woman's  reputation  may  lie  fafe  there, 
I'm  much  deceiv'd  e\(e  ;  h'as  a  faithful  eye 
If  it:  be  well  obferv'd. 

Viol.  Good  fpeed  be  with  thee,  fir. 
He  puts  him  to't  i'faith. 

PbiL  Violetta. 

Viol  Miftrefs. 

Phil.  Alas,  what  have  we  done,  wench1? 

Viol.  What's  the  matter,  miilrefs  ? 

Phil.  Run,  run,    call  him  again  ;  he  muft  itay,  tell 
him. 
Though  it  be  upcn's  undoing,  we're  undone  elfe, 
Your  mailer's  cloaths,  they're  known  the  country  over. 

Viol.  Now  by  this  light  that's  true,  and  well  remem- 
bred, 
But  there's  no  calling;  of  him,  he's  out  of  fight  now. 

Phil.   Oh  what  will  people  think  ? 

Vicl.  What  can  they  think,  miilrefs? 
The  gentleman  has  the  worft  on't  :  were  I  he  now 
I'd  make  this  ten  mile,  forty  m;le  about  - 
Before  I'd  ride  through  any  market  town  with  'em. 

Phil.  Will  he  be  careful,  think'il? 

Viol.  My  life  for  your's  miilrefs. 

PbiL 
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PhiL  I  fhall  long  mightily  to  fee  him  again. 
Viol.  And  fo  ihall  1,   I  mall  never  laugh  till  then. 

[Exeunt. 
Finns  Aftus  Tertii. 


Actus  IV.     Scaenal. 

Enter  Ricardo    and  2  Suiter  at  one  door,  and  Valeria, 
and  i  Suiter  at  another  door. 

Ric.  I  T  goes  well  hitherto,  my  fvveet  protector. 

-  J     2  Suit.    Ay,    and  ihall  (till    to  th'  end,    my 
honey  : 
Wherefore  have  I  enough,  but  to  have't  go  well,    fir? 

i   Suit.  My  whole  'ftate  on't,  thou  overthrow^  him, 
widow. 

VaL  I  hope  well  flill,  fir. 

i   Suit.  Hope?  be  certain,  wench  : 
I  make  no  queition  now,  but  thou  art  mine, 
As  fureas  if  I  had  thee  in  thy  night-geer. 

Val.  By'rlady,  that  I  doubt,  fir. 

i   Suit.  Oh  'tis  clear,  wench, 
By  one  thing  that  I  mark'd. 

Val.  What's  that,  good  fvveet  fir  ? 

1  Suit.  A  thing  that  never  fail'd  me. 
Val.   Good  fir,   what? 

i   Suit.  I  heard  our  counfellor  fpeak  a  word  of  com  - 
fort 
Invita  <voluntate,  ha,  that's  he,  wench, 
The  word  of  words,  the  precious  chief  i'faith. 
Val.  Intuitu  <ucluntate9  what's  the  meaning,  fir? 
i   Suit.  Nay  there  I  leave  you,  but  allure  you  thus 
much, 
I  never  heard  him  fpeak  that  word  i'  my  life, 
But  the  caufe  went  on's  fide,  that  I  mark'd  ever. 

2  Suit.  Do,  do,  and  fpare  not:  thou  would'fl  talk 
with  her. 

Ric  Yes,  with  your  leave,   and  liking. 

2  Suit. 
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2  Suit.  Do,  my  adoption. 
My  chofen  child,  and  thou  hold'ft  fo  obedient 
Sure  thou  wilt  live,  and  cozen  all  my  kindred. 

Ric  A  child's  part  in  your  love,  that's  my  ambition 
fir. 

2  Suit.  Go,  and  deferve  it   then:    pleafe  me  well 
now; 
I  love  a  wrangling  life,  boy ;  there's  my  delight, 
I  have  no  other  venery  but  vexation, 
That's  all  my  honey  now :  fmartly  now  to  her, 
I've  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Ric.  This  need  not  ha'  been,  widow. 

Val.  You  fay  right,  fir. 
■■'No,  not  your  treachery,  your  clofe  confpiracy, 
Againft  me  for  my  wealth,    need  not  ha'  been  neither. 

Ric.  I  had  you  fairly,  I  fcorn  treachery 
To  your  woman  that  I  never  meant  to  marry, 
Much  more  to  you  whom  I  referv'd  for  wife. 

Val.  How,  wife  ? 

Ric.  Ay,  wife,  wife,  widow,  be  not  afham'd  on't5 
It's  the  bell  calling  ever  woman  came  to, 
And  all  your  grace,  indeed,  brag  as  you  lift. 

2  Suit.    Ha,  ha. 

Val.  I  grant  you,  fir,  but  not  to  be  your  wife. 

I   Suit.  Oh,  oh. 

Ric.  Not  mine  ?    I  think  'tis  the  belt  bargain 
That  e'er  thou  mad'ft  i'thy  life,  or  ever  mall  again, 
When  my  head's  laid  :    But   that's   not  yet  this  three- 

fcore  year, 
Let's  talk  of  nearer  matters. 

Val.  You're  as  near,  fir 
As  e'er  you're  like  to  be,  if  law  can  right  me. 

Ric.  Now  before  confeienee,   you're  a  wilful  houfe- 
wife. 

Val.  How  ? 

Ric.  Ay,  and  I  fear  you  fpend  my  goods  Iavifhly. 

Val.  Your  goods  ? 

Ric.  I  (hall  mifs  much,  I  doubt  me, 
When  I  come  to  look  over  the  inventory. 

Val.  I'll  give  you  my  word. you  mall,  fir. 

Sic. 
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Ric  Look  to't,    widow, 
A  night  may  come  will  call  you  to  account  fort* 

VaL  Oh  if  you    had  me  now,  fir,  in  this  heat, 
I  do  but  think  how  you'll  be  reveng'd  on  me. 

Ric.  Ay,  may  I  perifti  elfe  ;  if  I  would  not  get 
Three  children  at  a  birth,  an'  I  could  of  thee. 

i   Suit,  Take  off  your  ycunglter  there. 

2  Suit.   Take  off  your  widow  firfu, 
He  (hall  have  the  laft  word,  I  pay  for't  dearly  ; 
To  her  again  fweet  boy,  that  fide's  the  weaker. 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Enter  Brandino. 

VaL  Oh  brother  f    See    I'm    up    to  th'  ears  in  law 
here* ; 
Look,  copy  upon  copy. 

Bra.  'Twere  grief  enough,    if  a  man  did  but   hear 
on't, 
But  I'm  in  pain  to  fee't. 

VaL  What,  fore  eyes  frill,  brother  ? 

Bra,  Wcrie  and  worfe,  filler  ;  the  old  woman's  wa- 
ter does  me  no  good. 

VaL  Why,    it  has  help'd  many,  fir. 

Bra.  It  helps  not  me,  I'm  fure. 

Mar,   Oh,    oh. 

VaL  What  ails  Martino  too  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  oh,  the  tooth  ach,  thetooth-ach! 

Bra-.  Ah  poor  worm,  this  he  endures  for  me  now. 
There  beats  not  a  more  mutual  pulfe  of  paffion, 
In  a  kind  husband  when  his  wife  breeds  child, 
Than  in  Martino  ;  I  have  mark'd  it  ever; 
He  breeds  all  my  pains  in's  teeth  (till ;  and  to  quit  me, 
It  is  his  eye-tooth  too. 

Mar.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay 

VaL   Where  did  J  hear  late  of  a  skilful  fellow, 
G^od  for  all  kind  of  mai     ies  ?  True,  true,  fir  ; 
His  fag  hangs  out  in  tow:   here  i'lh'  crofs  inn, 
\  Y      b1e  cures  >f  a     conditions, 

It   ;    ws  him  a  great  travelling    .  arned  emperick, 

Bra.  We'll  bcih  to  him,   Martino. 

VaL 
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Val.  Hark  you,  brother, 
Perhaps  you  may  prevail,  as  one  indifferent* 

i   Suit.  Ay,  about  that,  fweet  widow. 

Val.  True  ;  fpeak  low,  fir. 

Bra.  Well,  what's  the  bufinefs,  fay,  fay, 

Val.  Marry  this,  brother. 
Call  the  young  man  afide  from  the  old  wolf  there. 
And  whifper  in  his  ear  a  thoufand  dollars 
If  he  will  vanifh  and  let  fall  the  fuit, 
And  never  put's  to  no  more  colt  and  trouble. 

i  Suit.  Say  me  thofe  words,  good  fir,  I'll  make  'eis? 
worth 
A  chain  of  gold  to  you  at  your  filler's  wedding* 

Enter  Violetta. 
Bra.  I  mall  do  much  for  that. 
Val.  Welcome,  fweetheart, 
Thou  com'ii  moft  happily,  I'm  bold  to  fend  for  thee 
To  make  a  purpofe  good. 

VioL  I  take  delight,  forfooth, 
In  any  fuch  employment. 

i   Suit.  Good  wench,  truffc  me. 
Ric  How,  fir,  let  fall  the  fuit  ?    'Life,  I'll  go  na- 
ked firft. 
Bra.  A  thoufand  dollars,  fir,  think  upon  them. 
Ric.  Why,  they're  but   a   thoufand  dollars,    when 
they're  thought  on. 

Bra.  A  good  round  fum. 
Ric.  A  good  round  widow's  better, 
There's  meat  and  money  too.     I  have  been  bought  ' 
Out  of  my  lands,  and  yielded,  but,  fir,  fcorn 
To  be  bougiit  out  of  my  affection. 

Bra.  Why3  here's  even  juft  my  univeriity  fpirit ; 
I  priz'da  piece  of  red  deer  above  gold  then. 

Ric.  My  patron  would  be  mad,  and  he  mould  hear 

on't. 
Mar.  I  pray  what's  good,  fir,  for  a  wicked  tooth  ? 
Ric.  Hang'd,  drawn,  and  quartering  ;    is't  a  hollow 

one  ? 
Mar.  Ay,  'tis  a  hollo w  one. 

Vol.  VI.  C  Ric, 
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Ric.  Then  take  the  powder 
Of  a  burnt  warrant,  mix'd  with  oil  of  felon. 

Mar,  Why  fure  you  mock  me. 

Ric.    'Troth  I  think  I  do,  fir. 

2  Suit.  Come  hither,  honey  ;    what's  the  news  in 
whifpers  ? 

Bra.  He  will  not  be  bought  out. 

Val.  No  ?  That's  flrange,  brother. 
Pray  take  a  little  pains  about  this  project  then, 
And  try  what  that  effe&s. 

Bra.  I  like  this  better  ; 
Look  you,  fweet  gentles,  fee  what  I  produce  here 
For  amity's  fake,  and  peace,  to  end  all  controverfy  ; 
This  gentlewoman,  my  charge,  left  by  her  friends, 
Whom  for  her  perfon  and  her  portion 
I  could  bellow  moil  richly,  but  in  pity 
To  her  affection,  which  lies  bent  at  you,  fir, 
I  am  content  to  yield  to  her  defire. 

Ric.  At  me  ? 

Bra.  But  for  this  jar,  't  had  ne'er  been  offered. 
I  bring  you  flefh  and  money,  a  rich  heir, 
And  a  maid  too,  and  that's  a  thing  worth  thanks,  fir  : 
Nay,  one  that  has  rid  fifteen  miles  this  morning 
For  your  love  only. 

2  Suit.  Honey,  hearken  after  her  ; 
Being  rich,  I  can  have  all  my  money  there  : 
Eafe  my  purfe  well,  and  never  wage  law  further ; 
I  have  enough,  yet  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Ric.  Do  you  love  me,  forfooth  ? 

Viol.  Oh,  infinitely. 

Ric.  I  do  not  ask  thee,  that  I  meant  to  have  thee  ; 
But  only  to  know  what  came  in  thy  head  to  love  me. 

Viol.  My  time  was  come,  fir;  that's  all  I  can  fay. 

Ric.  Alas,  poor  foul,  where  didfl  thou  love  me,  pri- 
thee ? 

Viol.  In  happy  hour  be't  fpoke,  out  at  a  window,  fir. 

Ric.  A  window  ;    Prithee  clap  it  too,  and  call  it  in 
again : 
What  was  I  doing  then,  ihould  make  thee  love  me  ? 

Viol.  Twirling  your  band  firing,  which,  methought, 

became 


The  WIDOW.  5i 

became  you  fo  generoufly  well. 

Ric.  'Twas  a  good  quality  tochoofe  a  husband  for  t 
That  love  was  likely  to  be  ty'd  in  matrimony,  that  be- 
gan in  a  band-ftring  :  yet  I  ha'  known  as  much  come 
to  pafs  'ere  now  upon  a  taffel.  Fare  you  well,  filler  ; 
I  may  be  cozen'd  in  a  maid,  I  cannot  in  a  widow. 

z  Suit.  Art  thou    come  home  again  j    ftick'ft  thou 
there  ftill  ? 
I  will  defend  thee  ftill  then. 

i    Suit,  Sir,  your  malice 
Will  have  enough  on't. 

2  Suit.  I  will  have  my  humour. 

i   Suit.  Beggary  will  prove  the  fpunge. 

2  Suit.  Spunge  i'thy  gafcoyns, 
Thy  gaily -gafcoyns  there. 

Ric  Ha  !  brave  protector. 

Bra.  I  thought  'twould  come  to  open  wars  again, 
Let  'em  agree  as  they  will ;    two  telly  fops, 
I'll  have  a  care  of  mine  eyes. 

Mar,  I,  of  my  chops.  \Exetmi. 

Scasna  II. 

inter  Latrocinio  and  Occulto,    (a  banner  of  cures  and  dif~ 
eafes  hung  out.) 

La.  Away,  out  with  the  banner,  fend's  good  luck  to 
day. 

Occ.  I  warrant  you  ;  your  name's  fpread,  fir,  for  an 

empiric ; 
There's  an  old  mafon  troubled  with  the  Hone 
Has  fent  to  you  this  morning  for  your  counfel, 
He  would  have  eafe  fain. 

La.  Mary,  I  cannot  blame  him,  fir. 
But  how  he  will  come  by't,   there  lies  the  queftion. 

Occ.  You  mud  do  fomewhat,  fir,   for  he's   fwol*a 
moll  piteoufly ; 
ITas  urine  in  him  now  was  brew'd  lafl  March, 

La.  'Twill  be  rich  geer  for  dyers. 

Occ.  I  would  'twere  come  to  that,  fir. 

C  2  La, 
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La.    Let  me  fee,    I'll  fend  him   a  whole  musket- 
charge  of  gunpowder. 

Occ.  Gunpowder  !  What,  fir,  -  to  break  the  ftone  } 

La.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  fir, 
It  is  the  likelieft  thing  I  know  to  do  it ; 
I'm  fure  it  breaks  ftone- walls  and  cailles  down, 
I  fee  np  reafon,  jbut't  lliould  break  the  ftone. 

Occ.  Nay,  ufe  your  pleafure,  fir. 

La.  Troth  if  that  do  not, 
I  ha'  nothing  elfe  that  will. 

Occ.  I  know  that  too. 

La.  Why  then  thou'rt  a  coxcomb  to  make  queftion 
on't. 
Go  call  in  all  the  reft,  I  have  employment  for  them. 
When  the  highways  grow  thin  with  travellers, 
And  few  portmanteaus  ftirring,  as  all  trades 
Have  their  dead  time  we  fee,  thievery  poor  takings, 
And  letchery  cold  doings,  and  fo  forwards  ftill  ; 
Then  do  I  take  my  inn,  and  thofe  curmugeons, 
W.hofe  purfes  I  can  never  get  abroad, 
I  take  'em  at  mere  eafe  here  i'my  chamber, 
And  make  'em  come  to  me  ;  it's  more  ftate-like  too : 
Hang  him  that  has  but  one  way  to  his  trade, 
He's  like  the  mouth  that  eats  but  on  one  fide, 
And  half  cozens  his  belly,  specially  if  he  dine    among 

(havers, 
And  both-handed  feeders :  Stratio,  Silvio,  and  Fiducio, 

Enter  all  the  refi9  $ifaio9  Si  ratio,   Fiducio^ 
I  will  have  none  left  out,  there's  parts  for  you. 
Sil.    For  us  ?     Fray  let  us  have  'em. 
La.  Change  yourfelves 
WTith  all  fpeed  poiLble  into  fevcral  (h apes, 
Far  from  your  own  ;  as  you  a  farmer,  fir  ; 
A  grazier  you  ;  and  you  may  be  a  miller. 

Fid.  Oh  no,  a  miller  comes  too  near  a    thief  ; 
That  may  fpoii  all  again. 

La.   Some  country  taylor  then. 
Fid.  That's  near  enough,  by'rlady,  yet  I'll  venture 
that  * 
>  ■  The 
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T^he  miller's  a  white  devil,  he  wears  his  theft 
Like  innocence  in  badges  moft  apparently 
Upon  his  nofe,  fometimes  between  his  lips  ; 
The  iaylormodeftly  between  his  legs. 

La.  Why,  pray,  do  you  'prefent  that  modeft  thief, 
then  ; 
And,  hark  you,  for  the  purpofe. 

Si/.  'Twill  improve  you,  fir. 

La.  'Twill  get  believers  ;  believe  that,  my  mafters ; 
Repute  and  confidence,  and  make  all  things  clearer ; 
When  you  fee  any  come,  repair  you  to  me, 
As  famplesof  my  skill  ;  there  are  few  arts 
But  have  then*  fhadows,  firs,   to  fet  'em  off; 
Then  where  the  art  itfelf  is  but  a  fhadow, 
What  need  is  there,  my  friends  ?  Makehafte,  away,firs. 

Enter  Occulta. 

Occ.  Where  are  you,  fir? 

La.  Not  far,  man  :  What's  the  news  ? 

Occ.  The  old  juitice,  fir,  whom  we  robb'd  once  by 
.  -oo'n  light, 
And -bound  his  hian  and  he  in  haycock  time 
With  a  rope  made  of  horfe  meat,  and  in  pity 
Left  their  mares  by  'em,    which  I  think,   e'er  midnight, 
Did  eat  their  hay -bound  mafters  both  at  liberty-— 

La.  'Life,  what  of  him,  man  ? 

Occ.  He's  enquiring  earneftly 
For  the  great  man  of  art  ;  indeed  for  you,  fir : 
Therefore  withdraw,  fweet  fir ;    make  yourfelf  c'ainty 

now, 
And  that's  three  parts  of  any  profeflioiu 

La-;  - 1  have  enough  Qji't.  [Exit, 

Enter  Anfaldo. 
Occ.  How  now,  what  thing's  this  ? 
Now,  by  this  light,  the  fecond  part  o'th'  jufticc 
Newly  reviv'd,  with  ne'er. a  hair  on's  face: 
It  ihouldhe  the  ftrft  rather  by  his  fmoothnefs, 
But  I  ha'  known  the  firft  part  written  lafl  : 
Tis  he,  or  let  me  perifh,  the  young  gentleman* 

C  %  '  We 
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We  robb'd  and  ftript ;    but  I  am  far  from  knowledge 
now. 

Anf.  One  word,  I  pray,  fir, 

Occ.  With  me,  gentle  fir  ? 

Anf  Was  there  not  lately  feen  about  thefe  parts,  fir, 
A  knot  of  fellows,  whofe  conditions 
Art  privily  fufpecled  ? 

Occ.  Why  do  you  ask,  fir  ? 

Anf  There  was  a  poor  young  gentleman  robb'd  laft 
night. 

Occ.  RobbM  ? 

Anf  Stript  of  all,  i'faith. 

Occ.  Oh  beaftly  rafcals. 
Alas,  what  was  he  ? 

Anf.  Look  o'me,  and  know  him,  fir. 

Occ.  Hard-hearted  villains,  ftrip  ?    'Troth  when  I 
faw  you, 
Methought  thofe  cloaths  were  never  made  for  you,  fir. 

Anf.  Want  made  me  glad  of  'em. 

Occ.  'Send  you  better  fortune,  fir  ; 
That  we  may  have  about  with  you  once  again,    \afide. 

Anf.  I  thank  you  for  your  wifh  of  love,  kind  fir. 

Occ.  'Tis  with  my  heart,  i'faith  ;    now  ftore  of  coift 
And  better  cloaths  be  with  you. 

Anf  There's  fome  honeft  yet 
And  charitably  minded :  How,  what's  here  to  do  ? 

Here  within  this  place  is  cwrd  [Reads + 

All  the  griefs  that  were  e^r  endured. 

Nay  there  thou  lyeft,  I  endur'd  one  laft  night 

Thou  can'ft  not  cure  this  morning  ;  a  ftrange  promifer. 

Palfey,  gouty  hydropick  humour , 
^Breath  that  finks  beyond  perfumer, 
Fifula  in  ano,  ulcer,  megrim, 
Or  what  difeafefo  e^er  beleaguer  ''em, 
Stone,  Rupture,  Squinancy,   Impoflhume, 
Yet  too  dear  it  fh all  not  cojt  Vzff. 
That's  confconably  faid,  i'faith. 

In 
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In  brief  you  cannot ,   I  affure  you9 
Be  un found  fo  faft ,   as  I  can  cure  you. 
By'rlady,  you  fhall  pardon  me,   I'll  not  try't,  fir. 

Enter  Brandino  and  Martino. 
Bran.  Martino,  is  not  yond'  my  hinder  parts  ? 
Mar.  Yes,  and  your  fore  parts  too,  fir. 
Bra.  I  tro,  fo, 
I  never  faw  my  hind  parts  in  my  life  elfe> 
No,  nor  my  fore -ones  neither  :  What  are  you,  fir  ? 
Are  you  a  juftice,  pray  ? 

Anf  A  juftice  ?   No,  truly. 
.   Bra.  How  came  this  fuitto  you,  then  ? 

Anf  How  this  fuit  ? 
Why  mull  he  needs  be  a  juftice,  fir,  that  wears  it  ? 

Bra.  You'll  find  it  foj  'twas  made  for  no  body  elfe. 
-I  paid  for't. 

Anf  Oh  ftrange  fortune,  I  have  undone 
The  charitable  woman. 

Bra.  He'll  be  gone. 
Martino,  hold  him  faft,  I'll  call  for  aid 

Anf.  Hold  me  ?  Oh  curfe  of  fate  ! 

Mar.  Oh,  mafter,  mafter. 

Bra.  What  ails  Martino  ? 

Mar.  In  my  confcience 
H'as  beat  out  the  wrong  tooth,  I  feel  it  now. 
Three  degrees  off. 

Bra.  Oh  Have,  fpoil'd  a  fine  penman. 

Anf.  He  lack'd  good  manners  tho' ;  lay  hands  o'me > 
J  fcorn  ail  the  deferts,  that  belong  to't. 

Enter  Latrocinio. 
La.  Why,  how  now?  What's  the  broil  ? 
Bra.  The  man  of  art, 
I  take  you,  fir,   to  be. 

La.  I'm  the  profeftbr 
Of  thofe  flight  cures  you  read  of  in  the  banner. 

Bra.  Oar  bufinefs  was  to  you,  molt  skilful  fir  $ 
But  in  the  way  to  you,  right  worfhipful, 

D  +■  l 
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I  met  a  thief. 

La.  A  thief  ? 

Bra.  With  my  cloaths  on,  fir  ; 
Let  but  the  coat  be  fearch'd,  I'll  pawn  my  life 
There's  yet  the  tailor's  bill  in  one  o'th'  pockets; 
And  a  white  thimble  that  I  found  i'th'  moon-light, 
Thou  faw'il  me  when  I  put  it  in,  Martino. 

Mar.  Ay,  Ay. 

Bra.  Oh,  he  has  fpoil'dthe  worthieft  clerk  that  e'er 
drew  warrant  Here. 

ha.  Sir,  you're  a  :1  ranger,  but  I  mull  deal  plain  with  you  , 
That  fuit  of  cloaths  mull  needs  come  odly  to  you. 

Anf.  I  dare  not  fay  which  way,  that's  my  affliction. 

La.  Is  not  your  worfhip's  name  figniorBrandino^rf 

Bra.  It  has  been  fo,  thefe  threefcore  years  and  up- 
wards. 

La.  I  heard  there  was  a  robbery  done  laft  night, 
Near  to  your  houfe. 

Anf.  You  heard  a  truth  then,  fir, 
And  I  the  man  was  robb'd. 

La.  Ah,  that's  too  grofs. 
Send  him  away  for  fear  of  farther  mifchief* 
I  do  not  like  him,  he's  a  cunning  knave. 

Bra.  I  want  but  aid. 

Enter  tivo  or  three  fervants. 

La.  Within  there. 

Bra.  Seize  upon  that  impudent  thief. 

Anf.  Then  hear  me  fpeak. 

Bra.  Away; 
I'll  neither   hear  thee   fpeak,  nor  wear  thofe  cloaths 

again  : 
To  prifon  with  the  varlet. 

Anf  How  am  I  punifh'd  ? 

Bra.  I'll  make  thee  bring  out  all,  before  I  leave 
thee.  [Exit  <witb  Anfaldo. 

La.  You've  took  an  excellent  courfe  with  this  bold 
villain,  fir. 

Bra.  I  am  fworn  for  fervice  to  the  commonwealth,  fir, 

What  are  thefe,  learned  fir  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Strath,   Sihio,  and  Fiducio. 

La,  Oh,  they're  my  patients. 
Good  morrow,  gout,  rupture,  and  palfy. 

Stra.  'Tis  farewel  gout  almoft,   I  thank  your  wor- 
ship. 

La.  What  now,  you  cannot  part  fo  foon*  I  hope  ? 
You  came  but  lately  to  me.. 

Stra.  But  moil  happily, 
I  can  go  near  to  leap,  fir. 

La.  What !  you  cannot  ? 
Away  I  fay,  take  heed,  be  not  too  venturous  though, 
I've  had  you  but  three  days,  remember  that. 

Stra.  Thofe  three  are  better  than  three  hundred,  fir. 

La.  Yet  again; 

Stra.  Eafe  takes  pleafure  to  be  known,  fir. 

La,   You  with  the  rupture  there  hernia  in  for o  turn ^ 
Pray  let  me  fee  your  pace  this  morning,  walk,  fir, 
I'll  take  your  diftance  ftrait;  'twas  F.  O.  yefterday;: 
Ah  firrah,  here's  a  fimple  alteration,. 
Secundo  gradu,  you   F.  U.  already, 
Here's  a  molt  happy  change;  be  of  good  comfort,  fu> 
Your  knees  are  come  within  three  inches  now 
Of  one  another  ;  by  to-morrow  noon, 
I'll  make  'em  kifs,  and  joftle. 

Si  I.  'Blefs  your  worfhip. 

Bra.  You've  a  hundred  prayers  in  a  morning,  fir. 

La.  'Faith,  we  have  a  few    to    pafs  away  the  day 
with: 
Taylor,  you  had  a  flitch. 

Fid.  Oh  good  your  wrorfhip, 
I  have  had  none  fince  Eafter :  were  I  rid 
But  of  this  whorfon  palfy,  I  were  happy  f; 
I  cannot  thread  my  needle. 

La.  No,   that's  hard, 
I  never  mark'd  fo  much. 

Fid.  It  comes  by  fits,  fir. 

La.  Alas  poor  man  :  what  would  you-r  worfhip  fay 
now 
To  fee  me  help  this  fellow  at  an  inftant?. 

Bra, 


$8  <fte  WIDOW. 

Bra.  And  make  him  firm  from  fliaking  ? 
La.  As  a  fteeple, 
From  the  difeafe  on't. 

Bra.  'Ti$  to  me  miraculous. 

La.  You,   with  your  whoremafter  difeafe,  come  hi- 
ther; 
Here,  take  me  this  round  glafs,  and  hold  it  ftedfaft, 
Yet  more,  fir,  ye*,  I  fay;  fo. 
Bra.  Admirable. 

La.  Go,  live,  and  thread  thy  needle. 
Bra.  Here,  Martino : 
'Las  poor  fool,  his  mouth  is  full  of  praifes* 
And  cannot  utter  'em. 

La.  No,  what's  the  malady? 
Bra.  The  fury  of  a  tooth. 
La.  A  tooth?  ha,  ha, 
I  th ought' t  had  been  fome  gangrene,  fiflula, 
Canker,  or  ramex. 

Bra.  No,  it's  enough  as  'tis,  fir. 
La.  My  man  fhall  eafe  that  flreight,  fit  you  down 
there,  fir, 
Take  the  tooth  firrah,  daintily,  infenfibly  : 
But  what's  your  worfhip's  malady,  that's  for  me,  fir? 
Bra.  Marry,    pray   look    you  fir:    your   worfhip's 
ccunfel 
About  mine  eyes. 

La.  Sore  eyes?  that's  nothing  too,  fir. 
Bra.  ByMady,  I  that  feel  it  think  it  fome  what. 
La.  Have  you  no  convulfions  ?  pricking  aches,  fir* 
ruptures,  or  apoftemates  ? 

Bra.  No,  by  my  faith,  fir, 
Nor  do  I  defire  to  have  'em.. 

La.  Thofe  are  cures,. 
There  do  I  win  my  fame,  fir  :  quickly,  firrah, 
Reach  me  the  eye-cup  hither:  do  you  make  water  well* 
fir  ? 

Bra.  I'm  all  well  there. 

La.  Y#u  feel  no  grief  i'th'  kidney. 

Bra.  Sound,  found,  found,  fir. 

La.  Oh,  here's  a  breath,  fir,  I  mull  talk  withal, 

One 
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One  of  thefe  mornings. 

Bra.  There  I  think,  i'faith, 
I  am  to  blame  indeed,  and  my  wife's  words 
Are  come  to  pafs,  fir. 

Mar.  Oh,  oh,  'tis  not  that,t  'tis  not  that. 
It  is  the  next  beyond  it ;  there,  there,  there. 

Occ.  The  beft  have  their  miftakings:  now   I'll  fit 
you,  fir. 

Bra.  What's  that,  fweet  fir,  that  comforts  with  his 
coolnefs  ? 

La.  Oh  fovereign  geer ;  wink  hard,  and  keep  it  in^ 
fir. 

Mar.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

Occ.  Nay,  here  he  goes ;  one  twitch  more,  and  he 
comes,  fir. 

Mar.   Auh,  ho. 

Occ.  Spit  out,   I  told  you  he  was  gone,  fir. 
Bra.  How    chears  Martino? 
Mar.  Oh,  I  can  anfwer  you  now,   mafter, 
I  feel  great  eafe,   fir. 
Bra.   So  do  I,  Martino. 

Mar.  I'm  rid  of  a  fore  burden,  for  my  part,  maftert 
Of  a  fcal'd  little  one. 

La.  Pleafe  but  your  worfhip  now, 
To  take  three  drops  of  the  rich  water  with  you,, 
I'll  undertake  your  man  fhall  cure  you,  fir, 
At  twice  i'your  own  chamber. 
Bra.  Shall  he  fo,  fir  ? 
La.  I  will  uphold  him  in't. 
Mar.  Then  will  I  do't,  fir. 
La.  How  lively  your  man's  now?     . 
Mar.  Oh,  I'm  fo  light  methinks, 
Over   I  was. 

Bra.  What  is  it  contents  your  worfhip  ? 
La.  Ev'n  what  your  worfhip  pleafe,  I  am  not  mer- 
cenary. 
Bra.  My  purfe  is  gone,  Martino. 
La.  How,  your  purfe,  fir? 

Bra.    'Tis   gone   i'faith :    I've  been  among  fome 
rafcals, 

C  6  Mar\ 
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Mar.  And  that's  a  thing 
I  ever  gave  you  warning  of,  mailer,  you  care  not 
What  company  you  run  into. 

Bra.  Lend   me  fome   money  :    chide  me  anon,    I 
prithee. 
A  pox    on  'em  for  vipers,   thsy  ha'  fuck'd  blood  of 
o'me. 

Mar.  Oh,  mailer  ! 

Bra.  How  now,  man  ? 

Mar.  My  purfe  is  gone  too. 

Bra .  How  r  I'll,  never  take  warning  more  of  thee 
'while  I  live  then ;  thou  art  an  hypocrite,  and  art  not 
fit  to  give  good  counfel  to  thy  mailer,  that  can'il  not 
keep  from  ill  company  thy  felf. 

L  ..   This  is  moililra  ngc,  fir:  both  your  purfes  gone  !. 

Mar.   Sir,  I'd  my  hand  on  mine,  when  I  came  in. 

La.  Are  you  but  fure  of  that?  ah,  would  you  were. 

Mar.   As  I'm  of  eafe. 

La.  Then,  they're  both  gone  one  way,  be  that  your, 
comfort. 

Bra.  Ay,  but  what  way  ?   that,    fir  ? 

La.  That  clofe    knave  in  your  cloaths  has  got  'em 
both, 
'Tis  well   you've  clapt  him  fail. 

Bra.  Why  that's  impofllble. 

La.  Oh  tell  me,   fir :  I  ha'  known  purfes  gone,. 
And  the  thief  iland,  and  look   one  full  i'th'  face, 
As  I  may  do  your  worihip,  and  your  man  now. 

Mar.  Nay,  that's  moil  certain,  mailer. 

Bra.  I  will  make 
That  rafcal  in  my  cloaths  anfwer  all  this  then,. 
And  all  the  robberies  that  have  been  done 
"Since  the  moon  chang'd  ;  get  you  home  firft,  Martino,r 
And  know  if  any  of  my  wife's  tilings  are  milling, 
Or  any    more  of  mine:  tell  her  he's  taken, 
And  by  that  token  he  has  took  both  our  purfes. 

Mar.  That's  an  ill  token,   mailer. 

Bra.  That's   all  one,  fir, 
She  muil  have  that  or  nothing  ;  for  I'm  fure 
The  rafcal  has  left  nothing  eife  for  a  token. 

Begone, 
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Begone,  make  hafte  again ;    and  meet  me  part  o'th' 
way. 

Mar.  I'll  hang  the  villainy 
And't  were  for  nothing  but   the  fowfe  he  gave  me; 

[Exit* 

Bra.  Sir,  I  depart  afham'd  of  my   requital,. 
And  leave  this  feal- ring  with  you  as  a  pledge 
Of  further  thankfulnefs. 

La.  No,,  I  befeech  you,  fir.. 

Bra.  Indeed  you  fhall,  fir. 

La.  Oh,,  your  wormip's  word,  fir. 

Bra.  You  fhall  have  my  word  too,  for  a  rare  gen- 
tleman 
A$  e'er  I  met  withal.  [Exit*. 

La.  Clear  fight  be  with  you,  fir  y 
If  conduit-water,  and  my  hoftefs  milk, 
That  comes  with  the  ninth  child  now,  may  afford  it.. 
'Life,  I  fear'd  none  but  thee,  my  villainous  toothdrawer,. 

Occ.    There   was.  no  fear  of  me;  I've  oftei^  told 
you 
I  was  bound  'prentice  to  a  barber  once, 
But  ran  away  i'ch'  fecond  year.. 

La.  Ay,   marry, 
rl  hat  made  thee  give  a  pull  at  the  wrong   tooth. 
And  me  afraid  of  thee :  what  have  v/e  there,  firs?" 

Occ.  Some  t.hreefcore  dollars  'ith'  mailer's  purie, 
And  fixteen  in  the  clerk's,  a  filver  feal, 
Two  or  three  amber  beads,  and  four  blank  warrants. 

La.  Warrants !  where  be  they  ?  the  bed  news  came- 

7et' 
'Mais,  here's,  his   hand,,  and  here's  his  feal,  I  thank 

him, 
This  comes  moil  luckily :  one  of  our  fellows 
Was  took  lafl  night,  we'll  fet  him.firil  at  liberty, 
And  other  good  boys  after  him :  and  if  he 
In  th'  oldjuftice's  fuit,  whom  he  robb'd  lately, 
Will  come  off  roundly,  we'll  fet  him  free  too. 

Occ.  That  were  a  good  deed,  'faith,,  we  may  in  pity.. 
La.  There's  nothing  done  meerly  for  pity  nowa- 
days, 

Money 
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Money  or  ware  muft  help  too. 

Song,  in  parts  by  the  Thieves. 
Give  me  fortune,  give  me  healthy 
Give  me  freedom,  P 11  get  wealth. 
Who  complains  his  fate"* s  amifs, 
When  he  has  the  wide  world  his  ? 
He  that  has  the  devil  in  fee , 
Can  have  but  all,  and  fo  have  we. 
Give  us  fortune,  give  us  health, 
Give  us  freedom,  we'*  11  get  wealth. 
In  every  hamlet,  town  and  city, 
He  has  lands  that  was  born  witty. 

[Exeunt 
Finis  Adus  Quarti. 


Adtus  V.    Scsena  L 

Enter  Philip-pa   and  Violetta. 

Phil.  IJO  W  well  this  gentleman  keeps   his  promife 

il     too? 
Sure  there's  no  truft  in  man. 

Viol.  There's  all  Francifco'sy 
That's  my  opinion,  miftrefs  :  Fools,  or  falfe  ones- 
He  might  have  had  the  honefty  yet,  i'faith, 
To  fend  my  mailer's  cloaths  home. 

Phil.  Ay,  thofe  cloaths. 

Viol.  Colliers  come  by  the  door  every  day,  miftrefs ; 
Nay,  this  is  market  day  too,  Poulterers,   butchers, 
They  would  have  lain  molt  daintily  in  a  panyer, 
And  kept  veal  from  the  wind. 

Phil.  Thofe  cloaths  much  trouble  me. 

Viol.  'Faith,  and  he  were  a  gentleman  as  he  feem'd 
to  be. 
They  would  trouble  him  too,  I  think; 
JVJethinks  he  mould  have  fmall  defire  to  keep  'em. 

Phil.  'Faith,   and  lefs  pride  to  wear  'em,  I  mould 

fc.       tliiak  wench, 

Unlefs 
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Unlefs  he  kept  'em  as  a  teftimony 

For  after-times,  to  fhew  what  mifery 

He  paft  in  his  young  days,  and  then  weep  over  *eiu* 

Enter  Martino. 

Viol.  Weep,  miftrefs  ?  nay  fure  methinks,  he  mould 
not  weep  for  laughing. 

Phil.  Martino  ?  Oh,  we're  fpoil'd,  wench  ;  are  they 
come  then? 

Mar.  Miftrefs,  be  of  good  cheer,  I  have  excellent 
news  for  you  ;  comfort  your  heart,  what  have  you  to> 
breakfaft,  miftrefs ;  you  fhall  have  all  again,  I  warrant 
you. 

Phil.  What  fays  he,  wench  ? 

Viol.  I'm  loth  to  underftand  him. 

Mar.  Give  me    a   note  of  all  your  things,   fweet 
miftrefs, 
You  (hall  not  lofe  a  hair,  take't  of  my  word,, 
We  have  him  fafe  enough. 

Phil.  Alas,  fweet  wench, 
This  man  talks  fearfully. 

Viol.  And  I  know  not  what  yet  ^ 
That's  the  worft,  miftrefs. 

Mar.  Can  you  tell  me,  pray, 
Whether  the  rafcal  has  broke  ope  my  defk  or  no,. 
There's  a  fine  little  barrel  -of  pome- citrons 
Would   have  ferv'd  me  this  feven  year,  oh,,  and  my 

flg-cheefe, 
The  fig  of  everlafting  obloquy 
Go  with  him,  if  he  have  eat  it,  I'll"  make  hafte 
He  cannot  eat  it  all  yet.      He  was  taken,  miftrefs,. 
G  roily,  and  beaftly  ;  how  do  you  think,  i' faith  ?. 

Phil.  I  know  not,  fir. 

Mar.  Troth,  in  my  mafter's  cloaths : 
Would  any  thief  but  a  beaft  been  taken  iol 

Phil.  "Wench,  wench. 

Viol.  I  have  grief  enough  of  mine  own  to  tend, 
miftrefs. 

Phil.  Did  hq  confefs  the  robbery  ? 

Mar,  O  no,  no,,  miftrefs ; 

He's 
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He's  a  young  cunning  rafcal,  he  confefs'd  nothing ; 

While  we  were  examining  on  him,  he  took  away 

My  mailer's  purfe  and  mine>  but  confefs'd  nothing  ftill. 

Phil.  That's  but  fome  flanderous  injury  rais'd  againil 
him. 
Came  not  your  Mailer  with  you  ? 

Mar.  No,  fweet  miilrefs. 
I  muil  make  haile  and  meet  him,  pray  difpatch  me  then. 

Phil.  I  have  look'd  over  all  with  fpeciai  heedfulnefs ; 
There's  nothing  rnifs'd,  I  can  aifure  you,  fir, 
But  that  fuit  of  your  mailer's. 

Mar..  I'm  right  glad  on't, 
That    fuit    would   hang  him,    yet  I  would  not  have 
hanged  him    in   that  fuit   though  ;    it     will   difgrace 
my  mailer's  faihion  for.  ever,,  and  make  it  as  hateful  as 
yellow  bands..  [Exit. 

,  Phil.  O  what  mall's  do,  wench  I 

Viol.  'Tis  no  marvel,  miilrefs, 
The  poor  young  Gentleman  could  not  keep  his  promife. 

Phil.  Alas,  fweet  man,  he's  confefs'd  nothing   yet,., 
wench. 

Viol.  That  ihews  his  conilancy,  and  love  to  you,  mi- 
ilrefs: 
But  you  muil  do't  of  force,  there  is  no  help  for't, 
The  truth  can  neither  ihame  nor  hurt  you  much; 
Let  'em  make  what  they  can  on't,  'twere  fin  and  pity,, 

i'faith, 
To  cail  away  fo  fweet  a  gentleman, 
For  fuch  a  pair  of  infidel  hofe  and  doublet,. 

Enter  Anfaldo.* 
I  would  not  hang  a  Jew  for  a  whole  wardrobe  on  'em. 

Phil.  Thou  fay'fltrue,  wench. 

Viol.  Oh,  oh,  they're  come  again,  miilrefs. 

Phil.  Signior  Anfaldo  ? 

A>if.  The  fame  :  mightily  crofs'd,  lady, 
But  pail  Lope,  free'd  again  by  a  doclor's  means^ 
A  man  of  art,   I  know  net  juilly  what  indeed, 
But  pity,  and  the  fortunate  gold  you  gave,  me,. 
Wrought  my  releafe  between  'em. 

Phil 
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Phil.  Met  you  not 

My  hufbancTs  man  ? 

Jnf.  I  took  fuch  ftrange  ways,  kdy, 
I  hardly  met  a  creature. 

Phil.  Oh,  moil  welcome. 

Viol.  But  how  mail  we  beftow  him  now  we  have  him, 
miftrefs  ? 

Phil.  Alas,  that's  true. 

Viol.  Martino  may  come  back  again. 

Phil.  Step  you  into  that  little  chamber  fpeedily,  fir, 
And  drefs  him  up  in  one  of  my  gowns  and  head-tires,. 
His  youth  will  well  endure  it. 

Viol.  That  will  be  admirable. 

Phil..  Nay   do't,  do't    quickly  then,    and    cut  that 
fuit 
Into  an  hundred  pieces,  that  it  may  never  be  known 
again. 

Viol.  A  hundred?    nay   ten  thoufand    at  the   leaft, 
miftrefs. 
For  if  there  be  a  piece  of  that  fuit  left  as   big  as  my 

nail, 
The  deed  will  come  out,  'tis  worfe  than  a  murder,. 
I  fear  'twill  never  be  hid. 

Phil.    Away,    do    your  endeavour,    and   difpatch, 
wench,  [Exit.  Violetta  and  Anfaldo* 

I've  thought  upon  a  way  of  certain  fafety, 
And  I  may  keep  him    while  I  havehim  too, 
Without  fufpicion  now:  I've  heard  o'th'  like  : 
A  gentleman,  that  for  a  lady's  love 
Was  thought  {ix  months  her  woman,  tended  on  her 
In  her  own  garments,  and  fhe  being  a  widow, 
Lay  night  by  night  with  her  in  way  of  comfort, 
Marry  in  conclufioa  match  they  did  together, 

Enter  Brandino  *with  a  writing. 
Would   V9t  a  copy  of  the  fame  conclusion  :: 
He's  come  himfelf  now,  if  thou  be'il  a  happy  wench, 
Be  fortunate  in  thy  fpeed,  I'll  delay  time 
With  all  the  means  \  can :.  oh,  welcome,  fir. 

Bra^ 
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Bra.  I'll  fpeak  to  you  anon,    wife,  and   kifs  you 
fhortly, 
I'm  very  bufy  yet :   Co ck fey -down >  memberryy 
Her  mannor-houfe  at  Well-dun. 

Phil.  What's  that,    good  fir  ? 

Bra.  The  widow's,  your  fweet  fitter's  deed  of  gift ; 
She's  made  all  her  eftate  over  to  me,  wench  : 
She'll  be  too   hard  for  'em  ail :  and  now  come   bafs 

me, 
Good  luck  after  thieves  handfel. 

Phil.  Oh  'tis  happy,  fir, 
You  have  him  fait. 

Bra.  I  ha'  laid  him  fafe  enough,  wench; 

Phil.  I  was  fo  loft  in  joy  at  the  wi't, 

I  quite  forgot  one  thing  to  tell  Martino. 

Bra.  What's  that,   iv/ttt  blood  ? 

Phil.     He,  and    his   villains,  fir, 
Robb'd    a  fweet  gentlewoman  iait  night. 

Bra.   A  Gentlewoman  ? 

Phil.  Nay,  moft  uncivilly  and  bafely  ftript  her,  fir. 

Bra.   Oh,  barbarous  ilaves  ! 

Phil.  I  was  ev'n  fain  for  woman-hood's  fake, 
(Alas',  and  charity's,  to  receive  her  in, 
And  cloath   her  poor  wants  in  a  fuitofmine. 

Bra.  'Twas   moll  reli^ioufly  done :  I  long  for  her  ; 
Who  have  I  brought  to  lee  thee,  think'fl  thou,  woman  r 

Phil.  Nay,  fir,  I  know  not. 

Bra.  Guefs,  I  prithee  heartily  : 
An  enemy  of  thine. 

Phil.  That  I  hope  you  have  not,  fir. 

Bra.  But  all  was  done  in  jell :  he  crys  thee  mercy, 
Francifco,  firrah. 

Phil.  Oh,    I  think  not  on  him. 

Bra.  That  letter  was  but  writ  to  try  thy  conftancy, 
He  confefs'd  all  to  me. 

Phil.  Joy  on  him,  fir, 

Enter    Francifco. 
So  far  am  I  from  malice,  look  you,  fir ; 
Welcome,  fweet  fignior  ;  but  I'll  never  truft  you,  fir. 

Bra, 
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Bra.  Faith,  I'm  beholden  to  thee,  wife,  for  this. 

Era.  Methinks,  I  enter  now  this  houie  with  joy, 
Sweet  peace,  and  quietnefs  of  conscience, 
I  wear  no  guilty  bluih  upon  my  cheek, 
For  a  fin  itampt  lail  midnight :  I  can  talk  now 
With  that  kind  man,  and  not  abufe  him  inwardly, 
With  any  fcornful  thought  made  of  his  fhame : 

Enter  Martino. 
What  a  fweet  being  is  an  honeft  mind  ? 
It  fpeaks  peace  to  itfelf,  and  all  mankind. 

Bra.  Martino. 

Mar.  Mafter. 

Bra.  There's  another  robbery  done,  firrah, 
By  the  fame  party. 

Mar.  .What's  your  worfhip's  mocks, 
Under  correction. 

Phil.  I  forgot  to  tell  thee, 
He  robb-'d  a  lovely  gentlewoman. 

Mar.  O  pagan  !     , 
This  fellow  will  be  fton'd  to  death  with  pipkins  ; 
Your  women  in  the  fuburbs  will  fo  maul  him 
With  broken  crewzes,  and  pitchers  without  ears, 
He  will  never  die  alive,  that's  my  opinion. 

Enter  Anfaldo  (as  Martia)  and  Violetta. 
Phil,  Look  you  your  judgments,  gentlemen,  your's 
efpecially, 
Signior  Francifco,  whofe  meer  object  now 
Is  woman  at  thefe  years,  that  the  eye-faint  I  know 
Amongft  young  gallants ;  hufband,  you  have  a  glimpfe 

too ; 
You  offer  half  an  eye,  as  old  as  you  are. 

Bra.  By 'rlady  better,  wench:  an  eye,  and  a  half,  I 
tro, 
I  mould  be  forry  elfe. 

Phil.  What  think  you  now,  firs, 
Is't  not  a  goodly  manly  gentlewoman? 

Bra.  Beihrew  my  heart  elfe,  wife. 
Pray  foft  a  little,  fignior,  you're  but  my  gueft ;  remember 

I'm 
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Vm  mailer  of  the  houfe,  I'll  have  the  firft  bufs. 

Phil,  But  hufband,  'tis  the  courtefy  of  all  places 
To  give  a  flrangcr  ever  the  firft  bit. 

Bra.  In  woodcock  or  fo,  but  there's  no  heed  to   be 
taken  in  mutton ; 
We  commonly   fall  fo  roundly  to  that,  we  forget  our 

felves : 
I'm  lorry  for  thy  fortune,  but  thou't  welcome,  lady. 

Mar.  My  mailer  kiffes,    as  I've  heard  a  Kackney- 
coacliman 
Chear  up  his  mare  ;  chap,  chap. 
*bra.  I  have  him  fail,  lady,  and  he  fhalllyeby't  clofe. 

Anf.  You  cannot  do  me  a  greater  pieafure,  iir. 

Bra.   Vm  happily  glad  on't. 

Fra.  iViethinks,  there's    fomewhat    whifpers  in   my 
foul, 
This  is  the  hour,  I  muft  begin  my  acquaintance 
With  honefl  love,  and  banifh  all  loofe  thoughts ; 
My  fate  fpeaks  to  me  from  the  modeft  eye 
Of  yon  fweec  gentlewoman. 

Phil.  Wench,    wench. 

Viol,  Fiih,  hold  in  your  breath,  miflrefs, 
If  you  be  ictn  to  laugh,  you'll  fpoil  ail  prefently, 
I  keep  it  in  with  all  the  might  1  have     •    puh. 

Anf.  Pray  what  young  gentleman's  that,  fir  ? 

Bra.  An  hoiiefl  boy,  i'iaith, 
And  came  of  a  good  kind :  do'ft  like  him,  lady, 
I  would  thou  hadil  him,  and  thou  beefl  not  promised, 
He's  worth  ten  thousand  dollars. 

Viol.  By  this  light,  miflrefs,  my  matter  will  go  near 
to  make  a  match  anon  ;  methinks  I  dream  of  admirable 
fport,  millrefs. 

Phil.  Peace,  thou  art  a  drab. 

Bra.  Come  hither  now,  Francifco, 
I've  known  the  time  I've  had  abetter  flomach  j 
Now  I  can  dine  with  looking  upon  meat. 

Fra.  That  face  deferv'd  a  better  fortune,  lady, 
Than  lail  night's  rudenefs  fhew'd. 

Anf  We  cannot  be 
Our  choofersx  fir;  in  our  own  deftiny. 

Fra, 
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Fra.  I  return  better  pieas'd,  than  when  I  went. 

Mar.  And  could  that  beailly  imp  rob  you,  forfooth? 

An/.  Moil  true,  forfooth, 
I  will  not  altogether,  fir,  difgrace  you, 
Becaufe  you  look  half  like  a  gentleman. 

Mar.  And  that's  the  mother's  half. 

Avf.  There's  my  hand  for  you. 

Man  I  fwear  you  could  not  give  me  any  thing 
I  love  better,  a  hand  gets  me  my  living  ; 
Oh  fweet  lemon -peel, 

Fra.  May  I  requeft  a  modefl  word  or  two,  lady, 
In  private  with  you  ?  ~ 

Anf.  With  me,  fir  ? 

Fra.  To  make  it  fare  from  all  fufpecl:  of  injury, 
Or  unbefeeming  privacy,  which  heaven  knows 
Is  not  my  aim  now,  I'll  intreat  this  gentleman 
For  an  ear-witnefs  unto  all  our  conference. 

Anf.  Why  fo,  I  am  content,  fir.  [Exit  Fra.   fcf 

Anfaldo. 

Bra.  So  am  I,  lady—. 

Mar.  Oh,  mailer,    here's   a  rare  bedfellow  for  my 
miilrefs  to-night, 
For  you  know  we  mull  both  out  of  town  again. 

Bra.  That's  true,  Martina, 

Mar.  I  do  but  think  how  they'll  lye  telling  of  tales 
together, 
The  prettiefl  ! 

Bra.  The  prettieft,  indeed. 

Mar.  Their  tongues  will  never  leave  wagging,  mailer. 

Bar.  Never,   Martino,  never.  [Exeunt. 

Phil.  Take  heed  you  be  not  heard. 

/7c/.  I  fear  you  moil,  miilrefs. 

Phil  Me,  fool?  ha,  ha. 

Viol.  Why  look   you  miilrefs :  faith  you're  faulty, 
ha,  ha. 

Phil,  Well  faid,   i'faith  ;  where  lies   the   fault  now, 
go fnp  ? 

Viol.  Oh,  for  a  hufcand ;  I  fhall  burft  with  lau 
elie, 
This  houfe  is  able  to  fpoil  asy  maid. 

Phil 
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Phil.  I'll  be  reveng'd  now  foundly  of  Francifco, 
For  failing  me  when  time  was. 

Viol.  Are  you  there,  miftrefs  ?  I  thought  you  would 
not  forget  that, 
However,  a  good  turn  difappointed  is  ever  the  laft  thing 
That  a  woman  forgives,   fhe'll  fcarce  do't  when  fhe's 

fpeechlefs, 
Nay,  though  me  hold  up  her  whole  hand  for  all  other 

injuries, 
She'll  forgive  that  but  with  one  finger. 

Phil.  I'll  vex  his  heart  as  much  as  he  mock'd  mine, 

Viol.  But  that  may  marr  your  hopes  too,  if  our  gen- 
tlewoman be  known  to  be  a  man. 

Phil.  Not  as  I'll  work  it ; 
I  would  not  lofe  this  fweet  revenge,  methinks, 
For  a  whole  fortnight  of  the  old  man's  abfence, 
Which  is  the  fweeteft  benefit  next  to  this : 

Enter  Anfaldo. 
Why  how  now,  fir,  whatcourie  take  you  for  laughing  ? 
We  are  undone  for  one. 

Anf.   Faith  with  great  pain 
Stifle  it,  and  keep  it  in  :  I  ha'  no  receipt  for  it. 
But,  pray,  in  fadnefs,  fay,  what  is  the  gentleman  ? 
I  never  knew  his  like  for  tedious  urgings, 
He  will  receive  no  anfwer. 

Plm.  Would  he -would  not,  fir. 

Anf.  Says  I'm  ordain'd  for  him ;  meerly  for  him; 
And  that  his  wiving  fate  fpeaks  in  me  to  him  : 
Will  force  on  me  a  jointure  fpeedily 
Of  fome  feven  thouiand  dollars. 

Phil.  Would  thou  had'fl  'em,  fir  :    I  know   he  can 
if  he  will. 

Anf.  For  wond'rous  pity,   what  is  this  gentleman  ? 

Phil.  'Faith,  mall  I  tell  you,  fir, 
One  that  would  make  ^r>  excellent  honeft  husband 
For  ner  that's  a  jufl  maid  at  one  and  twenty  ; 
For  on  my  confeience  he  has  his  maidenhead  yet. 

Anf.  Fie,  out  upon  him,    beafl. 

Phil.  Sir,    if  you  love  me, 

Give 


rhe  W  I  D  O  W.  71 

Give  way  but  to  one  thing  I   fhall  requeft  of  you. 

Anf  Your  courtefies  you  know  may  lay  commands  on 
me. 

Phil.  Then  at  his  next  follicitings,    let  a  confent 
Seem  to  come  from  you  ;    'twill  make  noble  fport,  fir, 
We'll  get  jointure  and  all ;  but  you  muil  bear 
Yourfelf  moft  affable  to  all  his  purpofes. 

Anf,   I  can  do  that. 

Phil,  Ay,  and  take  heed  of  laughing. 

Enter  Francifco. 
Anf.  I've  'bide  the  worfl  of  that  already,  lady. 
Phil,  Peace,  fet  your  countenance  then  ;  for  here  he 

comes. 
Fra.  There  is  no  middle  continent  in  this  paflion  ; 
I  feel  it  here,  it  muft  be  love  or  death, 
It  was  ordain'd'for  one. 

Phil,  Signior  Francifco, 
I'm  forry  'twas  your  fortune,  in  myhoufe,  fir, 
To  have  fo  violent  a  ilroke  come  to  you  : 
The  gentlewoman's  a  ftranger ;  pray  be  counfelPd,  fir, 
'Till  you  hear  further  of  her  friends  and  portion. 

Fra,  'Tis  only  but  her  love  that  I  defire, 
She  comes  mofc  rich  in  that. 

Phil,  But  be  advisM  though, 
I  think  (he's  a  rich  heir,  but  fee  the  proof,  fir, 
Before  you  make  her  fuch  a  generous  jointure. 
Fra,  'Tis  mine,  and  I  will  do  it. 
Phil.  She  (hall  be  your's  too, 
If  I  may  rule  her  then. 

Fra,  Youfpeak  all  fweetnefs. 

Phil,  She  likes  your  perfon  well,  I  tell  you  fo  much, 
But  take  no  note  I  faid  fo. 
Fra.  Not  a  word. 

Phil,  Come,  lady,  come,  the  gentleman's  defertful, 
And,  o'my  confcience,  honeil. 

Anf,  Blame  me  not,  I  am  a  maid,  and  fearful. 
Fra,  Never  truth  came  per:ecier  from  man. 
Phil,  Give  her  a  lip-taiie, 

Enter 
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E  titer  Brandino  and  Marti  no. 
That  Ihe  herfelf  may  praife  it. 

Bra.  Yea,  a  match,  i'faith :  My  houfe  is  lucky  for  'em. 
Now  Martino. 

Mar.  Mailer,  the  widow  has  the  day. 

Bra.  The  day  ? 

Mar.  She's  overthrown,  my  youngfter. 
-   Bra.  Precious  tidings. 
Clap  down  four  woodcocks  more. 

Mar.  They're  all  at  hand,  fir. 

Bra.  What  both  her  adverfaries  too  ? 

Enter  Valeria,  Ricardo,   and  t<wo  Suitors. 

Mar.  They're  come,  fir. 

Bra.  Go,  bid  the  cook  ferve  in  two  geefe  in  a  dim. 

Mar.  I  like  your  conceit,  mailer,  beyond  utterance. 

Bra.  Welcome,  fweet  filler  ;    which  is  the  man  muft 
have  you. 
Fd  welcome  no  body  elfe. 

i   Suit.  Come  to  me  then,  fir. 

Bra.  Are  yo'  he'  i'faith,  my  chain  of  gold?  I'm  glad 
on't. 

Val.  I  wonder  you  can  have  the  face  to  follow  me,. 
That  have  fo  profecuted  things  againil  me. 
But  I  ha'  refolv'd  myfelf,  'tis  done  to  fpight  me. 

Ric.  O  dearth  of  truth! 

2  Suit.  Nay,  do  net  fpoil  thy  hair  ; 
Hold,  hold  I  fay,  I'll  get  thee  a  widow  fomewhere." 

Ric.  If  hand  and  faith  be  nothing  for  a  contract, 
What  mall  man  hope,? 

2  Suit.  'Twas  wont  to  be  enough,  honey, 
When  "here  was  ho:  eft  meaning  amongft  widows; 
But  fmce  your  bribes  came  in,   'tis  not  allow  d 
A  contract  without  gifts  to  bind  it  f aft  ; 
Every         g  now  muft  have  a  felling  firfl: 
Do  I  ecu,  -  near  you.,  widow? 

Val.  No  inc  (   c ,  fir,  *■ 
Nor  ever  mall  ]  In  j     .        I  for  your  comfort,  fir, 
That  fought  all  meaiis  t'entrap  me  for  niy  wealth, 

Had 
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Had  law  unfortunately  put  you  upon  me, 

You  had  loft  your  labour,  all  your  aim  and  hopes,  fir: 

Here  Hands  the  honeft  gentleman  my  brother, 

To  whom  I've  made  a  deed  of  gift  of  all. 

Bra.  Ay,    that  me  ha?,  i'faith,  I  thank  her,  gentle? 
men, 
Look  you  here,  firs. 

Val.  I  muft  not  look  for  pleafures, 
That  give  more  grief  if  they  prove  falfe,  or  fail  us. 
Than  ever  they  gave  joy. 

i  Suit.  Have  you  ferv'd  me  fo,  widow  ? 

2  Suit>  I'm  glad  thou  haft  her  not,  laugh  at  him, 
honey ;  ha,  ha. 

Val.  I  muft  take  one  that  loves  me  for  myfelf : 
Here's  an  old  gentleman  looks  not  after  wealth, 
But  virtue,  manners,  and  conditions. 

i  Suit.  Yes,  by  my  faith  :  I  muft  have  lordfhips  too>' 
widow. 

Val.  How  fir? 

i  Suit.  Your  manners,  virtue,  and  conditions,  widow, 
Are  pretty  things  within  doors  ;  I  like  well  on  'em, 
But  I  muft  have  fomewhat  without  lying,  or  being 
In  the  tenure  or  occupation  of  Mr.  fuch  a  one:  ha? 
Thofe  are  fine  things  indeed. 

Val.  Why,  fir,  you  fwore  to  me  it  was  for  love. 

i  Suit.  True;  but  there's  two  words  to  a  bargain > 
ever, 
All  the  world  over,  and  if  love  be  one, 
I'm  lure  money's  the  other ;  'tis  no  bargain  elfe: 
Pardon  me,  I  muft  dine,  as  well  as  fup,  widow. 

Val.  Cry  mercy,  I  miitook  you  all  this  while,  fir; 
It  was  this    antient  gentleman  indeed, 
Whom  I  crave  pardon  on. 

2  Suit.  What  of  me,  widow  > 

Val.  Alas,    I  have  wronged  you,    fir ;    'twas  youf 
that  fwore 
You  lov'd  me  for  myfelf  ! 

2  Suit.  By  my  troth,  but  I  did  not : 
Come,  father  not  your  lies  upon  me,  widow  : 
I  love  you  for  yourfelf  ?  fpit  at  me,  gentlemen, 

Vol.  VI.  D  If 
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If  ever  I'd  fuch  a  thought  :  fetch  me  in  widow  1 
You'll  find  your  reach  too  fhort. 

VaL  Why,  you  have  enough,  you  fay. 

2  Suit.  Ay,  but  I  will  have  my  humour  too ;  yon 
never  think  of  that,  they're  coach  horfes,  they  go  to- 
gether ftill. 

VaL  Whom  mould  a  widow  truft ;  Til  fwear  'tw£s 
one  of  you 
That  made  me  believe  fo :  'mafs,  think   'twas  you,  fir, 
Now  I  remember  me. 

Ric.  I  fwore  too  much, 
To  be  believ'd  fo  little. 

VaL  Was  it  you  then? 
Befhrew  my  heart  for  wronging  of  you. 

Ric.  Welcome  blemng, 
Are  you  mine  faithfully  now  ? 

VaL  As  love  can  make  me. 

i   Suit.  Why  this  Ells  the  commonwealth  fo  full  of" 
beggars, 
Marrying  for  love,  which  none  of  mine  mall  do. 

VaL  But  now  I  think  on't;  we  mufl  part  again,  fir. 

Ric.  Aeain  ? 

VaL  Your're  in  debt,  and  I,    in  doubt  cf  all, 
Left  myfelf  nothing  too  ;  we  mull  not  hold, 
Want  on  both  fides  makes  all  affection  cold: 
I  fhall  not  keep  you  from,  that  gentleman  ; 
You'll  be  his  more  than  mine  ;  and  when  he  lift, 
He'll  make  you  lie  from  me  in  fome  four  prifon, 
Then  let  him  take  you  now  for  altogether,  fir  ; 
For  he  that's  mine,  fhall  be  all  mine,  or  nothing. 

Ric.  I  ne^er  felt  the  evil  of  my  debts, 
*Till  this  ami  cling  minute. 

2  Suit.  I'll  be  mad  once  in  my  days:   I  have  enough 
to  cure  me,  and  I  will  have  my  humour  ;  they're  now 
but  defperate  debts  again,  I  never  look  for  'em. 
And  ever  fince  I  knew  what  malice  was, 
I  always  held  it  fweeter  to  fow  mifchief, 
Than  to  receive  money;  'tis  the  finer  plcafure. 
I'll  give  him  his  bonds  as  't  were  in  pity 
To  make  the  match,  and  bring  *em  both  to  beggary  : 

Then 
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Then  will  they  never  agree  ;  that's  a  fure  point. 
He'll  give  her  a  black  eye   within  thefe  three  days, 
Beat  half  her  teeth  out  by  Alhallontide, 
And  break  the  little  houfh  old-fluff  they  have, 
With  throwing  at  one  another :  O,  fweet  fport.  " 
Come  widow,  come,  I'll  try  your  honefty, 
Here  to  my  honey  I've  made  many  proffers, 
I  fear  they're  alf  but  tricks:  here  are  his  debts,  gentle- 
men : 
How  I  came  by  'em  I  know  belt  myfelf. 
Take  him  before  us  faithfully  for  your  hufband, 
And  he  mall  tear  'era  all  before  your  face,  widow* 

VaL  Elfe  may  all  faith  refufe  me. 

2  Suit.  Tear  'em,  honey, 
'Tis  firm  in  law,  a  confideration  given : 
What  with  thy  teeth  ?  thoul't  fhortly  tear  her  io, 
That's  all  my  hope,  thou'd'ft  never  had  'em  elfe$ 
I've  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Ric.  I'm  now  at  liberty,  widow. 

VaL  I'll  be  fo  too, 
And  then  I  come  to  thee :  give  me  this  from  you,  bro.^ 
ther. 

Bra.  Hold  filter:  fifter, 

VaL  Look  you,  the  deed  of  gift,  fir ;  I'm  as  free : 
He  that  has  me,  has  all,  and  thou  art  he. 

A?nbo  Suit.   How's  that  ? 

VaL  You're  bob'd,  'twas  but  a  deed  in  truft, 
And  all  to  prove  thee,  whom  I  have  found  moil  juft* 

Bra.  I'm  bob'd  among  the  reft  too:  I'd  have  fwora 
It  had  been  a  thing  for  me,  and  my  heirs  forever  \ 
If  I'd  but  got  it  up  to  the  black  box  above, 
I  had  been  paft  redemption. 

i   Suit.  How  am  I  cheated  ? 

2  Suit.  I  hope  you'll  have  the  confeience  now  to  pa 
me,  fir. 

Ric  Oh  wicked  man,  fower  of  ftrife  and  envy,  open 
not  thy  lips. 

2  Suit.  How,  how's  this? 

Ric.  Thou  haft  no  charge  at  all,  no    phSd  o  f  thine 
own 
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But  two  thou  got'fl  once  of  a  fcouring- woman, 

And  they  are  both  well  provided  for,  they're  i'th1  hof- 

tal: 
Thou  hail  ten  thoufand  pound  to  bury  thee, 
Hang  thyfelf  when  thou  wilt,  a  flave  go  with  thee. 
z  Suit,  I'm  gone,  my  goodnefs  comes  all  out  toge- 
ther. 
I  have  enough,  but  I  have  not  my  humour. 

Enter  Violet  ta. 

Viol.  O  mailer,  gentlemen :  and  you  fweet  widow, 
I  think  you  are  no  forwarder  yet,  I  know  not. 
If  ever  you  be,  fure,  to  laugh  again, 
Now  is  the  time. 

Val.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  wench  ? 

VaL  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bra.  Speak,  fpeak. 

Viol.  Ha,  a  marriage,  a  marriage,  I  cannot  tell't  for 
laughing :  ha,  he. 

Bra.  A    marriage,    do   you  make  that  a  laughing 
matter? 

Enter  Erancifco  and  Anfaldo. 
Viol,  Ha:  Ay,  and  you'll  make  it  fo  when  you  know 
all. 
Here  they  come,  here  they  come,  one  man  married  to 
another. 

Val.  How  !  man  to  man  ? 
Viol,  Ay,  man  to  man,  i' faith. 
There'll  be  good  fport  at  night  to  bring  'em  both  to 

bed; 
Do  you  fee  'em  now,  ha,  lia,  ha. 
I   Suit,  My  daughter  Martia  ! 
Anf.  Oh  my  father  :  your  love,  and  pardon,  fir. 
Val.  'Tis  me  indeed,  gentlemen. 
Anf.  I  have  been  difobedient,  I  confefs, 
Unto  your  mind,  and  heaven  has  punim'd  me 
With  much  affliction  fmce  I  fled  your  fight ; 
But  finding  reconcilement  from  above 
In  peace  of  heart;  the  next  I  hope's  your  love. 

i  Suit* 
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i   Suit.  I  cannot  but  forgive  thee  now  I  fee  thee  j 
Then  flecTft  a  happy  fortune  of  an  old  man, 
But  Francifco's  of  a  noble  family, 
Though  he  be  fbmewhat  fpent. 

Fra.  I  lov'd  her  not,  fir, 
As  Hie  was  yours,  for  I  proteit  I  knew't  not, 
But  for  herfelf,  fir,  and  her  own  defervings, 
Which  had  you  been  as  foul,  as  you've  been  fpightful, 
I  ihould  have  lov'd  in  her. 

i   Suit.  Well,  hold  your  prating,  fir, 
You're  not  like  to  lofe  by't. 

Pkl.  Oh  Violetta,  who  mall  laugh  at  us  now  ? 

Viol.  The  child  unborn,  miflrefs. 

Anf  Be  good. 

Fra.  Be  honeft. 

Anf  Heaven  will  not  let  you  fin,  and  you'd  be  care- 
ful. 

Fra.  What  means  it  fends  to  help  you,  think  and 
mend, 
You're  as  much  bound  as  we,  to  praiie  that  friend. 
^Phil.  I  am  fo,  and  I  will  fo. 
&  Anf  Marry  you  fpeedily, 
Children  tame  you,  you'll  die  like  a  wild  bead  elfe. 

Viol.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  fhould  I,  I've  muci  ado  \Q 
forbear 
Laughing  now,  more's  my  hard  fortune* 

Enter  Martino. 
Mar,  O  mailer,  miltrefs,  and  you  gentiles  all  r 
To  horfe,  to  horfe  prefently,  if  you  mean  to  da  your 
country  any  fervice. 

Bra.  Art  not  aiham'd,  Martino,  to  talk  of  horfing  fo 
openly 
Before  young  married  couples,  thus. 

Mar.  It  does  concern  the  common-wealth   and  me, 
And  you  mailer,  and  all :  the  thieves  are  taken. 
Anf.  Whatfay'fl,  Martino? 
Mar.  Law,  here's  common-wealth's-man, 
The  man  of  art,  matter,  that  cupt  your  eyes, 
Is  prov'd  an  arrant  rafcal :  and  his  man 

That 
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That  drew  my  tooth,  an  excellent  purfe-drawer  ; 
I  felt  no  pain  in  that,  it  went  infenfibly  : 
Such  notable  villanies  are  confeft.-- 

Bra.  Stop  there,  fir: 
We'll  have  time  for  them  :  Come  gentle-folks, 
Take  a  flight  meal  with  us:  but  the  beft  chear 
Is  perfect  joy,   and  that  we  wifli  all  here,— — 


Exeunt) 


PROLOGUE 


g$gB 


PROLOGUE. 


A    Sport ■,  only  for  Chriftmas,  is  the  play 9 
This  hour  prefents  to  you  ;  to  make  you  merry, 
Is  all  th' ambition  't  has;  and  full  eft  aim9 
Bent  at  vour  fmile$9  to  win  itfelf  a  name : 
And  if  your  edge  be  not  quite  taken  off, 
Wearied  with  fports,   I  hope  ' twill  make  you  laugh. 


EPILOGUE. 

OTVy,  fay,  fir,  .Pm  as  hungry  of  my  wdew, 
tj   As  you  can  be  upon  your  maid  otlie<vi  it, 
But  we  mufi  come  to  our  defircs  in  order , 
There's  duties  to  be  paid,  e'er  we  go  further ; 
He  that  without  your  likings,  leaves  this  pit  e, 
Is  like  one  falls  to  meat,  and  forgets  grace* 
And  that's  not  handfome  truft  me  now, 
Our  rights  being  paid,  and  your  love's  underfood. 
My  widow,  and  my  ??ieat,  then  does  me  good; 
I  har  no  money,  wench,   1  told  thee  true, 
For  my  report,  pray  let  her  hear' t  from  yon  * 
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MR.  William  Rowley  liv'd  in  the 
Reign  of  James  and  Charles  the 
Firfl  -,  and  wasfome  time  a  Student  at  Pem- 
broke-Hall in  Cambridge.  He  was  well 
refpeSled  by  the  Poets  his  Cotemporaries,  and 
joind  with  fever  a  I  of -them  in  their  Wri- 
tings. He  is/aid,  particularly,  to  have 
been  affifled  by  Shakefpear  in  his  Birth  of 
Merlin  :  How  truly  I  will  not  determine ; 
but  I  think  there  feems  to  be  but  little  of 
Shakefpear  in  it,  befides  his  Name  in  the 
utile- Page.  And  as  the  Play  was  not 
printed  till  fome  Tears  ajter  Shakefpear V 
Deaths  his  Name  might  probably  be  itijerted 
in  the  Title-Page  by  the  Author,  or  Book- 
feller,  with  a  View  to  promote  the  Credit^ 
or  Sale  of  the  Piece.  Our  Author  wrote, 
befides  this  Comedy,  All's  loft  by  Luft,  a 
Tragedy:  A  new  Wonder,  a  Woman 
never  vex'd  ;  A  Shoemaker's  a  Gentleman, 
Comedies:  The  Birth  of  Merlin,  and  the 
Witch  of  Edmonton,  Tragi-Comedies, 


Dramatis   Perfona^ 

3  Captain  Carvegut. 

4,  Lieutenant  Bottom. 

Ancient  Youne. 

Blood -hound,  a  Ufurer. 

Alexander  Blood-hound,?  u-   **>**  r\,s 

Tim.  Blood-hound,  \Hu  **»*"* 

Randall,  AWclchman. 

Ear -lack,  afcrivener. 

i  Sir  Marmaduke  Many-minds. 

2  Sir  Janus  Ambodexter. 

Sim.  the  C/own. 

John,   Servant  to  the  Widow. 

Jarvis,  the  Widow's  Hujb  and;  difguifed  Uh  berfer<vaji<\ 

A   Smith. 

Buffie,  a  Confiable.. 

Watch. 

W  o  M  E  N, 

Widow. 

Moll,  Blood-hounds  Daughter.- 

WidowV  Maid. 

Mrs.   Coote,  a  Bawd. 

Sue,  a  Whore. 
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COMEDY. 


Actus  I.     Selena  1 . 

Enter,  as  making  them/elves  ^rtady,  Tim*  Blood-hound;, 
and  Sim  the  man* 


Sim. 


j£;  Ood-morrow,  mailer  T/w, 


Tim.  Morrow  Sim,  my  father  flir- 

ring,  Sim? 
Sim.  Not  yet,  I  think  ;    he  heard; 
fome   ill  news  of  your  brother 
Alexander  lafl  night,  that  will  make   him  lie   an  hour 
extraordinary. 

Tim.  Hum  :  I'm  forry  the  old  man  ihould  lye  by  the 
hour;  but  oh,  thefe  wicked,  elder  brothers,  that  fwear 

lefufc 
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refufe  them,  and  drink  nothing  but  wicked  fack  ;  when 
we  fwear  nothing  but  niggers  noggers,  make  a  meal  of 
a  bloat  herring,  water  it  with  four  fhillings  beer,  and 
then  fwear  we  have  dined  as  well  as  my  lord-mayor. 

Sim.  Here  was  goody  Finny,,  the  fifh-woman,  fetch'd 
home  her  ring  laft  night. 

Tim.  You  ihould  have  put  her  money  by  itfelf,  fox: 
fear  of  wronging  the  whole  heap. 

Sim.,  So  I  did,  fir,  and  wafh'd  it  firffc  in  two  waters. 

Tim.  All  thefe  petty  pawns,  firrah,  my  father  com- 
mits to  my  managing,  to  inflrucl:  me  in  this  craft,  that 
when  he  dyes,  the  commonwealth  may  not  want  a  good 
member. 

Enter  Mijlrefs  Mary. 

Sim.  Nay,  you  are  curft  as  much  as  he  already,, 

Mary.  Oh,  brother,  'tis  well  you  are  up. 

Tim.  Why,  why  ? 

Mary.  Now  you  (hall  fee  the  dainty  widow,  the  fw.ee t 
widow,  the  delicate  widow,  that  to-morrow  morning 
muft  be  our  mother-in-law.. 

Tim.,  What  the  widow  Nagge.s 

Sim.  Yes,  yes,  {he  that  dwells  in  Black-fryars,  next 
to  the  fign  of  the  fool  laughing  at  a  feather. 

Mary.  She,  fhe,  good  brother  make  yourfelf  hand, 
fome,  for  my  father  will  bring  her  hither  prefently. 

Tim.  Niggers  noggers,  I  thought  he  had  been  lick 
and  had  not  been  up,  Sim. 

Sim.  Why  fo  did  I  too,  but  it  feems  the  widow  took 
him  at  a  better  hand,  and  rais'd  him  fo  much  the 
fooner. 

Tim.  While. I  tie  my  band?  prithee  ftroke  up  my  fore- 
top  a  little  :  niggers,  an'  I  had  but  dreamed  of  this  an, 
hour  before  I  wak'd,  I  wou'd  haye  put  on  my  Sunday 
cjoaths ;,  'fnails,  my  fhoes  are  as  pale  as  the  cheek  of  a 
ftew'd  pander  ;  a  clout,  a  clout,  Sim. 

Sim.  More  hafte  the  worfe  fpeed  ;  here's  ne'er  a, 
clout  now. 

Tim.  What's  that  lies  by  the  books  ?. 

Tim.  This,  'tis  a  furnner's  coat, 

Tim* 
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'Tim.  Prithee  lend's  a  fleeve  of  that,  he  had  a  noble 
©n't  laft  night,  and  never  paid  me  my  bill-money. 

Enter  old  Bloodhound rthe  widow,  her  maid,  and  man. 

Blood.  Look,  look,  up  and  ready ;  all  is  ready,  wi- 
dow. He  is  in  fome  deep  difcourfe  with  Simr  concern- 
ing monies  out  to  one  or  another. 

Wid.  Has  he  faid  his  prayers,  fir  ? 

Blood.  Prayer  before  providence !  When  did  ye  know 
any  thrive  and  fwell  that  ufes  it  ?  He's  a  chip  o'th'  old 
block  ;  I  exercife  him  in  the  trade  of  thrift,  by  turn- 
ing him  to  all  the  petty  pawns.  If  they  come  to  me,. 
I  tell  them  I  have  given  over  brokering,  moyling  for 
muck  and  tram,  and  that  I  mean  to  live  a  lifemonaftic, 
a  praying  life  ;  pull  out  the  tail  of  CrefTus  from  my 
pocket,  and  fwear  'tis  call' d  charity's  looking-glafs,.  or 
an  exhortation  to  forfake  the  world. 

Maid.  Dainty  hypocrite  !     (AJide.) 

Wid.  Peace. 

Blood.  But  let  a  fine  fool  that's  well  feather'd  come, 
and  withal  good  meat.  I  have  a  friend,  it  may  be,  that 
may  companionate  his  wants.  I'll  tell  you  an  old  faw 
for't,  over  my  chimney  yonder, 

A  poor  man  f cent  to  him  that's  poor^ 

And  prays  thee  for  to  lend  ; 
But  tJl  the  prodigal y  not  quite  /pent 9 

Thou  ivi It  procure  a  friend. 

Wid..  Truft  me,  a  thrifty  faw.. 

Blood.  Many  will  have  virtuous  admonitions  on  their 
walls,  but  not  a  piece  in  their  coffers  :  Give  me  thefe. 
witty  politic  faws,  and  indeed  myhoufe  is  furnifh'd  with 
no  other. 

Wid.  How  happy  mail  I  be  to  wed  fuch  wifdom  ! 

Blood.  Shalt  bed  it,  fhalt  bed  it,  wench  ;  ftialt  ha't 
by  infufion.     Look,  look  ! 

Enter  a  Smith. 
Smith.  Save  ye,  mailer  Tim. 
Tim.  Who's  this,  goodman  File  the  Blackfmith  ?    I 

thought- 
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thought  it  had  been  our  old  collier  :  Did  you  go  ta 
hed  with  that  dirty  face,  goodman  File  I 

Smith.  And  rife  with  it  too,  fir  ? 

'Tim.  What  have,  you,  bumming  out  there,  good- 
man  Fyle  ? 

Smith.  A  vice,  fir,  that  I  would  fain  be  furnifiYd. 
with  a  little  money  upon. 

Tim.  Why,  how  will  you  do  to  work  then,  good- 
man  Fyle  ? 

Smith.  This  is  my  fpare  vice,  not  that  I  live  by. 

Tim.  Hum:  You  did  not  buy  this  fpare  vice  of  a  lean, 
courtier,  did  ye  ? 

Smith.  No,,  fir,  of  a  fat  cook  that  'ftrain'd  of  a  fmitL 
for's  rent. 

Sim.  Oh,  hard-hearted  man  of  greafe  ! 

Tim.  Nay,  nay,  Sim,  we  muft  do't  fometimesv 

Blood.  Ha,  thrifty  whorefon  ! 

Tim.  And  what  wou'd  ferve  your  turn*  goodman  Fyle?. 

Smith.  A  noble,  fir. 

Tim.  What,  upon  a  fpare  vice,  to  lend  a  noble  ? 

Sim.  Why,  fir,  for  ten  greats  you  may  make  your- 
felf  drunk,  and  fo  buy  a  vice  outright  for  half  the  money, 

Tim.  That  is  no  noble  vice,  I  afiure  you. 

Sim.  How  long  wou'd  you  have  it  ? 

Smith.  But  a  fortnight ;  'tis  to  buy  fluff,  I  proteft,  fir. 

Tim.  Look  you,  being  a  neighbour,  and  born  one 
for  another. 

Blood.  Ha,  villain,  malt  have  all. 

Tim.  There  is  {\ve  fhillings  upon't,  which  at  the 
fortnight's  end,  goodman  Fyle,,  you  muft  make  five 
{hillings  and  fixpence. 

Smith.   How,  fir  ? 

Tim.  Nay,  an'  it  were  not  to  do  you  a  courtefy 

Blood.  Ha,  boy  ! 

Smith.  Well,  an'  it  were  not  for  earneft  necefiity. 
Ha,  boys,  I  come,  I  come,  you  black  rafcals,  let  the 
cans  go  round.  [Exit  Smith, 

Tim.  And  then  I  had  forgot  three  pence  for  my  bill, 
fo  there  is  four  pence  and  nine  pence,  which  you  are  to 
tender  back  ;  five  fhillings  and  fix  pence,  goodman  Fyle 
at  the  end  of  the  fortnight.  Tim. 
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Tim.  Sim,  becaufe  the  man's  an  honeft  man,  I  pray 
lay  up  his  vice,  as  fafe  as  it  were  our  own. 

Sim.  And  if  he  mifs  his  day,  and  forfeit,  it  mall  be 
yours  and  your  heirs  for  ever. 

Blood.  What,  difhurfmg  money,  Boy  ?  Here  is  thy 
mother-in-law. 

Sim.  Your  nofe  drops,  'twill  fpoil  her  ruff. 

Tim.  Pray,  forfooth^-- what's  a  clock? 

Maid.  Oh,  fie  upon  him,  miftrefs,  I  thought  he  had 
begun  to  ask  you  ble.fling.     [ajide. 

Wid.  Peace,  we'll  have  more  on't.   [afde.  Walks  to- 

(wards  him, 

Tim.  I  wonnot  kifs,  indeed. 

Sim.  An'  he  wonnot,.  here  are  thofe  that  will,  for- 
footh. 

Blood.  Get  you  in,  you  rogue.  [Exit  Sim. 

Wid.  I  hope  you  will,  fir  :  I  was  bred  in  Ireland,, 
where  the  women  begin  the  falutation. 

Tim.  I  wonnot  kifs,  truly. 

Wid.  Indeed  you  mull, 

Tim.  Wou'd.my  girdle  may  break  if  I  do. 

Wid...  I  have  a  mind. 

Tim.  Niggers  noggers,  I  wonnot. 

Blood.  Nay,  nay,  now  his  great  oath's  paft,  there'*; 
no  talk  on't ; 
I  like  him  ne'er  the  worfe  ;  there's  an  old  fawfor't. 

A  kifs  fir fi,  next,  the  feeling  fer/fe, 

Crack  fay  the  furfe- firings,,  out  fy  the  fence* 

But  he  can  talk  though ;  whofe  boy  are  you,  Tim  & 

Tim.  Your  boy,  forfooth,  father. 

Blood,  Can  you  turn  and  wind  a  penny,  Tim  ? 

Tim.  Better  than  yourfelf,  forfooth,  father. 

Blood,  You  have  look'd  in  the  church-book  of  late  -, 
how  old  are  you,  Tim  P 

Tim.  Two  and  twenty  years,  three  months,  three, 
days,  and  three  quarters  of  an  hour,  forfooth,  father. 

Wid.  He  has  arithmetic. 

Mood.  And  grammar  too;    what's  Latin  for  your 

head,. 
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head,  Tim? 

Tim.  Caput. 

Wid.  But  what  for  the  head  of  a  block  ? 

Tim,  Caput  blockhead. 

Blood.  Do  you  hear,   your  ear  ? 

Tim.  Aura. 

Blood.  Your  eye  ? 

Tim.  Ocuius, 

Blood.  That's  for  one  eye  ;  what's  Latin  for  two? 

7:m.   O cuius,  o cuius. 

Wid.  An  admirable  accidental  grammarian,  I  protelt, 
fir. 

Blood.  This  boy  {hall  have  all ;  I  have  an  elder  rogue 
that  fucks  and  draws  me;  a  tavern  acadeinian  ;  one  that 
proteils  to  whores,  and  (hares  with  highway  lawyers  ; 
an  arrant  urdarifyM  rogue,  that  drinks  nothing  but 
wicked  fack. 

Enter  Sim*  and  Alexander  drunk* 
*,  Here's  a  gentleman  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Bl:*J.  Lookj  look,  now  he's  come  for  more  money. 

Wid.  A  very  hopeful  houfe  to  match  into,  wench  ; 
the  father  a  knave,  one  fon  a  drunkard^  and  t'other  a 
fool,      [afide. 

Tinju  O  monfter  father  !  Look,  if  he  be  not  drunk  * 
the  very  fight  of  him  makes  me  long  for  a  cup  of  fix. 

Alex.  Pray,  father,  pray  to  God  to  blefs  me  ;  \t& 
Tim. 

Blocd    Look,  look  ;    takes  his  brother  for  his  father. 

Sim.  Alas,  fir,  when  the  drink's  in,  the  wit's  out ; 
and  none  but  wife  children  know  their  own  fathers. 

Tim.  Why,  I  am  none  of  your  father,  brother ;  I 
am  Tim,  do  you  know  Tim  ? 

Alex.  Yes,  umph--for  a  coxcomb,. 

Wid.  How  wild  he  looks !  Good  fir,  we'll  take  our 
leaves. 

Blood.  Shalt  not  go,,  'faith,  widow :  you  cheater, 
rogue,  mufl  I  have  my  friends  frighted  out  of  my  houfe 
by  you  ?  Look  he  ileal  nothing  to  feaft  his  bawds.  Get 
you  out,  firrah  !    there  are  conltables,  beadles,  whips, 

and 
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and  the  college  of  extravagants,  eclipt  Bridewell,  you 
rogue  ;  you  rogue  there  is,  there  is mark  that, 

Alex.  Can  you  lend  me  a  mark  upon  this  ring, 
and  there fet  it  down  in  your  book,  and,  umph— mark, 
that. 

Blood.  I'll  have  no  ftolen  rings  pick'd  out   of  pock- 
ets, or  taken  upon  the  way,  not  I. 

Alex.  I'll  give  you  an  old  faw  for't. 

Blood.  There's  a  rogue  mocks  his  father  ;  firrah,  get 
you  gone.     Sim,  go  let  loofe  the  maftiff. 

Sim.  Alas,  fir,   he'll   tear  and   pull  out  your    fon's 
throat. 

Blood.  Better  pulPt  out,  than  a  halter  ftretch  it  :     A- 
way,  out  of  my  doors,  rogue,  I  defy  thee. 

Alex.  Mull  you  be  my  mother-in-law  ? 

Wid.  So  your  father  fays,  fir. 

Alex.  You  lee  theworft  of  your  tldeft  fon,  I  abufe 
nobody. 

Blood.  The  rogue  will  fall  upon  her. 

Alex.  I  will  tell  you  an  old  faw. 

Wid.  Pray,  let's  hear  it. 

Alex.  An  old  man  is  a  bedful  of  boms, 
And  <who  can  it  deny  f 
By  whom  (umfb)  a  young  wench  lyes  and  groans  t 
For  better  company. 

■ 

Blood.  Did  you  ever  hear  iuch  a  rafcal  ?  Comer 
come,  let's  leave  him  :  I'll  go  buy  thy  wedding  ring 
prefently  ;  you're  beft  be  gone,  firrah  :  I  am  going  for 
the  conftable,  ay,  and  one  of  the  church-wardens  ;  and 
now  I  think  on't,  he  ihall  pay  five  (hillings  to  the  poor 
for  being  drunk,  twelve-pence  fhall  go  into  the  box,, 
and  t'other  four  my  partner  and  I  will  fhare  betwixt  us : 
There's  a  new  path  to  thrift,  wench  ;  we  mull  live,  we 
mull  live,  girl. 

Wid.  And  at  laft  die  for  all  together. 

Sim.  'Tis  a  diamond. 

Tim.  You'll  be  at  the  fountain  after  dinner  ? 

Alex.,  While  'twill  run,  boy. 

Tim,. 
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Tim.  Here's  a  noble  now,  and  I'll  bring  you  t'other 
as  I  come  by  to  the  tavern ;  but  I'll  make  you  fwear  I 
mall  drink  nothing  but  imall-beer.     . 

Alex.  Niggers  naggers,  thou  malt  not ;  there's  thine 
own  oath  for  thee ;  thou  flialt  eat  nothing  an'  thou 
wilt,  but  a  poach'd  fpider,  and  drive  it  down  with  fyr- 
rup  of  toads.  [Exit. 

Tim.  Ah  !  prithee,  Sim,  bid  the  maid  eat  my  break-. 
fetft  herfelf. 

Sim.  H'as  turn'd  his  ftomach,  for  all  the  World  like 
a  puritan's  at  the  Ught  of  a  furplice.  But  your  break- 
fkh  mall  be  devoured  by  a  ftomach  of  a  ftronger  confti- 
tution,  I  warrant  you.  {Exit* 

Enter  captain  Cawegut  and  lieutenant  Bottom. 

Capt.  No  game  abroad  this  morning  ?  This  cox- 
comb park,  I  think  be  pail  the  befi  5  I  have  known  the 
time  the  bottom  'twixt  thofe  hills  has  been  better  fiedg'd, 

Lieut.  Look  out,  captain,  there's  matter  of  employ- 
ment at  foot  o'th'  hill. 

Capt.  A  bufinefs  X 

Lieut,  Yes,  and  hopeful  ;  there's  a  morning  bird '  % 
his  flight  feems  for  London,  he  hallooes  and  fings  fweet- 
ly,  prithee  let's  go  and  put  him  out  of  tune.. 

Capt.  Thee  and  I  have  crotchets  in  our  pates  ;  and 
«hou  knoweft  two  crotchets  make  one  quaver  -,  he  (hall 
(hake  for't.  [Exit.. 

Enter  Randall. 
Rand.  Did  hur  not  fee  her  true  loves , 
As  hur  came  from  London  ? 
Oh,  if  hur  fuiu  not  hur  fine  praye  lo<ves%. 
Randall  is  quite  undone. 

Well,  was  never  mortal  man  in  Wales  cou'd  have  wag'd 
praver,  hners,  and  nimblers,  than  Randals  have  done, 
to  get  fervice  in  Londons  :  whoope,  where  was  hur 
now?  juftupon  apridge  of  ftone,  between' the  legs  of 
a  couple  of  pretty  hills,  but  no  more  near  mountains  in 
Wales,  than  Climof  theClough's  bowe,  to  her  -  ozen 

D  6.  David's 
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David's  harp.  And  now  hur  prattle  of  Davie,  I  think 
yonder  come  prancing  down  the  hills  from  Kingfton,  a 
couple  of  hur  t'other  cozens  faint  Nicholas  clarks,  the 
morning  was  fo  red  as  an  egg,  and  the  place  ferry  full 
of  dangers,  perils,  and  bloody  bufineffes  by  reports: 
augh  her  fwords  was  trawn,  cod  plefs  us  and  hur  co- 
zen Hercules  was  not  Hand  againit  too  ;  which  mail  hur 
take,  if  they  take  Randals,  will  rip  Randais  cuts  out  ; 
and  then  Randals  fhall  fee  Paul's  ileeples  no  more  ; 
therefore  her  will  go  directly  under  the  pridge,  here 
was  but  /landing  to  knees  in  little  fine  cool  fair  waters  ; 
and  by  cat  if  hur  have  Randals  out,  her  (hall  come  and 
fetch  Randals  and  her  will,  were  her  nineteen  Nicholas 
clarks.  [Exit. 

Enter  Captain  aud  Lieutenant* 

Lieu.  Which  way  took  he  I 

Capt.  On  ftraight,  I  think. 

Lieu.  Then  we  mould  fee  him,  man ;  he  was  juft  in 
mine  eye  when  we  were  at  foot  o'th'  hill,  and  to  my 
thinking,  flood  here  looking  towards  us  upon  the 
bridge. 

Cap.  So  thought  I,  hut  with  the  cloud  of  duft  we 
rais'd  about  us,  with  the  fpeed  our  horfes  made,  it 
feems  we  loft  him ;  now  I  could  ftamp  and  bite  my 
horfes  ears  off. 

Lieu.  Let's  fpur  towards  Coomb -houfe,  he  ftruck 
that  way  ;  fure  he's  not  upon  the  road. 

Capt.  'Sfoot,  if  w^e  mifs  him,  how  lhall  we  keep 
our  word  with  Saunder  Bloodhound  in  Fleetftreet,  after- 
dinner,  at  the  fountain?  he's  out  of  cafh,  and  thou 
know'il  by  Cutter's  law,  we  are  bound  to  relieve  one 
another. 

Lieu.  Let's  fcour  towards  Coomb-houfe,  but  if  we 
Hiife  him ! 

Capt.  No  matter,  do'ft  fee  yonder  barn  o'th'  left 
hand  I 

Lieu.  What  of  that  ? 

Capt.  At  the  weft  end,  I  tore  a  piece  of  board  out* 
And  ftuft  in  clofe  amoneft  the  ftraw,  a  bag 

CI 
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Of  a  hundred  pound  at  lead,  all  in  round  millings : 
Which  I  made  my  laft  night's  purchafe  from  a  lawyer. 

Lieu.  Doll  know  the  place  to  fetch  it  again  ? 

Capt.  The  torn  board  is  my  land  mark,  if  we  mifs 
this, 
We  make  for  that,    and  whilft  that  lafts  — oh  London, 
Thou  labyrinth  that  puzzieft  ftricteft  fearch, 
Convenient  inns  of  court,  for  highway  lawyers, 
How  with  rich  wine,  tobacco,  and  fweet  wenches, 
We'll  canvafs  thy  dark  cafe? 

Lieu.  Away,  let's  fpur.  [Exit* 

Enter  Randal. 
Rand.  Spur,  did  hur  call  hur?  have  made  Randals 
ftand  without  poots,  in  fery  pittiful  pickles;  but  hur 
will  run  as  nimbles  to  Londons,  as  crey hound  after 
rabbits.  And  yet  now  hur  remember  what  her  cozens 
talkt,  was  fome  wifer  and  fome  too.  Randals  heard 
talk  of  parn  upon  left  hand,  and  a  prave  bag  with  hun- 
dred pounds  in  round  millings,  cod  plefs  us ;  and  yon- 
der was  parns,  and  upon  left  hands  too :  now  here  was 
queflions  and  demands  to  be  made,  why  Randals  mould 
not  rob  them  would  rcb  Pvandals?  hur  will  go  to  parns, 
pluck  away  pords,  pull  out  paggs,  and  Ihew  her  cozen 
a  round  pair  of  heels,  with  all  hur  round  millings, 
mark  hur  now.  [Exit; 

Enter  Captain  and  Lieutenant, 
Lieu.  The  rogue  rife  right,  and  has  outftript  us. 
This  was  flaying  in  Kingfton  with  our  unlucky  hoftefs, 
that  mufl  be  dandled,  and  made  drunk  next  her  heart;  ihe 
made  us  Hip  the  very  cream  o'th'  morning ;  if  any 
thing  ftand  aukward,  a  woman's  at  one  end  on't. 

Cap.  Come,  we've  a  hundred  pieces  good  yet  in  the 
barn  ;  they  (hall  laft  us  and  faunder  a  month's  mirth 
at leaft. 

Lieu.  Oh  thefe  fweet  hundred  pieces !  how  I  will 
kifs  you,  and  hugg  you,  wim  the  zeal  a  ufurer  does 
his  baftard  money,  when  he  comes  from  church.  Wer't 
not  for  them,  where  were  our  hopes?  But  come,  they 

lhall 
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fhall  be  fure  to  thunder  in    the  taverns.     I  but  now, 

juft  now,  fee  pottle   pots    thrown  down  the  flairs/  jui 

like  ferjeants  and  yeomen,  one  i'th'  neck  of  another. 

Capt.  Delicate  vifion!  [Exeunt. 

E?2ter  Randall. 
Rand.  Hur  have  got  hur  pag  and  all  by  the  hand, 
and  hur  had  ferily  thought  in  confcience,  had  not  bin 
fo  many  round  fillings  in  whole  worlds,  but  in  wales ; 
'twas  time  to  fupply  hur  ftore,  hur  had  but  thirteen- 
pence  halfpenny  in  all  the  worlds,  and  that  hur  have 
left  in  hur  little  white  purfe,  with  a  rope  her  found  py 
the  parn,  juft  in  the  place  hur  had  this.  Randals  will 
be  no  ferving  mans  now,  hur  will  buy  hur  prave  par- 
rels, prave  fwords,  prave  taggers,  and  prave  feathers, 
and  go  a  wooing  to  prave  comely  pretty  maid.  Rob 
Randals !  becat,  and  hur  were  ten  dozen  of  couzens, 
Randals  rob  hur,  mark  hur  now.  [Exit. 

Enter   Captain  and  Lieutenant. 

Lieu.  A  plague  of  Friday  mornings !  the  mofl  unfor- 
tunate day  in  the  whole  week. 

Capt.  Was  ever  the  like  fate  ?  'sfoot,  when  I  put  it 
in,  I  was  fo  wary,  though  it  were  midnight,  that  I. 
watch'd  till  a  cloud  had  mafk'd  the  moon,  for  fear  fhe 
fhould  have  feen't. 

Lieu.  O  luck ! 

Capt.  A  gale  of  wind  did  but  creep  o'er  the  bottom, 
and  becaufe  I  heard  things  ftir,  I  flayed;  'twas  twelve 
fcore  pad  me. 

Lieu.  The  pottle  pots  will  fieep  in  peace  to  night. 

Capt.  And  t^e  fweet  clinks. 

Lieu.  The  clattering  of  pipes. 

Capt.  The  Spaniih  fumes. 

Lieu.  The  more  wine  boy,  the  nimble  anon,  anon,  fir. 

Capt.  All  to  night  will  be  nothing ;  come,  we  mult 
fhift. 
''Sfoof,  what  a  witty    rogLc  'twas,  to   leave  this   fair 
thirteen-pence-halfpenny,  and  this  old  halter,    intima- 
ting aptly, 

Had 
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Had  the  hangman  met  us    there,  by  thefe  prefages, 
Here  had  been  his  work,  and  here  his  wages. 

Lieu,  Come,  come,  we  mull  make  friends.     [Exeunt* 

Enter  Bloodhound,  Tim,  and  Sim, 

Blood,  There  firrah,  there's  his  bond;  run  into  the 
Strand,  'tis  fix  weeks  fmce  the  tallow-chandler  fetch'd 
my  hundred  marks,  I  lent  him  to  fet  him  up,  and  to 
buy  greafe ;  this  is  his  day,  I'll  have  his  bones  for't 
ell'e,  fo  pray  telj  him. 

Tim,  But  are  a  chandler's  bones  worth  fo  much,  fa- 
ther ? 

Blood.  Out,  coxcomb ! 

Sim,  Worth  fo  much  !  I  know  my  mailer  will  make 
dice  of  them ;  then  'tis  but  letting  mafter  Alexander  car- 
ry  them  next  Chriiimas  to  the  temple,  he'll  make  a, 
hundred  marks  a  night  of  them. 

Tim.  'JVIafs,  that's  true. 

Blood.  xA.nd  run  to  mailer  ear-lacks  the  informer,  in 
Thieving- lane,  and  aik  him  what  he  has  done  in  my 
bufmefs.  He  gets  abundance,  and  if  he  carry  my  caufe 
with  one  falfe  oath,  he  (hall  have  Moll ;  he  will  take 
her  with  a  little.     Are  you  gone,  fir  ? 

Tim.  No,  forfooth. 

Blood.  As  you  come  by  Temple-bar,  make  a  fiep 
to  th'  devil. 

Tim.  To  the  devil,  father? 
.  Sim,  My  mafter  means  the  fign  of  the  devil : 
And  he   cannot,  hurt  you/  fool ;  there's  a- faint  holds 
him  by  the  nofe. 

Tim.  Sniggers,  what  does  the  devil  and  a  faint  both 
in  a  fign  ? 

Sim.  What  a.  question's  that  ?  what  doe3  my  matter,, 
and  his  prayer-book  o'  fanday,  both  in  a  pew  ? 

Blood.  Well,  well,  ye  gipfy,  what  do  we  both  in  a 
pew  ? 

Sim,  Why  make  a  fair  (Lew,  and  the  devil  and  the 
faint  does  no  more. 

Blood.  You're  witty,  you're  witty ;  call  to  the  man 
o'th'  houfe,  bid  him  fend  in  the  bottles  of  wine  to-ni 

they 
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they  will  be  at  hand  i'th  morning, ---will  you  run,  fir? 

Tim.  To  the  devil   as  fail  as  I  can,  fir ;  the  world 

lhall  know  whofe  Ton  I  am.  [Exit. 

Blood.  Let  me  fee  now,  for  a  poefy  for  the  ring  : 
Never  an  end  of  an  old  faw,  'tis  a  quick  widow,  Sim, 
And  wou'd  have  a  witty  poefy. 

Sim.  If  me  be  quick,  file's  with  child,  whoever  got 
it  you  rnuft  father  it,  fo  that  you  come  o'th'  nick,  for 
the  widow's  quick,  there's  a  witty  poefy  for  your 
quick  widow. 

Blood.  No,  no,  I'll  have  one  lhall  favour  of,  of  a 
faw. 

Sim.  Why  then,  'twill  fmell  of  the  painted  cloth, 
Blood.  Let  me  fee,  a  widow  witty--- 
Sim.  Is   paflime  pretty,  put  in  that   for  the  fport's 
fake. 

Blood.  No,  no,  I  can  make  the  fport.  Then  an  old 
man. 

Sim.  Then  will  fhe  anfwer,  if  you  cannot  a  younger 
can, 
And  look,  look,  fir,  now  I  talk  of  the  younger, 
Yonder's  antient  Young  come  over  again,  that 
Mortgag'd  fixty  pound  per  annum  before  he  went, 
I'm  deceiv'd  if  he  come  not  a  day  after  the  fair. 
Blood.  Mine  almanack. 
Sim.  A  prayer-book,  fir. 

Blood.  A  prayer-book  for  devout  beggars  I  hate, 
look  I  befeech  thee,  fortune  now  befriend  me,  and  I 
will  call  the  plaguy  whore  in,  let  me  fee,  fix  months. 

Ant.  Yes,  'tis  he  certain,  this  is  a  bufinefs  mufl  not 
be  flackened,  fir. 

Sim.  Look  I  befeech  thee,  we  mall  have  oatmeal 
in  our  pottage  fix  weeks  after. 

Blood.  Four  days  too  late ,  Sim  ;  four  days  too  late 
Sim. 

Sim.  Plumbs  in  our  pudding  a  Sunday,  plumbs  in 
our  pudding. 

Ant.  Matter  Bloodhound  as  I  take  it. 
Blood.  You're  a  flranger,  fir,  you  fhall  be  witnefs,  I 
mall  be  rail'd  at  elfe,  they  will  call  me  devil  j  I  pray 

you 
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y-ou  how  many  months  from  the  firf!  of  May,  to  the 
fixth  of  November  following? 

Ant, .Six  months  and  four  days  juft. 

Blood,  I  afk,  becaufe  the  firft  of  May  laft,  a  noble 
gentleman,  one  antient  Young — '-• 

Ant.  I  am  the  man,  fir? 

Blosd.  My  ipectacles,"  Sim  \  look,  Sim,  is  this  ancient 
"Young  ? 
'Sim.   'Twas  ancient  Young,  fir. 

Blood.  And  is 't  not  ancient  Young  ? 

Sim.  No,  fir  5  you  have  made  him  a  young  ancient. 

(Afide. 

Blood.  Oh  Sim,  a  chair;  I  know  him  now,  but  I 
(hall  not  live  to  tell  him. 

Ant.  How  fare  you,  fir  ? 

Sim.  The  better  for  you,  he  thanks  you,  fir.     (AJide. 

Shod.  Sick,  fick,  exceeding  fick. 

Ant.  O'th  fudden  r  Itrange) 

Sim.  A  qualm  of  threefcore  pounds  a  year  come 
ever  his  ftomach,  nothing  elfe.  (Afide. 

Blood.  That  you,  beloved  !  you,  who  of  all  men 
Pttl1  world,  my  poor  heart  doted  on  !  whom  I  loved 
better  than  father,  mother,  brother,  filter,  uncles, 
aunts  ;  what  would  you  have  ?  that  you  mould  ilajr 
four  days  too  late  ! 

Ant.  I  have  your  money  ready  ; 
And  fir,  I  hope  your  old  love  to  my  father. 

wd.  Nay,  nay,  I   am  noble,  fellow,  very  noble, 
a   very   rock  of  friendihip  ;  but,  but,  1   had    a   h>.tie 
barn   burnt  down  to  the  ground,  fince  you  were 
here. 

Ant.  How  ? 

Blood.  How,  burn'd;  afk  Sim? 

84m.  By  fire,  fir  ;  by  fire. 

Blood.  To  build  up  which,  for  I  am  a  poor  man,  a 
poor  man,  I  was  forced  by  courfe  of  law  to  enter  upon 
your  land,  and  fo  for  lefs  money  than  you  had  of  me, 
I  was  fain  to  fell  it  to  another.  That  by  four  days  ftay> 
a  man  mould  lofe  his  blood  !  our  livings  !  our  blood ! 
O  my  heart !  O  my  head  ! 

Yo  L.  VI.  R  .  AnU 
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Ant.  Pray  take  it  not  fo  heinous,  we'll  go  to  him : 
I'll  buy  it  again  of  him,  he  won't  be  too  cruel. 

Blood,  A  dog,  a  very  dog  ;  there's  more  mercy  in  a 
pair  of  unbrib'd  bailiffs.  To  fhun  ail  fuch  follicitings, 
he's  rid  to  York  ;  a  very  cut-throat  rogue  !  but  I'll 
fend  to  him. 

Ant.  An  honeil  old  man,  how  it  moves  him  ?  this 
was  my  negligence  :  good  Sim,  convey  him  into  fome 
warmer  room,  and  I  pray,  how  ever  fortune  (me  that 
gives  ever  with  the  dexterity  me  takes)  mail  pleafe  to 
famion  out  my  fufFerings,  yet  for  his  fake,  my  deceab'd 
father,  the  long  friend  of  your  heart,  in  your  health, 
keep  me  happy. 

Blood.  Oh  right  honeft  young  man  !  Sim. 

Sim..   Sir. 

Blood.  Have  I  done't  well  ? 

Sim.  The  devil  himfelf  could  not  have  done't  better. 

Blood.  I  tell  thee  an  old  faw,  firrah  ;  he  that  dif- 
fembles  in  wealth  mall  not  want ;  they  fay  dooms -day  is 
coming,  but  think  you  not  on't.  This  will  make  the  pot 
ieeth,  Sim. 

Ant.  Good  fir,  talk  no  more,  my  mouth  runs  over, 
ileep,  awake,  worthy  beggar,  worthy  indeed  to  be  one, 
and  am  one  worthily-— how  fine  it  is  to  wanton  with- 
out affliction  !  I  mult  look  out  for  fortunes,  over  again  ; 
no,  I  have  money  here,  and  'tis  the  curie  cf  merit, 
not  to  work  when  me  has  money  :  there  was  a  hand- 
fome  widow,  whofe  wild  mad  jealous  hufoand  died  at 
fea  ;  let  me  fee,  I  am  near  Black  friars,  I'll  have  one 
itart  at  her,  or  elfe— 

Enter  Bloodhound* s  daughter  Mel,   with  a  bo~o:l  cf  beer. 

Mol.  By  my  troth  'tis  he  !  Captain  Young's  fon.  I 
have  loved  him  even  with  languifhings,  ever  fmce  I 
was  a  girl :  but  mould  he  know  it,  I  mould  run  mad, 
fure.  What  handfome  gentlemen  travel  and  manners 
make  ?  my  father  begun  to  you,  fir,  in  a  cup  of  fmall 
beer. 

Ant.  How  does  he,  pray  ? 

Moll.  Pretty  well  now,  fir. 

Aut. 
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Ant.  'Mafs  'tis  fmall  indeed— you'll  pledge  me  ? 

Moll.  Yes,  fir. 

Ant.  Pray  will  you  tell  me  one  thing  ? 

Moll.  What  is't? 

Ant.  Which  is  finaller,  this  beer  or  your  maidenhead? 

Moll.  The  beer  a  great  deal,  fir. 

Ant.  Ay,  in  quality. 

Moll.  But  not  in  quantity  ? 

Ant.  No. 

Moll.  Why? 

Ant.  Let  me  try,  and  Pll  tell  you. 

Moll.  Will  you  tell  me  one  thing  before  you  try  ? 

Ant.  Yes. 

Moll.  Which  is  fmaller,  this  beer  or  your  wit  f 

Ant.  O,  the  beer,  the  beer. 

Moll.  In  quality  ? 

Ant-  Yes,  and  in  quantity. 

Moll.  Why  then  I  pray  keep  the  quantity  of  your 
wit,  from  the  quality  of  my  maidenhead,  and  you  fhall 
find  my  maidenhead  more  than  your  wit. 

Ant.  A  witty  maidenhead,  by  this  hand  ? 

[  Exeunt  federally , 


A£his  II.     Soena  j. 

A  table  fet  out.      Enter  two  fervants,  Jarvis  and  John-9 
as   to  c&vcr  it  for  dinner, 

John.  TS  my  miltrefs  ready  for  dinner? 

J-     Jar.  Yes,  if  dinner  be  ready  for  my  miflrefs, 

John.   Half  an  hour  ago,  man. 

Jar.  But  prithee  fir,  is 't  for  certain  ?  for  yet  it  can- 
not fink  into  my  head*  that  fhe  is  to  be  married  to  mor- 
row. 

John.  Troth,  fhe  makes  little  preparation  ;  but  it 
may  be,  fhe  wou'd  be  wedded,  as  fhe  wou'd  be  bedded, 
privately. 

E   2  Jar. 
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jar.  Bedded,  call  you  it,  and  fhe  be  bedded  no  bettsr 
than  he'll  bed  her,  (he  may  lie  tantaliz'd  and  eat 
wifhes. 

John.  Pox  on  him,  they  fay  he's  the  arranteft  mifer, 
we  fhall  never  live  a  good  day  with  him. 

Jar.  Well,  and  fhe  be  fnipt  by  threefcore  and  ten, 
may  ihe  live  fixfcore  and  eleven,  and  repent  twelve 
times  a  day,  that's  once  an  hour.  [Exit. 

Enter    Widow  m 

Widow.  Set  meat  o'th'  board, 

John.  Yes. 

Wid,  Why  do's  your  fellow  grumble  fo  ? 

John.  I  do  not  know. 
They  fay  you're  to  marry  one  that  will  feed  us 
With  horie-plumbs,  inftead  of  beef  and  cabbage. 

Wid.  And  are  you  griev'd  at  that  ? 

John.  No,  but  my  friends  are. 
Id.  What  friends  are  griev'd? 
rohn.  My  guts. 

Wid.  So  it  feems,  you  begun  clown— 

John.  Yes,  and  fhall  conclude  coxcomb,  and  I  be 
fed  with  herring  bones.  'Sfcot,  I  fay  no  more  ;  but  if 
we  do  want  as  much  bread  of  our  daily  allowance,  as 
wou'd  dine  a  fparrow,  or  as  much  drink  as  would  fox 
a  fly,  I  know  what  I  know. 

Wid.  And  what  do  you  know,  fir  ? 

John.  Why,  that  there  goes  but  a  pair  of  fhe^ets  be- 
tween a  promoter  and  a  knave ;  if  you  known  more, 
take  your  choice  of  either. 

Wid.  'Tis  well,  fet  on  dinner. 

Enter  Jarvis  with  a  rabbit  in  one  hand,  and  a  dijb  of 
eggs  in  the  other,  and  the  maid. 
Jar.  O  mirlrefs,  yonder's   the  mad    gallant,  mafter 
Alexander  Bloodhound,  entered  into  the  hall, 
Wid.  You  ihould  have  kept  him  out. 
Maid.  Alas,  ne'er  a  wench  in  town  could  do't,  he's 
fo  nimble,    I  had  no  fooner  opened  the  door,  but  he 
tkruit  in  e'er  I  was  aware. 

Ent&r 
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Enter   Alexander. 
Alex.  And    how  does  my   little  handfome,   dainty, 
delicate,  well -favourM,  ftraight,  and  comely  delicious 
bewitching  widow  ? 

Jar.  'Sfoot,  here's  one  runs  divifion  before  the  fid-- 
lers. 

WIL  Sir,  this  is  no  feafonable  time  of  vifit. 
Alex,     "Tia   pudding   time,    wench,    pudding  time; 
and  a  dainty  time,  dinner  time,  my  nimble- eyM  witty 
one.     Woot  be  married  to-morrow,  firrah?        (Sets  to 
Table.) 

Jar.  She'll  be  mad  to-morrow,  firrah. 
Alex.  What,  art  thou  a  fortune-teller  ? 
Jar.  A  chip  of  the  fame  block,  a  fool,  fir. 
Akx*  Good  fool,  give  me  a  cup  of  cool  beer. 
Jar.  Fill  your  mailer  a  cup  of  cool  beer. 
Alex.  Pirn,  I  fpoke  to  the  fool. 
Jar,  I  thought  you'd  brought  the  fool  with  you,  fir. 
Alex.  Fool,  'tis  my  man;  ih alt  fit  i' faith,  wench. 
Wii,  For  once,  I'll  be  as  merry  as  you  are  mad, 
and  learn  fafhions.     I  am  fe%  you  fee,  fir,  but  you  muil 
pardon  fir,  our  rudenefs ;  Friday's  fare  for  my  felf,  a 
diih  of  eggs  and  a  rabbit,  I  look'd  for  no  itrange  faces. 
Alex.  Strange !  mine's  a  good  face,  i'faith,  prithee 
bufs. 

Jary  Why  here's  one  comes  to  the  bufinefs  now. 

Alex.  Sirrah,  woot  have  the  old  fellow  ? 

JVid.  Your  father?  yes. 

Alex.    I  tell  thee  thou  fhalt  not ;  no,  no,  I  have 

luch this  rabbit* $  raw  too. 

Jar.  There's  but  one  raw  bit,  fir. 
Alex.  Thy.jeit.er  fure  fhall  have  a  coat. 
Wid.  Let  it  be  of  your  own  cut,  fir  ? 
Alex.  Nay,  nay,  nay  ;  two  to  one  is  extremity— 
but  as  I  was  telling  thee,  I  have  fuch  a  hufband  for  thee, 
fo  knowing,  fo  difcreet,  fo  fprightly  :  fill  a  cup  of  cla- 
ret ;  fo  admirable,  in  defires  5  fo  excellently  deferving, 
th  at  an  old  man,  fie,  {ief  prithee— here's  to  thee. 
Wid,  The  man's  mad,  fure. 

E  3  7«r. 
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Far.  Mad !  by  this  hand,  a  witty  gallant. 
John,  Prithee  peace,  ihalt  hear  a  fong. 

E  titer  ant  tent  Young . 

Wid.  What  cope's-mate's  this  trow  ?  who  let  him  in  ? 

Jar.  By  this  light,  a  fellow  of  an  excellent  breeding. 
He  came  unbidden,  and  brought  his  ftool  with  him. 

John.  Look  miftrefs,  how  they  Hare  one  at  ano- 
ther ? 

Jar.  Yes,  and  fwell  like  a  couple  of  gibb'd  cats* 
met  both  by  chance  i'th  dark,  in  an  old  garret. 

Wid.  Look,  look,  now  there's  no  fear  of  the  wild 
hearts,  they  have  forgot  their  fpleens,  and  look  prettily  ; 
they  fail  to  their  pafture,  I  thought  they  had  been  an- 
gry, and  they  are  hungry. 

Jar.  Are  they  none  of  duke  Humphrey's  furies,  do 
you  think  that  they  devis'd  this  plot  in  Paul's  to  get  a 
dinner  r 

Wtd.  Time  may  produce  as  ftrange  a  truth,. 
Let's  note  them, 

Enter  Randal. 

Rand,  Hur  loved  hur  once,  hur  loved  hur  no  more, 
Saint  Tavie  fo  well  as  hur  loved  hur  then. 

Wid.  Another  bur!  this  is  the-  cook-maid's  leaving 
open  the  door,  and  this  is  the  da  ntieft  difh  fhe  has  fent 

in,  a  widgin  in  Welch  fauce pray  let's  make  a  merry 

day  on't. 

Rand.  Augle  Ran  dais  comes  in  very  good  times,  you 
keep  ordinaries  hur  think,  what  have  you  fet  a  cat  be- 
fore gallants  there  ? 

Jar.  They  will  eat  him  for  the  fecondcourfe.  (JJide.) 
Thefe  are  fuitors  to  my  miftrefs,  fure  things  that  fhe 
flights  ;  fet  your  feet  boldly  in,  widows  are  not  caught 
as  maids  kifs,  faintly  ;  but  as  maftiffs  fight,  valiantly. 

Rand.  Is  hur  fo,  I  pray  bid  hur  miftrefs  obferve  Ran- 
dals  for  valours,  and  prave  adventures? 

Ant.  Some  beer. 

Wid.  Let  them  want  nothing. 

Ant.  Here  widow. 

Wid% 
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Wid.  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Alex.  Some  Wine. 

Jar.  Here  is  wine  for  you,  1ir. 

Ran.  Randals  will  not  be  outprav'd  I  warrant  hur. 

Alt x.  Here  w ido w . 

Wid.   I  thank  you  too,  fir. 

Rand.  Sounds,  fome  Metheglings  here. 

Wid.  What  does  he  call  for  ? 

Jar.  Here  are  fome  eggs  for  you,  fir. 

Ran.  Eggs  man,  fome  Metheglings,  the  wine  of 
Wales. 

Jar.  Troth,  fir,  here's  none  i'thr  houfe ;  pray  make 
a  virtue  of  necelftty,  and  drink  to  her  in  this  glafs  of 
claret. 

Rand.  Well,  becaufe  hur  will  make  a  great  deals  of 
neqefiities  of  virtues,  mark  with  what  a  grace  Randals 
will  drifck  to  hurrniftre&l 

Mid.  lie  makes  at  you,  forfooth. 

Wid.  La  him  come,  I  have  ever  an  Englifli  virtue 
to  put  By  a  Welfh. 

Rand.  O  noble  widows,  hur  heart  was  full  of  woes. 

Alex.  No  noble  Welchman,  hur  heart  was  in  hur 
hofe,  (Takes  away  his  cup. ) 

Rand.  'Sounds,  was  that  hur  manners,  to  take  away 
Randals  cups? 

Ant.  No,  it  (hewed  fcurvy. 

Alex.  Take't  you  at  vvorft,  then. 

Ant.  Whelp  of  the  devil,  thou  flialt  fee •t«y  ii;e  fort. 

John.  Jar,  Gentlemen,  what  mean  you  ? 

Rand.  Let  hur  come,  let  hur  come.,  Randals  will 
redeem  reputations,  hur  warrant  hur. 

Wid.  Redeem  your  wit,  fir  :  firfl  for  you  fir,  you 
are  a  Granger ; but  you,  fie  mailer  Bloodhound f--- 

Ant.  Ha!  Bloodhound!  good  fir,  let  mefpeakwith 
you. 

Ran.  'Sounds,  what  does  Randals  amongft  plood<- 
hounds  ?  good  widows,  lend  hur  an  ear. 

Alex.  Ancient  Young !  how  falfe  our  memories  have 
play \l  through  long  continuance  ?   But,  why  met  here, 

E  4  man? 
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man  ?  Is  Mars  Co  bad  a  pay-mafter,  that  our  antic; 
fight  under  cupid's  banner  ? 

Ant.  Faith,  this  v/as  but  a  fudden  ftart  begotten  from 
diftraftion  offome  fortunes;  I  purfue  this  widow  but 
for  want  of  wifer  work. 

Jar.  The  Welchman  labours  at  it. 

Rand.  A  pair  of  a  hundred  of.feeps,  thirty  prave 
cows,  and  twelve  dozen  of  runts. 

Wid.  Twelve  dozen  of  goofe. 

Rand.  Give  hur  but  another  hark? 

Alex.  He  has  the  mortgage  frill,  and  I  have  a  hand- 
fome  fifler  ;  do  but  meet  at  the  fountain  in  Fleetftreet, 
after  dinner;  O,  I  will  read  thee  a  hiftory  of  happi- 
ncfs,  and  thou  (halt  thank  me. 

Ant.  Ay,  read  all's  well,,  or  weapons, 

Alex.   A  word,   Jarnjisl 

Ran.  Oh  prave  widows,  hur  will  meet  hur  there*, 
hur  knows  hur  times  and  hur  feafons,  hur  war- 
rant hur  ;  Randals  will  make  thefe  prave  gallants  hang 
hurfelfs  in  thofe  garters  of  willow  garlands  apout  hur 
patesj  mark  hur  now,  and  remember.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Adieu  fweet  widow ;  for  my  ordinary [Kijfes 

Lht.) 

Wid.  'Twas  not  fo  much  worth,  fir. 

Ant.  You  mean,  'twas  worth  more  then  ;  and  that's 
another  handfomely  begg'd. 

Wid.  You  conclude  women,  cunning  beggars,  then. 

Ant..  Yes,  and  men  good  benefadtors.  My  belt 
wifhes   wait  on  fo   fweet  a.miftrefs— will  you  walk? 

[E 

Alex.  I'll  follow  you.     Woo't   think  on't  fooi 
night,   or  not  at  all  ? 

Jar.  I  wou'd  not  have  my  wiihes  wrong'd,  if  I 
fhould  bring  it  about  handfomely,  you  can  be.honeft  ? 

AUx.  Can,  dofl  conclude  me  a  fattin  cheat  ? 

Jar.  No,  a  fmooth  gallant,  fir.     Do  not  you  fail 
to  be  here  foon  at  nine,  (till  provided,  you  will  be  ho- 
neft ;  if  I   convey  you   not  under  her  bed,  throw  me 
a  top  o'th'  teller,  and  lay  me  out  o'th'  way  like  a  rg 
bilhoe. 
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Alex.  Enough;  drink  that.  Farewel  widow;  fate, 
the  deitinies,  and  the  three  ill-favoured  fillers,  have 
concluded  the  means,  and  when  I  am  thy  hufband— - 

Wid.  I  mail  be  your  wife. 

Alex.  Do  but  remember  thefe  crofs  capers  then,  you 
bitter  fweet  one. 

Wid.  Till  then  adieu,  you  bitter  fweet  one. 

Jar.  This  dinner  would  have  fhew'd  better  m  bed- 
lane,  and  me  at  the  other  fide,  holdeth  her  whole  neit 
of  fuitors  play,. .  What  art  decks  the  dark  labyrinth  of 
a  woman's  heart.  {Exit. 

Enter  Alar":  Bloodhound,   and  Sim. 

Moll.  Marry  old  Earlack  !  is  my  father  mad  ? 

Sim.  They're  both" a  concluding  on't  yonder,  to-mor- 
row's   the   day ;  one  wedding  dinner  mult    ferve  both- 
marriages. 

Moll.  Oh  Sim!    the  Antient,  the  delicate  Antient ; 
there's  a  man,  and  thou  talk'il  of  a  man  ;  a  good  face, 
a  fparkling   eye,    a   ftraight  body,  a  delicate  hand,  a 
clean  leg  and  foot,  ah  fweet  Sim  !  there's  a  man  worth- 
a- maidenhead. 

Enter  Bloodhound  and  Earlack. 

Sim.  Eut  I  fay,  mailer  Earlack,  the  old  man,  a  foot 
like  a  bear,  a  leg  like  a  bedftaff,  a  hand  like  a  hatchat, 
an  eye  like  a  pig,  and  a  face  like  a  winter  pigmie ; 
there's  a  man  for  a  maidenhead. 

Moll.  Oh  look,  look;  Oh  alas,  what  mall  I  do 
with  him  ? 

Sim.  What?  why,  what  {hall  fifteen  do  with  fixty 
and  twelve  ?  make  a  fcreen  of  him,  Hand  next  the  fire, 
whilit  you  fit  behind  him,  and  keep  a  friend's  lips 
warm.  Many  a  wench  would  be  glad  of  fuch  a  for- 
tune. 

Blood.  Your  oath  ftruck  it  dead  then,  o'  my  fide  ? 

Ear.  Five  hundred  deep  of  your  fide,  i'faith,  fa- 
ther. 

Blood.  Mol,  come  hither,  Mol ;  I  hope  Sim  has  dif- 
eover'd  the  project. 

E.  5  &ar, 
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Ear.  And  to-morrow  mutt  be  the  day,  Moll ;  both  of' 
a  day,  one  dinner  mall  ferve  ;    we  may  have  ftore    of 
little  ones  ;  we  muftfave  for  our  family. 

Mol.  Good  fir,  what  rafhnefs  was  parent  to  this  mad- 
nefs  ?  marry  an  old  man  !— Earlack  the  informer  ! 

Blood.  Madnefs ---You're  a  whore. 

Ear.  Is  fhe  a  whore,  Sim  i 

Sim.  She  muft  be  your  wife,  I  tell--- 

Blood.  An  arrant  whore,  to  refufe  matter  Innocent 
Earlack  of  Rogue-land !  that  for  his  dwelling.  Next 
that  he  doth  inform  now  and  then  againft  enormities, 
and  hath  been  blanketed,  it  maybe,  pump'd  in's  time  ; 
yet  the  world  knows  he  does  it  not  out  of  need  ;  he's  of 
mighty  means,  but  takes  delight  now  and  then  to  trot  up 
and  down,  to  avoid  idlenefs,  you  whore. 

Sim.  Good  fir! 

Ear.   Pray,  father  ! 

Mol.  This  wound  wants  oil.  [ajide.']     Good  fir,    in, 
all  my  paths, 
I  will  make  you  my  guide  ;  I  was  only  ftartled 
With  the  fuddennefs  of  the  marriage, 
In  that  I  knew,  that  this  deferving  gentleman . 
And  I  had  never  fo  much  conference, 
Whereby  this  coal  of  Paphos,  by  the  rhetoric 
Of  his  love  Healing,  heart  captivating  language, 
Might  be  blown  into  a  flame. 

Ear.  Does  fhe  take  tobacco,  father  ? 

Blood.   No,  no,  man  ;  thefe  are  out  of  ballads  ; 
She  has  all  the  garland  of  good -will  by  heart. 

Ear.  'Snails,  (he  may  fing  me  afleep  o'nights  then, 
Sim  r 

*  Sim.  Whv,  right,  fir,  and  then  'tis  but  tickling  you 
Q'th'  forehead  with  her  heels,  you  are  awake  again,  and4 
ne'er  the  worfe  man. 
1  Mol.  Is  he  but  Ave  year  older  than  yourfelf,  fir  ? 

Ear.  Nay,  I  want  a  week  and  three  days  of  that 
too. 

Blood.  I'll  tell  thee  an  old  faw  for't,  girl,  Old  fay  he 
he,  old  blades  are  bejt,  young  hearts  are  never  old. 

Ear.  Ah.  ha  ! 

Blood. 
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Blood.  Gold  is  great  glee,  gold  begets  red,  what  fault 
is  found  in  gold  : 

Urn.  I  will  aniwer  prefently,  fir,  with  another  faw. 

Blood.  Let's  hat,  let's  ha't. 

Bar.  Mark,  Moll. 

Sim.   Young,  fay  fhe  be  young,   Young  mutton's  fcweetr 
content  is  above  gold,  if  like  an  old  cock  he  with  young  mut- 
to?i  meet,  he  feeds  like  a  cuckold. 

Blood.  A  very  pretty  pithy  one,  I  proteft  ;  look,  anv 
Moll  do  not  laugh  :  'malt  have  a  pair  of  gloves  for  that. 
What  leather  doft  love  ? 

Sim.  Calf,  fir  ;  fheep's  too  fimple  for  me. 

Blood.  Nay,  'tis  a  witty  notable  knave  ;  he  ihould 
never  ferve  me  elfe. 

Enter  John  *wit&  a  letter. 
John.  My  miftrefs  remembers  her  love,  and  requefts 
you  would  inure  her  fo  much  to  your  patience,  as  to 
read  that. 

Blood.  Love  letters^  love-lies  ;  doft  mark,  Sim,  thefe 
women  are  violent,  Sim  ;  whilft  I  read  the  lie,  do  you 
rail  to  him  upon  the  brewer  ;  fwear  he  has  deceiv'd  us, 
and  fave  a  cup  of  beer  by't. 

Sim.  I  will  not  fave  you  a  cup  at  that  rate,  fir. 
Ear,  I   can  make  thee  a  hundred   a  year  jointure, - 
wench.     At  the  firft,  indeed,  I  began  with  petty  bufi- 
neiTes,  wench  ;  and  here  I  pick'd  and  there   I  pick'd  : 
but  now  I  run  through  nothing  but  things  of  value. 

Moll.  Sir,  many  thoughts  trouble  me ;  and  your 
words  carry  fuch  a  weight,  that  I  will  chufe  a  time, 
when  I  have  nothing  elfe  to  do,  to  think  on  'em. 

Ear.  By  my  troth,  ihe  talks  the  wittieft,  an'  I  cou'd 
underftand  her. 

Blood.  Oh,  nimble,  nimble  widow,  I  am  forry  we 
have  no  better  friends ;  but,  pray  commend  me,  tho'  in 
a.  blunt  dry  commendation,  at  the  time  and  place  ap- 
pointed ;  I  wonnotfail.  I  know  (he  has  a  neft  of  fui- 
tors,  and  wou'd  carry  it  clofe,  becaufe  Ihe -fears  furpri- 
zal. 

Ear.  What  news,  father  ? 

E  6  Blood.. 
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Blood.  Shalt  lie  there  all  night,  fon. 

Ear.  Was  that  the  firft  news  I  heard  on't  ? 

Blocd.  I  mull:  meet  a  friend  iW  dark  foon  ;  let  me 
fee,  we  lovers  are  all  a  little  mad  ;  do  you  and  Moll 
take  a  turn  or  two  i'th'  garden,  whilfl  Sim  and  I  go  up 
into  the  garret  and  devife,  till  the  guefts  come. 

Sim.  He's  a  little  mad.  I  had  belt  hang  him  upon 
the  crofs  beam  in  the  garret.  Exit. 

Ear.  Come,  Moll,  comeMolkin  ;  we'll  even  to  the 
Camomile  bed,  and  talk  of  houlhold  fluff ;  and  be  fure 
thou  rememberefl  a  trade. 

Mol.  Pleafe  you  go  before,  fir  ? 

Ear.  Nay,  an  old- ape  has  an  old  eye  ;  I  mail  go  be- 
fore, an'  thou  wco't  mew  me  a  love -trick,  and  lock  me 
into  the  garden.   I  will  come  difcreetly  behind,  Moll. 

Moll.  Out  upon  him,  what  a  fuitor  have  I  got  I  I 
am  forry  you're  fo  bad  an  archer,  fir. 

Ear.  Why  bird,  why  bird  ? 

Moll.  Why,  to  fhoot  at  buts,  when  you  Ihou'd  ufe 
prick -fhafts,  fhort  mooting  will  lofe  you  the  game,  I 
allure  you,  fir, 

Eur.  Her  mind  runs  fure  upon  a  Fletcher  or  a  B©w- 
yer  ;  howfoever  I'll  inform  againfl  both  ;  the  Fletcher 
for  taking  whole  money  for  piec'd  arrows,  the  Bowyer 
for  horning  the  headmen  of  his  parifh,  and  taking  mo- 
ney for  his  pains.  Ex  emit. 

Enter  in  the  tavern,  Alexander,  the  captain,  lieutenant,  Sut 
Short-hceh,   a  whore,   mijirefs  Cook,   a  b&tvdi 

Alex.   Some  rich  Canary,  boy. 

Draw.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

Alex.  Poflible  !  Thus  cheated  of  an  hundred  pie- 
ces ! 

A  handfome  halter,  and  the  hangman's  wages  popt   in 
the  place  :  what  an  acute  wit  we  have  in  wickednefs  r 

Cap%   'Ti$  done,  and  handfomely. 

Ester  Drawer. 
Draw    I':-re'~  a  of  ,ich  canary,  and  a  quart  of 

r*eat  claret,  gentlemen ;  and  there's  a  gentleman  below, 

he 
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he  lays  he  is  your  brother,  matter  Bloodhound  :  he  ap- 
pointed to  meet  you  here. 

Capt.  The  expected  thing,  that  bought  the  Briftol 
flone. 

Alex.  Send  him  up,  prithee  ;  remember  how  it  mult 
be  carry' d. 

BZwd.  I  am  her  grandmother  ;  forget  not  that  by 
any  means. 

Alex.  And  pray  remember  that  you  do  -  not  mump 
as  if -vou  were  chewing  bacon,  and  fppil  all. 

Bawd.  I  warrant  you. 

Enter  Ancit/, 

Ahx.  And  hark, 

Draw.  Are  thefe  the  company,  fir  ? 

Anc.  Yes,  butthofe  I  like  not;  thefe  are  not  they  > 
I'll  flay  i'th'  next  room  till  my  company  come. 

Draw.  Where  you  pleafe,  fir  ;    pray,  follow    me; 

Exit. 

Capt.  I  hear  him  coming  up  gingerly. 

Alex.  Oh  he  tramples  upon  the  bofom  of  a  tavern 
with  that  dexterity,  as  your  lawyers  clerks  do  to  Weft- 
minfler  -hall  upon  a  dirty  day  with  a  pair  of  white  filk- 
ftockings.  Brother  Tim,  why  now  you're  a  man  of 
your  word,   I  fee.  Enter  Tim. 

Tim.  Nay,  I  love  to  b^  as  good  as  my  fay.  See, 
brother,  look,  there's  the  reft  of  your  money  upon  the 
ring.  I  cannot  fpend  a  penny,  for  I  have  ne'er  a  penny 
left.     What  are  thefe,  what  are  thefe  ? 

Alex.  Gallants  of  note  and  quality  ;  he  that  fits  tak- 
ing tobacco'  is  a  captain,  captain  Carvegut. 

Tim.  He  will  not  make  a  capon  of  me,  will  he  ? 

Alex.  Are  you  not  my  brother  ? 

Alex.  He  that  pours  out  the  fparkling  fprightly  cla- 
ret, is  a  lieutenant  under  him,  lieutenant  Bottom. 
He  was  a  ferjeant  firil. 

Tim.  Of  the  Poultry,  or  of  Wooditreec  ? 

Alex.  A  ferjeant  of  the  field,  a  man  of  blood. 

Tim.  I'll  take  my  leave,  brother,  I  am  in  great  hafte, 

Alex.  That  delicate  fwee^  young  gentle  woman- -- 

Tim. 
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Tim.  Fough,  this  tobacco  ! 

Alex.  That    bears  the  blufh    of  morning  upon  her 
cheeks,  whofe  eyes  are  like  a  pair  of  talking  twins. 
cIi?n.  She  looks  juft  upon  me. 
Alex.   I  think  you  are  in  hafte.. 
Tim.  No,  no,  no,  pray. 

Alex.  Whofe  lips  are  beds  of  rofes,  betwixt  wrricli: 
there  Heals  a  breath  fweeter  than  Indian  fpices. 
Tim.  Sweeter  than  ginger. 

Alex.  But  then  to  touch  thofe  lips You    Hay   too 

long,  fure. 

Tim.  Pifh,  I  tell  you  I  do  not  j. 1  know  my  time  : 
Bray,  what's  her  name  ? 

Aux.  But  'tis  defcended  from  the  ancient  ftem,  the 
great  Tributie,  Lindabrides  her  name  ;  that  ancient  ma- 
tron is  her  reverend  grannum. 

Tim.,  Niggers,.  I  have  read  of  her  in  the  mirror  of 
knighthood. 

Alex.  Come,  they  mail  know  you.. 
Tim.  Nay,  brother. 
Alex.   J  lay  they  mall. 

Tim.  Let  me  go  down  and  warn  my  face  firfti 
Alex.  Your  face  is  a  rlne  face  :    My  brother,  gentle ~ 
men  ! 

Capt.  Sir,  you're  viclorioufly  welcome-. 
Tim.  That  word  has  e'en  conquer'd  me. 
Lieut.  I  defire.  to  kifs  your  hand,  fir. 
Tim..  Indeed  but  you  fhall  not,  fir ;  I  went  out  early, . 
and  forgot  to  wafh  them. 
Ba.~L.vd.  Precious  dotterill  ! 

Capt.    Sir,    I  fhall  call    it  a  courtefy,    if  you  fhall 
pleafe  to  vouchfafe  to  pledge  me. 
Tim.  Four  or  fix  ! 

Capt.  'Tis  rich  canary,  it  came  from  beyond  the  feas. 
Tim.  I  will  do  no  courtefy  at  this  time,  fir  ;  yet  for 
one  cup  I  care  not,  becaufe  it  comes  from  beyond  the 
fcas.     I  think  'tis  outlandifh  wine. 
Sue.  Look,  how  it  glides  ! 

Bawd.  Now,  truly,  the   gentleman   drinks    as  like 
one  mafter  Yvidgin  a.  kinfman  of  mine.  ■ 

Lieut. . 
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Lieut i  Pox  on  you,  heilding. 

Tim.  I  ha1  heard  of  that  Widgin,  I  ha'  been  taken 
for  him,;  and  now  I  think  on't,  a  cup  of  this  is  better 
than  our  four  (hilling  beer  at  home, 

Lieut.  You  mull  drink  another,  fir  ;    you  drank    to, 
no  body. 

Tim.  Is  it  the  law,  that  if  a  man  drinks  to.  no  body, 
he  mull  drink  again  ?  ' 

0?nnes.   Ay,  ay,  ay  ;  fill  his  glafs. 

Tim.  Why,  then  I  will  drink  to  nobody  once  more^ 
becaufe  I  will  drink  again. 

Alex.  Did  I  not  tell  you  !  More  wine  there,  drawer. 

Sue.  This  pageant's  worth  the  feeing,  by  this  hand. 

Tim.  Me.thinks  this  glafs  was  better  than  t'other, y 
gentlemen. 

Capt.  Oh,  fir,  the  deeper  the  fwceter  ever, 

Tim.   Do  you  think  fo,.  fir. 

Lieut.  Ever  that  when  you  drink  to  no  body. 

Tim.  Why,  then,  I  pray  give  me  t'other  cup,  that  If 
may  drink  to  fomebody. 

Bemud.   I  have  not  drank  yet,  fir. 

Ale x.  Again,  ye  witch  !-  Drink  to  the  young  gen-. 
tie  woman. 

Tim.  Miflrefs  Lindabrides, 

Sue.  Thanks,  moil  ingenious  fir, . 

Enter  Ancient. 

Anc  She's  a  little  fiiamefac'd  ;  the  deeper  the  fweet-. 
er,  forfooth. 

Ti?n.  Pox  on  you  for  a  coxcomb. 

Anc.  I'th'  next  room  I  have  feen  and  heard  all.— -Oh. 
noble  foldiers. 

Tim.  Here  boys,  give  us  fome  more  wine.  There's 
a  hundred  marks,  gallants  ;  'tis  your  own,  an'  do  but 
let  me  bear  an  office  amongftyou."  I  know  as  great  a 
matter  has  been  done  for  as  fmall  a  fum.  Pray,  let  me 
follow  the  fafhion. 

Capt.  Well,  for  once  take  up  the  money  :  Give  me 
acupoffack,     And  give  me  your  hand,  fir;    and   be- 
caufe. 
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caufe  our  Flemifh  corporal  was  lately  choak'd  at  Derph 
with  a  flap -dragon,  bear  you  his  name  and  place,  and 
be  henceforth  call'd  Corporal  CodVhead.  Let  the 
health  go  round* 

cli?n.  Round!    An1  this  go  not  round  !---Some  v/ine 
_  there,  tapfter.    Is  there  ne'er  a  tapfter  i'th'  houfe  ? 

[Ancient  Jheivs  him f elf. 

Alex.  My  worthy  friend,  thou'rt  mailer  of  thy  word* 
Gentlemen,  'tis  Ancient  Young  ;  you're  foldiers,  come, 
come,    fave-cap,   compliment    in    cup.       Prithee,    fit* 

cV.vH. 

Anc:  Are  you  a  captain,  fir  ? 

Capt.  Yes. 

Anc.  And  you  a  lieutenant  ? 

Capt.   Yes. 
f     Anc.  I  pray  where  ferv'd  you  laft  ?  * 

Capt.  Why,  at  the  battle  of  Prague. 

Anc.  Under  what  colonel  ?    In  what  regiment  ?  ' 

Capt.  Wiiy,  let  me  fee  :  but  come  in  company  :  let's 
ft,  fir.  True  foldiers  fcorn  unneceffary  difcourfe,  ef- 
je dairy  in  taverns. 

.  'Tis  true,  true  foldiers  do  ;  but  you  are  tavern-- 
rat;. 

Cap,  How  ? 

Alex.  "Prithee  ! 

Anc.  Foul  food  that  lies  all  day  undigeftedr. 
Upon  thequeafy  ilomach  of  fome  tavern. 
And  are  ipew'd  out  at  midnight. 

Tim.  Corporal  Cod's-head's  health,  -fir. 
I  c  In  thy  face,  fool. 

1/7//Y,  .This  is  cruel,  Ancient. 

Anc.  You  are  but  the  worms  of  worth, 
The  fons  of  fname  and  bafenefs, 
That  in  a  tavern  dares  out-  fit  the  fun, 
And  rather  than  a  whore  mall  pais  unpledg'd,  . 
You'll  pawn  your  fouls  for  a  fuperlluous  cup, 
Though  you  cad:  it  into  the  reckoning. 
The  true  foldier  is  all  over  man. 
Noble  and  valiant  \  wifdom  is  the  mould,, 

In 


A  Match  at  Midruglot.  1 1 3: 

111  which  he  calls  his  actions.     Such  a  difcreet   tempe- 
rance 
Doth  daily  deck  his  doings,  .that  by  his  modelty 
He's  guefs'd  the  fon  of  merit,  and  by  his  mildnefs 
Is  believed  valiant.     Go,  and  build  no  more 
Thefe  airy  cailles  of  hatch' d  fame,  which  fools 
Only  admire  and  fear  you  for  :  The  wife  man 
Derides  and  jeers  as  puffs  really  of 
Virtue  and  valour  I  (Thofe  fair  twins 
That  are  born,  breathe,  and  die  together)  then 
You'll  no  more  be.  call'd  butterflies,  but  men  : 
Think  on't,  and  pay  your  reckoning.  Exit.  - 

Capt,   Shall  we  fufFer  this,  Saunder  i 

Alex.  I  mull  go  after  him. 

Sue.  Kill  him,  an'  there  be  no  more"  men  in  Chrift- 
endom. 

Alex.  I  know  my  filter  loves  him,  and  h§  fwean  he 
loves  her,— and  by  this  hand  it  (hall  go  hard  if  he  have 
her  not,  fmock  and  all.  Brave,  excellent  man  I  With 
what  a  ftrength  of  zeal  we  admire  that  gooduefs  in  an- 
other, which  we  cannot  call  our  own  |  Exit. 

Lieut,  He's  a  dead  man,  I  warrant  him. 

Gaff*  But  where's  our  corporal  ?   corporal,  corporal. 

[Looks  out. 

Tim.  Well,  here's  your  corporal,  an1  you  can  be 
quiet. 

Sue.  Look,  an'  he  have  not  infconft  himfetf  in  a 
wooden  caftle. 

Tim.  Is  he  gone  that  call'd  us  butterflies  ? 

Bawd.  Yes,  yes,  h'as  taken  wing,  and  your  brother's 
gone  after  him,  to  fight  with  him. 

Tim.  That's  well,  he  cannot  in  conscience  but  do  us 
the  courtefy  to  kill  him  for  us.  Come,  gallants,  what 
mall  we  do  ?  I'll  never  go  home  to  go  to  bed  with  my 
guts  full  of  four  millings  beer,  when  I  may  replenifh 
them  with  facie. ---Ha,  now  am  I  as  lufty  ;  methinks 
we  two  have  blue  beards  :  Is  there  ne'er  a  wench  to 
be  had  ?  Drawer,  bring  us  up  impofiibilities,  an  honeft 
whore  and  a  confcionable  reckoning. 

Uiit.  Why,  here's  all  fire  wit,  whether  he  will  or  no.. 

Sutz. 
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Sue.   A  whore  !  O  tcmptii.  •;  think  bftk 

rich  wife  rather. 


Tim.  Temptin  bine,  fir;  file's  not  married,  is 

flie,  gentlemen? 

C$p.  A  Woodcock  fpring'd  !  let  us  but  keep  him  in 
this  bacchanalian  rnift  till  morning,  and  'tis  dtafie. 

Tim.  Tempting  handfome,  fir!  I've  known  a  wo- 
man of  handfome  tempt  .-,  throw  herfelf 
away  upon  a  handfome  tempting,   fir. 

Lini.  Hark  you,  fir  ;  if  me  bad,  and  cou'd  be  te 
ted  to't,  have  you  a  mind  to    marry  :  wou'd  you  marry 
ker  ? 

Tim.  Oh,  and  a  man  were  fo,  worthy  tempting,  fir. 

Lieu.  Give  me  but  a  piece  from  you. 
n.  And  when  will  you  givfe  it  me  again  ? 

Lieu.  Pray  give  me  bat  a  piece  from  you.     I'l!  pay 
this  reckoning  into  the  bargain  ;  and  if  J   have  not  a 
k   to  make  it  your  own,  1*11  give  you  ten   for't— - 
here's  my  witnefs. 

Tim.  Trfere  'tis,  fend  thee  good  luck  with 't,.  and 
go  drunk  to  bed. 

u.  Do  noz  yon  be  too  rafh,,  for  (he  obferves  you, 
and  is  infinitely  affected  to  good  breeding. 

Tim.  I  wonnot  fpeak,  1  tell  you,  till  you  hold  up. 
your  finger,,  or  fall  a  wmiiUing. 

Capt.  Come,  we'll  pay  at  bar,  and  to  the  Mitre  in 
Breadftrcet ;  we'll  make  a  mad  night  on't.  Pleafe  you,, 
fweet  ladies,  but  to  walk  into  Bread  rlreet,  this  gentle- 
man has  a  fcolifli  flight  fupper,  and  he  moft  ingenuoufiy 
profefTes,  it  would  appear  to  him,  the  meridian  altitude 
of  his  defired  happinefs,  but  to  have  the  table  deck'd 
with  a  pair  of  perfections,  fo  exquifitely  refulgent. 

TirA,  He  talks  all  fack,  and  he  will  drink  no  fmali 
beer. 

Bawd.  Pray  lead,  &nd  he  (hall  follow. 

Sue.  Blefs    mine  eyes,  my  heart  is  ful!  of  changes.. 

[Exit. 

Tim.  Oh,  is  it  fo,  I  have  heard  there  be  more  changes 
in  a  woman's  heart  in  an  hour,  than  can  be  rung  upon 
fix  bells  in  feven  days.     Well,  go  thy  ways,  little  daft 

thou 
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thou  think  how  thou  malt  be  betrayed,  within  this  four 
and  twenty  hours  ;  thou  (halt  be  mine  own  wife,  flefh 
and  blood,  by  father  and  mother,,  O  tempting  handfome, 
fir.  \Etfimt» 


Ailus  III.     Serena  I. 

Enter  Jcb;t  and  the  maid. 

•■;,pUT  firrah,  canft  tell  what  my  miilrefs  means 

J3  to  do  wich  her  iuitors  ? 
Maid.  Nay,   nay,  I  know  not,  but  there  is    one  of 

11  worth  looking  after. 
Jchn,  Which  is  he,  I  prithee  ? 
Maid.  Oh  John,  mailer  Randall,  John. 
John,  The'Welchman? 

\idt  The   witty  man,,  the  pretty  man,  the  Sag 
;  ;  he  has  the  daintieS  ditty,   ib  full  of  pkh,  (q  full 
of  ffeirit,  as  they  lay. 

J$&?,  Ditties  !  they  are  the  ends  of  old  ballads. 
Maid.  Old  ends,  I  am  fure  they  are  new  beginnings 
h  me. 
John,  Here  comes  my  miflrefs, 

Enter  Widow   and  Jarvis.. 

Wid.  Who  was  that  knock'd  at  the  gate  ? 

Jar.  Why  your  Welch  wooer. 

Maid.  Alas,  the  fight  orTs  eyes  is  enough  to  finge 
my  little  maidenhead ;  I  mail  never  be  able  to  endure 
him.  [Exit  maid. 

Enter  Randall. 
Rand,   When  high  King  Henry  rut'd  this  land,. 
the  couple  of  hur  name. 
Be  fides  hur  Queen  was  t  early  Ig~j\1, 
a  fair  and  princely —- ..  ..widows, 

Hark   you,  widows ;  Randals  was  difturb'd  in  cogita- 
tions, about  lands,  ploughs,  and  cheefe  preiles  in  Wales . 
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Bndoecat  hur  have  forgot  where  hur  and  hur  meet  foon 
atpright  dark  evenings. 

Wid,  Why  on  the  change,  in  the  Dutch  walks. 

Hand,  Oh  haw,  have  hur — but  Randals  was  talk 
no  Dutch*  pray  meet  hur  in  the  Welch  walk,  was  no 
Welch  walk  there  ? 

Wid,  Fie,  no,  there  are  no  Welch  merchants  there. 

Rand,  'Mafs,  was  fery  true,  was  all  ftientlemen  in 
Wales.  Hur  never  faw  hur  fhamber-maid  ;  pray  where 
was  her  fhamber-maid  ? 

Jar,  Taken  up  i'th*  kitchen,  fif * 

Rand,  Can  hur  make  wedding -ped  praveiy  for  Raiv* 
dals;  and  widows  ? 

Wid,  Pray  tell  him,  Jams,  whether  fhe  can  or  no. 

Jar,  Sir,  not  to  delay,   but  tfi  debilitate  the  ftreagth' 
©f  your  active  apprehenfion  of  my  mi&refc'i  favour, 

Rmtd,  Was  my  good  wordi, 

Jar,  Hark  in  your  ear,  fhe  will  have  her  neft  fea* 
ther'd  with  no  Britifh  breed. 

Rand,  Sounds,  was  not  Brittifh  fo  good  as  EngliAh  ? 

Jar,  Yes,  where  there's  wifdom,  wit,  and  valour; 
but  as  amongft  our  Englifh,  we  may  have  one  fool ,  a 
knave,  a  coxcomb,  and  a  coward,  fhe  bid  me  tell  your 
fhe  has  feen  fuch  wonders  come  out  of  Wales.  In 
one  word,  you're  an  afs,  and  {he'll  have  none  of  you. 
,  Rand,  Augh,  Saint  Tavie,  Owen  Morgan,  and  all 
her  coufins,  was  widow  herfelf  fay  fo  ? 

Wid,  Good  fir,  let  every  circumftance  make  up  one 
anfwer,  take  it  with  you. 

Jar,  And  the  Roman  anfwer  is,  the  Englifh  goofe* 
fir. 

Rand,  Sounds !  hur  was  kill  now,  Gog,  and  Gogma- 
gog,  a  whole  dozen  of  fnaints.  Make  fool  of  Ran- 
dals !  Randals  was  wifht  to  as  prave  match  as  widows  ; 
was  know  one  Mary  Bloodhound,  was  ha  all,  when  hur 
father  kick  up  heels ;  and  becat  though  hur  never  faw 
hur,  hur  will  fend  hur  love  letters  prefently,  get  hur 
good  wills,  and  go  to  fnurch  and  marry,  and  hur  were 
eight  and  thirty,  two  hundred  and  nine  and  fifty  wi- 
dows, mark  hur.  now. .  {Exit,  Randal. 

Jar* 
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^Jar.  He  pelts  as  he  goes  pitifully, 
Wid.  Where's  Mary? 
John.  Mary! 

Enter  Mary, 
■Wid.  Pray  go  to  Aldgate,  to  ray  fempilrefs  for  my 
ruff.      I  muft  ufe  it  fay  10  morrow  ;  did  you  bid  her 
hollow  it  juft  in  the  French  fafhion  cut  ? 

Maid.  Yes,  forfooth. 

Wid.  'Twas  well ;  we  have  no  other  proof  in  ufe, 
that  we  are  Englifh,  if  we  do  not  zany  them.  Let  John 
go  with  you. 

Maid.  Yes,  forfooth.  [Exit. 

Jar.  But  pray,  forfooth,  how  do  you  mean  to  difpofe 
pf  your  miters? 

Wid.  Shall  I  tell  thee  ?  for  this,  thou  halt  given  him 
his  cure,  and  he  is  pail  care  \  for  old  Bloodhound  the 
iaw-monger,  I  writ  to  him,  to  meet  me  foon  at  ten  in 
the  dark,  upon  the  change  \  and  if  I  come  not  by  tcn9 
he  mould  ftay  till  twelve :  intimating  fomething  myfti- 
cally,  that  to  avoid  furprizals  of  other  rivals,  I  mean 
to  go  from  thence  with  him  to  lye  at  his  houfe  all  night, 
jmd  go  to  church  with  him  i*ih}  morning  5  when  my 
meaning  is  only  knavery,  to  make  myfelf  merry,  and 
let  him  cool  himfelf  there  till  morning. 

Jar.  And  now  have  [  a  whimfey,  newly  jumpt  into 
the  coll  of  ingenious  apprehcnfion,  to  fa  wee  him  dain- 
tily ;  that  for  that.  What  chink  you  of  the  gentleman, 
that  brought  a  fiool  with  him  out  of  the  hall,  and  fat 
down  at  dinner  with  you  in  the  parlour  ? 

Wid.  They  fay  he's  an  ancient,  but  I  affect  not  his 
colours. 

Jar.  But  what  fay  you  to  the  mad  victorious  Alex- 
ander ? 

Wid.  A  wild  mad  roarer,  a  trouble  not  worth  mind- 
ing. 

Jar.  He  will  mind  you  e'er  morning,  troth,  miftrefs, 
fifide."]  There  was  a  gentleman  i'th'  next  room,  that 
hath  a  long  time  loved  you,  and  has  watch'd  for  fuch  an 
.hour,  when  all  was  out  of  doors,  to  tell  you  fo  ;    and 

Jione 
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none  being  within  but  you  and  I,  he  defires  you  wou\1 
hear  him  ipeak,  and  there's  an  end  on't. 

Wid.  What  is  he  ? 

Jar.  An  honeft  man. 

Wid.  How  know  you  ? 

Jar.  Why,  he  told  me  fa. 

Wid.  And  why  were  you  fuch  a  fool  to  take  his  own 
word  ? 

Jar.  Becaufe  all  the  wit  I  had  cou'd  get  no   body's 
elfe. 

Wid.  A  knave  will  ever  tell  you  he's  an  honeft  man. 

Jar.  But  an  honeft  man  will  never  tell  you  he's  a 
knave. 

v  V  Wid.  Well,  fir,  your  miftrefs  dares   look  upon   the 
honeft  man. 

Jar.  And  the  honeft  man  dares  look  upon   my   miff* 
trefs.  Exit* 

Wid.  'Tis  the  rougheft,  blunteft  fellow. 
Yet  when  I  take  young  Bloodhound  to  a  retired  collec- 
tion of  fcattered  judgment,  which  often  lies  disjointed, 
with  the  confufed  diftra&ion  of  fo  many  ;  methinks  he 
dwells  in  my  opinion  :  a  right  ingenious  fpirit,  veil'd 
meerly  with  the  vanity  of  youth  and  wildnefs.  He 
looks,  methinks,  like  one  that  could  retracl  himfelf 
from  his  mad  ftarts,  and  when  he  pleafed  turn  tame. 
His  handfome  wildnefs,  methinks,  becomes  him,  could 
he  keep  it  bounded  in  thrift  and  temperance.     But  down 

thefe  thoughts,  my  refolve  refts  here  in  private. But 

from  a  fool,  a  mifer,  and  a  man  too  jealous  for  a  little 
fweetnefs,  Cupid  defend  me. 

Enter  like  a  gentleman  *uery  brave^  with  Jarwis's 
cloaths  in*s  hand. 

Jar.  And  to  a  widow  wife, 
Nobly  liberal,  and  diicreetly  credulous, 
Cupid  hath  lent  me.  ' 

Wid.  Pray  prove,  as  you  appear,  a  gentleman.    Why 
Jarvis  ? 

Jar.  Look  you,  here's  Jarvis  hangs  by  geometry  ; 
and  here's  the  gentleman.     For  lefs  I  ;xm  not,  that  afar 

off 
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off  taken  with  the  fainted  prahes  of  your  wealthy  beau- 
ty, your  perfon,  wifdom,  modefiy,  and  all  that  can 
make  woman  gracious,  in  this  habit  fought  and  ob- 
tained your  fervice. 

Wid.  For  heaven's  fake  what's  your  intent  ? 

Jar.  I  love  you. 

Mid.  Fray  keep  off. 

Jar.  I  wou'd  keep  from  you.   Had  my  delires  bodie* 
How  1  cou'd  beat  them  into  better  fafhion, 
And  teach  them  temperance.     For  I  rid  to  find  you  ; 
And  at  a  meeting  amongit  many  dames 
I  faw  you  hril :   Oil  how  your  talking  eyes, 
Thofe  active,  fparklm.g,  fweet,  difcouriing  twins, 
In  their  ftrong  captivating  motion  told  me 
The  ilory  of  your  heart !     A  thoufand  Cupids 
Methought  fat  playing  on  that  pair  of  chryftals, 
Carrying  to  the  fwifrnefs  of  covetous  fancy, 
The  very  letters  we  fpell  love  with. 

Wid.  Fie,  fe. 

Jar.  I  have  ftruck   her  to   the  heart,  through  my 
face 
Apparelled  with  this  field  of  gravky, 
The  neglecled  roughnefs  of  a  foldier's  dart. 
Thefe  diamond -pointed  eyes  but  hither  through,  and 
you  will  fee  a  young  fpring  oa't,  but  queilion  times  fair 
ones. 

They'll  confefs,  tho'  with  a  blufh,  they  have  often 
found  good  wine  at  an  oldbufh.  My  blood  is  young, 
full  of  amorous  heats,  which  but  branch'd  out  into  thefe 
lufty  veins, 

Wou'd  play,  and  dally,  and  in  wanton  turnings, 
Wou'd  teach  you  itrange  con-tractions. 
Let  time  and  place  then,   with  love's  old  friend,   oppor- 
tunity, initrutt  you  to  be  wife. 

Wid.  Alas,  Tir,  where  iearn'd  you  to  catch  occafions 
thus  ? 

■■\  Of  a  lawyer's  clerk,  wench,  that  with  fix  fuch 
catches,  ieapY:  years  from  his  desk  to  his  coach, 

drawn  with  four  horfes. 

Wid.  Do  you  mean. marriage  ? 

Jar. 
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Jar.  Marriage  is  a  cloying  meat ;  marry  who  tho^ 
v/oo'tto  make  a  fliew  to  fhroud  thee  from  the  ftorms, 
round  headed  opinion,  that  fways  all  the  world,  may 
let  fall  on  thee  :  Me,  couzen  thou  malt  call.  Once  in  a 
month,  or'fo,  I'll  readfaife  letters  from  a  far  diltant 
uncle,  infert  his  commendations  to  thee,  hug  thy  be- 
lieving hnfb and  into  a  pair  of  handforne  horns;  look  upon 
him  with  one  eye,  and  wink  upon  thee  with  the  other. 
Woud'il  have  any  more  ? 

Wid.  The  return  of  fervants,  or  fome  friendly  vifit 
will  intercept  us  now  ,•  reaffume  your  habit,  and  be  but 
Jarvis  till  to -morrow  morning;  and  by  the  potent  truth 
of  friendfliip,  I  will  give  you  plenty  of  caufe  to  con- 
fefs  I  love  you  truly,  anditrongly. 

Jar.  You're  in  earned. 

Wid.  On  my  life,  ferious ;  let  this  kifs'fealit. 

Jar.  The  fofieil  wax  ever  feal'd  bawdy  bufincfs  ! 
Now  for  old  Bloodhound- ,    I'll   meet   you  upon  the 
Change,  fir,  with  a  blind  bargain,  and  then  help  your 
fon   to  a  good  -penny-worth*:  this  night  fhall  be  all 
mirth,  a -miftrefs  of  delight.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bloodhound,   Ear  lack  nxith  letters^  Sim  and  Moll. 

Blood.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  mark  what  follows ;  I  mull 
bring  her  home  i'th'-dark,  turn  her  up  to  bed,  and  here 
fhe  goes  to  church  :  my  cloak,  firrah, 

Sim.  'Tis  a  very  dark  night,  fir  ;  you'll  not  have  a 
cloak  for  the  rain. 

-Blood.  I'm  going  to  fteal  the  widow  from  I  know  not 
how  many. 

Sim.  Nay,  then  I'll  let  your  cloak  for  the  rain  alone, 
.and  fetch  you  a  cloak  for  your  knavery, 

Blood.  To-bed,  to-bed-'-good  Sim,  what  Moll,  I  fay. 

Moll.  Sir. 

Blood.  I  charge  you,  let  not  one  be  up  i'th'  houfe, 
but  yourfelf,  after  the  clock  ftrikes  ten,  nor  a  light  be 
ftirring  ;  Moll,  trick  up  the  green  bed  chamber  very 
daintily. 

Moll.  I  ihall,  fir. 

Blood. 
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Blood.  And,  well  remember'd,  Moll;  the  keys  of  my 
compting-houfe  are  in  the  left  pocket  of  my  coat,  a- 
bove  i'th'  wicker  chair;  look  to  them,  and  have  a  care 
of  the  black  box  there  I  have  often  told  thee  of;  look 
to  that  as  to  thy  maidenhead. 

Moll.  I  mail,  fir. 

Blood.  Pray  for  me  all,  pray  for  me  all. 

Sim.  Have  you  left  out  any  thing  for  fupper? 

Blood.  Out  rogue,  mall  not  I  be  at  infinite  expence 
to-morrow  ;  fail  to-night,  and  pray  for  me. 

Sim.  An  old  devil  in  a  greafy  fattin  doublet,  keep 
you  company. 

Blood.  Ha,  what's  that  ? 

Sim.  I  fay,  the  fattin  doublet  you  will  wear  to-mor- 
row, will  be  the  beft  in  the  company,  fir. 

Blood.  That's  true,  that's  true ;  I  come,  widow,  I 
come,  wench.  Exit  Blood. 

Moll.  Oh  fweet  Sim,  what  mall  I  do  to-morrow? 
To-morrow  mull  be  the  day,  the  doleful  day,  the  dif- 
mal  day;  alas  Sim,  what  doil  thou  think  in  thy  con- 
science I  mail  do  with  an  old  man  ? 

Sim.  Nay,  you're  well  enough  ferv'd;  you  know- 
how  your  brother,  not  an  hour  ago,  lay  at  you  to  have 
Jthe  Ancient,  one  that  your  teeth  e'en  water  at  ;  and 
yet  you  cry,  I  cannot  love  him,  I  wonnot  have  him. 

Moll.  I  could  willingly  marry  him,  if  I  might  do 
nothing  but  look  on  him  all  day,  where  he  might 
not  fee  me  ;  but,  to  lie  with  him !  alas,  I  fhall  be  un- 
done the  nrit  night. 

Sim,  That's  true,  how  will  you  go  to  bed  elfe  ?  But 
remember,  he  is  a  man  of  war,  an  Ancient,  you  are 
his  colours  ;  now  when  he  has  nimbly  difplay'd  you, 
and  handfomely  folded  you  up  againit.  the  next  fight, 
then  we  fhall  have  you  cry,  oh  fweet  Sim,  I  had  been 
undone,  if  I  had  not  been  undone. 

Moll.  Nay,  and  then  the  old  fellow  would  mumble 
me  to  bed. 

Sim.  Abed,  a  bawd  with  two  teeth  would  not  mum- 
ble bacon  fo  ;  then  he  is  fo  fparing,  you  mall  wear  no- 
thing, but  from  the  brokers  at  fecond-hand  ;  when  be- 

Vol.  VI.  F  inS 
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jng  an  Ancient's  wife,   you  mall  be  fure  to  flourifh. 

Moll.  Prithee  go  in  and  bufy  the  old  man  with  a  piece 
of  Reynard  the  Fox,  that  he  may  notdifturb  us  ;  for  at 
Xhis  hour  I  expect  Ancient  Young,  and  my  brother. 

Sim.  Well,  I  leave  you  to  the  managing  of  Ancient 
Young,  while  I  go  in  and  flap  the  old  man  i'th'  mouth 
with  a  fox  tail.  Exit. 

E?tter  Alex  a  fide  r  and  Ancient. 

Moll.  Look,  look,  an'  he  have  not  brought  him  juft 
upon  the  minute,  O  fweet  filken  Antient,  my  mind 
gives  me,  thee  and  I  mall  dance  the  making  of  the 
meets  together. 

Alex.  Now,  you  miftrefs  fig-tail,  is  the  wind  come 
about  yet  ]  I  ha'  brought  the  gentleman  ;  do  not  you 
tell  him  now,  you  had  rather  have  his  room  than  his 
company,  and  fo  fhew  your  breeding. 

Moll.  Now,  fie  upon  you ;  by  this  light  you're  the 
wickedeft  fellow  !  My  brother  but  abufes  you ;  pray, 
fir,  go  over  again,  you've  a  handfome  fpying  wit,  you 
jnay  fend  more  truth  over  in  one  of  your  weli-penh'd 
pamphlets,  than  all  the  weekly  news  we  buy  for  our 
penny. 

Anc.  Pox  on'r,  I'll  flay  no  longer, 

Alex.  'sFoot,  thou  flialt  jlay  longer ;  we'll  flay  hsr 
heart,  her  guts  cut. 

Moll.  Ha,  ha,  how  will  you  do  for  a  fifter  then  ? 

Alex.  Prithee,  Moll,  do,  do  but  look  upon  him  ? 

Moll.  Yes,  when  I  ha'  no  better  object. 

Alex.  What  canfl  thou  ice  in  him  thou  unhandfoms 
Jiideous  thing,  that  merits  not  above  thee  ? 

Moll.  What  wou'd  I  give  to  kifs  him  r  \ffidet 

Alex.  Has  he  not  a  handfome  body,,  flreight  leg 
a  good  face  ? 

Moll.  Yes,  but  his  lips  look  as  'if  they  were  as  haix} 
as  his  heart. 

Anc.  'sFoot,  mail  try  <Jnt  preiently. 

Moll.  You're  bafely,  f  r,  condition,d.---PagI}. 

Alex.  Why,  do  you  fpk  l 

Mall.  You  may  go.  By  this  light  he  khTes  fweetly.[< 

Alex.  Do  but:  flay  a  little,  Moll,  prithee  Mill,    thou 
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knoweft  my  father  has  wrong'd  him  ;  make  him  amends 
and  many  him. 

Moll.    Sweet  Mr.  Spendall,  fpare  your  bufy  breath, 
I  muft  have  a  wife  man,  or  elfe  none, 

Alex,  And  is  not  he  a  wife  man  ? 

Moll.  No. 

Alex.  Why? 

Moll.  Becaufe  he  keeps  a  fool  company. 

Alex.  Why,  you  are  now  in's  company. 

Moll.  But  birds  of  a  feather  will  fly  together  ;  and 
you  and  he  are  feldom  afunder. 

Alex.  Wrhy,  you  young  witch,  call  your  elder  bro- 
ther fool  !  But,  go  thy  ways,  and  keep  thy  maidenhead 
till  it  grow  more  defervedly  defpifed,  than  are  the  old 
bafe  boots  o£  a  half  flew'd  pander  ;  lead  a  welch  mor- 
ris with  the  apes  in  hell  amongft  the  little  devils, or 

when  thou  {halt  lie  fighing  by  the  fide  of  fome  rich  fool, 
---remember  thou  thing  of  thread  and  needles,  not 
worth  three  pence  halfpenny. 

Moll.  Too  late,  I  fear  I  ha'  been  too  coy  ;  you  are 
to  be  married  then,  ftr  ? 

Anc.  I  am,  indeed,  fweet  miftrefs,  to  a  maid 
Of  excellent  parentage,  breeding,  and  beauty. 

Alex.  I  ha'  thought  of  fuch  muficians  for  thee. 

Anc.  But  let  it  not  be  any  way  dillaiteful  unto  you, 
that  thus  I  try'd  you  ;  for  your  brother  perfwaded  me 
to  pretend  love  to  you,  that  he  migAt  perceive  how 
your  mind  itood  to  marriage,  in  that,  as  I  guefs,  he  has 
a  husband  kept  in  (bore  for  you. 

c.  Ay,  I  have  provided  a  husband  for  thee,  Moll. 

M'aI.  But  I'll  have  no  husband  of  your  providing; 
for  alas  now  I  {hall  have  the  old  man,  whether  I  will 
or  no. 

Alex,  I  have  fuch  a  ftripling  for  thee,  he  v/ants  one 
eve,  and  is  crooked  legged  ;  but  that  was  broke  at  foot- 
ball. . 

Anc%.  Alas,  we  cannot  mould  men,  you  know. 

Akx,  He's  rich,  he's  rich,   Moll. 

Moll.  I  hate  him  and  his  riches  :  Good  fir,  are  you 
to  be  married  in  earneil  r 
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Alex.  In  earneft  ;  why,  do  you  think  men  marry  as 
fencers  fometimes  fight,  iiijeft?  Shall  I  Ihew  her  mif- 
trefs  Elizabeth's  letter,  I  fnatch'd  from  thee  ? 

Anc.  Not,  an'  thou  loveft  me. 

Moll.  Good  brother  let  me  fee  it  ;  fweet  brother, 
dainty  brother,  honey  brother. 

Alex.  No,  indeed,  you  fhall  not  fee  it*  fweet  filter, 
dainty  filler,  honey  filler. 

Moll.  Oh,  good  fir,  fince  fo  long  time  I  have  lov'd 
you,  let  me  not  die  for  your  fake. 

Alex.  The  tide  turns. 

Anc.  Long  time  loved  me  ? 

Moll.  Long  e'er  you  went  to  fea  I  did. 
I  have  loved  you  very  long  with  all  my  heart. 

Alex.  Think  of  Befs,  think  of  Befs,  'tis  the -better 
match . 

Moll.  You  wicked  brother  !  Indeed  I  love  you  bet- 
ter than  all  the  Befs's  in  the  world  ;  and  if  to-night  I 
fhift  not  into  better  fortunes,  to-morrow  I  am  made  the 
miferablell  wife,  marriage  and  mifery  can  produce. 

Alex.  Is't  pofiible  ? 

Moll.  Alas,  fir,  I  am  to  marry  an  old  man,  a  very 
old  man,  trull  me.  If  I  was  Urange,  'tis  the  nice  timo- 
rous temper  of  a  maid  ;  you  know  'tis  againll  our  fex 
to  fay  we  love:  but  rather  than  match  with  fixty  and 
ten,  threefcore  and  ten  times  I  would  tell  you  fo,  and 
tell  them  ten  ti  *ies  over  too  :  truth  loves  not  virtue 
with  more  of  virtuous  truth,  than  I  do  you,  and  won- 
not  you  love  me  then  ?  \yjeeps. 

Anc.  And  lie  with  thee  too,  by  this  hand,  wench  ; 
come,  let  us  have  fair  weather  ;  thou  art  mine,  and  I 
am  thine,  there's  an  end  o'th'  bufmefs  ;  this  was  but  a 
trick,  there's  the  projector. 

Moll.  Oh,  you're  a  fweet  brother  ! 

Alex.  And  now  thou'rt  my  fweet  Mer.  I  know  the 
old  man's  gone  to  meet  with  an  old  wench  that  will 
meet  with  him,  or  Jarvis  has  no  juice  in  his  brains ;  and 
-while  I,  i'th'  the  mean  time,  fet  another  wheel  a-going 
at  the  widow's,  do  thou  foon,  about  ten,  for  'tis  to  be 
very  conveniently  dark,    meet  this  gentleman   at  the 

Nag's 
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Nag's  head  corner,  juft  againfl:  Leadenhall  ;  we  lie  in 
Lime-ftreet,  thither  he  (hall  carry  thee  ;  accommo- 
date thee  daintily,  all  night  with  Mrs.  Dorothy,  and 
marry  thee  i'th'  morning,  very  methodically. 

Moll.  But  I  have  the  charge  of  my  father's  keys  where 
all  his  writings  lie. 

Anc.  How  all  things  jump  in  a  juft  equivalency,  to 
keep  thee  from  the  thing  of  threescore  and  ten  ;  didft 
thou  not  fee  my  mortgage  lately  there  ? 

Moll.  Stay,  Hay. 

Alex.  A  white  devil  with  a  red  fox  tail,  in  a  black 
box. 

Moll.  But  yefterday  my  father  fhew'd  it  me,  and 
fwears,  if  I  pleased  him  well,  it  lhould  ferve  to  eke 
out  my  portion. 

Anc.  Prove  thine  old  dad  a  prophet ;    bring  it   with- 
thee,  wench. 

Moll.  But  now  at's  parting,  he  charg'd  me  to  have 
a  care  to  that,  as  to  my  maidenhead. 

Alex.  Why,  if  he  have  thy  maidenhead  and  that  in 
the  bargain,  thy  charge  is  perform'd.  Away,  get  thee 
in,  forget  not  the  hour,  and  you  had  better  fight  un- 
der Ancient  Young's  colours,  than  the  old  man's  ftan- 
dard  of  iixty  and  ten. 

Moll.  Remember  this,  mad~brain  !  Exeunt. 


*     Adhis  IV.     Scasna  L 

E)iter  Sue,  Tim,  Captain,    and  Bawd. 

Tim.  T  JA,  ha,  ha,  grandmother,  I'll  tell  thee  tfc 
n  beftjeft. 
Sue.  Prithee,   chkk. 

Bawd.  Jeft,  quotha' !  Here  will  be  jelling  of  all  fides, 
I  think,  if  Jarvis  keeps  his  word. 

Tim.  Sirrah,  whilfl  thou  wert  fent  for  into  the  not 
room,  up  came  our  fecond  courfe  3  amongft  others,"  in 
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a  difli  of  Blackbirds,  there  lay  one,  that  I  fvvore  was 
a  Woodcock  ;  you  were  at  table,  captain. 

Cap,  That  I  was,  and  our  brave  mad  crew,  which 
for  my  fake  you  are  pleafed  to  make  welcome* 

Tim.    Pifh,    we'll  have  as  many  more    to-morrow 

lit ;  but  ftill  I  fwore  'twas  a  woodcock  :  (he  fvvorfc 
'twas  a  Blackbird  i  now  who  fhall  we  be  try'd  by  but 

cant  "Sliceman,  captain  Carvegut's  coufin  here,  a 
trilling  wager,  a  matter  of  the  reckoning  was  laid,  the 
ierjeant  fwore  'twas  a  Blackbird  ;  I  prefently  paid  the 
reckoning,  and  ftie  dipt  off  the  bread  prefently,  and 
fwore  'twas  a  woodcock,  as  if  any  other  wou'd  pafs 
after  the  reckoning  was  paid. 

Bawd.  This  was  a  pretty  one,   I  proteft, 

Tim.  Made  furc,  before  fuch  a  mad  crew  of  witnef* 
fes,  firrah,  granaum,  all's  agreed^  Sue's— 

Sue.  Ay,  you  may  fee,  how  you  men  can  betray 
poor  maids. 

Enter  lieutenant, 

Lieut.  Do  you  hear,  corporal,  venders  ferjeaftt 
Slice  ~ian,  and.  the  brave  crew  that  fupp'd  with  us  have 
callM  for  three  ox  four  gallons  of  wine,,  and  are  of- 
fering money, 

Tim.  How  !  prithee,  grannuro,  look  to  Dab,  do 
you  two  but  hold  them  in  talk,  whilft  I  ileal  down 
and  pay  the  reckoning. 

IJent.  Do't  daintily,   they'll  flay  all  night. 

Tim.  That's  it  I  wou'd  have,  man  ;  we'll  make  therrv 
all  drunk  ;  they'll  never  leave  us  elfe  ;  and  ftill  as  it 
comes  to  a  crown.  I'll  ileal  down  and  pay  it  in  fpite  of 
their  teeth.  Remember,  therefore,  that  you  make 
them  all  drunk  ;  but  be  f ure  you  keep  me  fober  to  pay 
the  reckonings. 

0?nnes.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Bawd,  Oh,  Jarvis,  Jarvis,  how  I  long  till  I  fee  thee. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Moll  Bloodhound,   and  Sim  with  a  letter. 
Moll.  There  we  mull  meet  foon,  and  be  married  to 

morrow 
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morrow  morning,  Sim  ;  is't  not  a  mad  brother  ? 

Sim.  Yes,   and  I  can  tell  you  news  of  a  mad  lover. 

Moil.  What  is  he,  in  the  name  of  Cupid  ? 

Sim.  Why,  one  mailer  Randals>  a  Welchman  ;  I 
have  had  fuch  a  fit  with  him  ;  he  fays  he  was  wifh'd  to 
a,  very  wealthy  widow  ;  but  of  you  he  has  heard  iuch 
hiflories,  that  he  will  marry  you,  though  he  never  faw 
you  ;  and  that  die  parboyFd  JEtna  of  his  bofom,  might 
be  quench'd  by  the  confequent  paflime,  in  the  prittifli 
$ames  of  his  prittifh  blood,  he  falutes  yea  with  that 
love  letter. 

Moll.  This  is  a  mad  lover,  indeed,  prithee  read  it. 

Sim,  'Mais,  h'as  writ  it  in  Welch -Englifh  ;    we  had" 
been  fpoil'delfe,  for  want  of  an  Interpreter.     But  this 
he  begins  ;    millrefs  Maries— 

Moil.  He  makes  two  Maries  ferve  onemiftrefs. 

Sim.  Ever  nubile  you  live,  "'tis  your  fir  ft  rule  in  Welch 
Grammars,  that  bur  for  fake  nuidenvs,  and  take  maids, 
<wtis  no  great  nuonder,  for  fentlcmen  ever  love  the  fir  ft 
cvt , 

U.  But  not  o'th'  coxcomb,  he  fhould  have  put  in 
I 

rhe  coxcomb-  follows   by  cx'ifejie  ce,  mark 
elfe,      '*   1  ICracL    of  Carmarde  ,     „«   rwe    ih- 

Mary  P  hod-hounds,    cfi  lloitnd [ditch,  dwelling  ■>.  >  ■  Sidgatc, 
and  Pijbofs  gate,  jufi  as  between  hanuk  and  buzz,-.)  cL 

Moil.  He  makes  an  indifferent  wooing. 

Sim,  And  that  bur  loves  Marys  fo  monjiro. is,  yet  7  ever' 
fanu  her,  nuas  hecaufe  bur  hear  bur  in  all  fochiies  fib  ferry 
fillamufy  commended,  but  fife  daily  before  one  mafic r  Pufiie, 
crafiabLs  cfi  bur  parfb,  nuho  made  hurfielfi  half  fox* d  by 
[wearing  by  the  nvines,  that  Maries  nuou*d  be  monfirous 
g codjnarriagesfor  Randals.. 

Moll.  Mailer  BuiTie,  it  feems,  was  not  idle. 

Sim.  If  Marys  can  love  a  Britain  of  the  Flood  of  Cad - 
vrllader,  which  Cadnvallader  nvas  Prute*s  great  grand- 
father,  Randals  nuas  come  in  proper  perfons,  pring  round 
fillings    in  bur  pockets,  get  father**  good  nvill,    and  go  to 

rib  ajtinday  with  a  nuhole  dozen  of  JFelch  harps   before 

F   4  buri 


128         A  Match  at  Midnight. 

hur.       So,    hur  reft  hur  conjlant  lowers, 
Randal  William  ap  'Thomas,  ap  Ta<vyr  ap  Robert,  ap  Rtcey 
ap  Shejfery,  Crack. 

Moll.  Fie,  what  (hall  I  do  with  all  them  ? 

Sim.  Why,  he  faid  thefe  all  reft  your  conftant  lovers, 
whereof,,  for  manners  fake,  he  puts  himfelf  in  the  firil 
place  :  he  will  call  here  prefently ;  will  you  anfwer 
him  by  letter  or  word  of  mouth  r^ 

Moll.  'Troth,  neither  of  either,,  fo  let  him  under- 
Hand. 

Moll.  Will  ye  not  anfwer  the  love-lick  gentle- 
man ? 

Moll.  If  he  be  fick  with  the  love  of  me,  prithee 
tell  him  I  cannot  endure  him  ;  let  "him  make  a  virtue 
of  neceflity,  and  apply  my  hate  for's  health. 

Sim.  Ay,  but  I'll  have  more  care  of  the  gentleman,  I 
warrant  you ;  if  I  do  not  make  myfelf  merry,  and  ftar- 
tle  your  midnight  meeting,  fay  Sim  has  no  more  wit 
than  his  godfathers,  and  they  were  both  head  men  of 
this  parifh. 

*Enter  Randal. 

Ran.    Far  civ  el  widows    prawey  her  fall  no  Randall 
hanje> 
Widows  was  wery  full  of  wiles,. 
Mary  Bloodhounds  now,  Randals  make  a  wow,. 
Was  run  for  Moll  a  couple  of  miles.. 

Jrloneft  Simkins,  what  faid  Marys  to  Randal's  letters  ? 

Sim.  You're  a  madman. 

Rand.  Augh,  hur  was  very  glad  hur  was  mad. 

Sim.  The  old  man  has  money  enough  for  her,  and  if 
you  marry  her,  as  if  her  project  take,  you  may,  flie'll 
make  you  more  than  a  man. 

Ran.  More  than  mans  ;  what's  that  ? 

Sim.  Troth,  cannot  you  tell  that  ?  this  is  the 
truth  on't,  (he  wou'd  be  married  to-morrow  to  one  An- 
cient Young,   a  fellow  me  cannot  endure  :     now,  Ihe 
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fays,  if  you  could  meet  her  privately  to-night,  be- 
tween ten  and  eleven,  juft  at  the  great  crofs-way,  by 
the  Nag's  head  tavern  at  Leadenhall. 

Ran.  Was  high,  high  pump,  there  as  her  turn  into 
Graces-ftreet. 

Sim.  There's  the  very  place.  Now,  becaufe  you 
come  the  welcomeft  man  in  the  world  to  hinder  the 
match  againft  her  mind  with  the  Ancient,  there  me 
'will  meet  you,  go  with  you  to  your  lodging,  lie  there 
all  night,  and  be  married  to  you  i'th' morning  at  the 
Tower,  as  foon  as  you  fhall  pleafe. 

Ran.  Becat  hur  will  go  and  prepare  priefts  prefently ; 
look  you,  Simkins,  there  is  a  great  deal  of  round  fil- 
lings for  hur,  hur  was  very  lucky  fillings,  for  came  to 
Randals  fhuft  for  all  the  world  as  fortune  was  come  to 
fool ;  tell  Marys,  hur  will  meet  her,  hur  warrant  her  ; 
make  many  puppy  fools  of  Ancients,  and  love  her  very . 
monilroufly.  [Exit. 

Sim.  Ha.  ha,  ha  '  fo,  fo  ;  this  midnight  match 
ihall  be  mine  ;  fhe  fold  me  me  was  to  meet  the  Ancient 
there.  I'll  be  lure  the  Ancient  ihall  meet  him  there  ; 
fo  I  Ihall  lie  a-bed  and  laugh,  to  think  if  he  meet  her 
there,  how  ihe  will  be  itartled  ;  and  if  the  Ancient  meet 
him  there,  how  he  will  be  cudgell'd  :  beware  your 
ribs,  mailer  Randal.  Exit. 

Enter  old  Bloodhound. 

Blood.  I  wonder  where  this  young  rogue  fpends  the 
day.  I  hear  he  lias  receiv'd  my  hundred  marks,  and  my 
advantage  with  it,  and  it  may  oe,  he  went  home  fince 
I  went  out.  Jarvis  was  with  me  but  even  now,  and 
bid  me  watch,  and  narrowly,  for  fear  of  fome  of  my 
rival  fpies  :  For  I  know  ihe  has  many  wealthy  fuitors, 
all  love  money-  This  Jarvis  is  molt  neat  in  a  love  bu- 
finefs,  and  when  we  are  married,  becaufe  many  mouths 
much  meat,  I  will  requite  his  courtefy,  and  turn  him 
away  :  the  widow's  all  I  look  for.— Nay,  let  her  fling  . 
to  fee  I  have  her  poffeflions  ;  there's  a  Yaw  for't. 
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there's  thriving  in  wiving  :   For  vohen  vue  bury 
Wives  by  half  dozens,  the  money  makes  merry. 

Oh  money,  money,  money,  I  will  build  thee 
An  altar  on  my  heart,  and  offer  thee 
My  morning  longings,  and  my  evening  willies, 
And  hadft  thou  life,  kill  thee  with  covetous  kiffes. 

Enter  John  and  Jarvis. 

John,  But  now  and  fhe  fpeak  fhe  fpoils  all ;  or  if  he; 
call  her  by  my  miftrefs's  name  ;  haft  thou  not  tricks  to 
enjoin  them  both  to  filence  till  they  come  lure  ? 

Jar.  Phaw,  that's  a  ftale  one,  fhe  (hall  fpeak  to  him 
in  her  own  accent ;  he  fhall  call  her  by  her  own  name 
leaving  out  the  bawd,  yet  fhe  fhall  violently  believe  he 
loves  her,  and  he  fhall  confidently  believe  the  fame 
which  he  requires,  and  fhe  but  prefents. 
Fall  off,  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Mrs.  Ccote. 

Bavod.  Jarvis. 

Jar.  Here  I  have  difcovered  him,  'tis  by  his  coughs. 
Remember  your  inflruclions,  and  ufe  few  words ;  fay, 
though  till  night  you  knew  it  not,  you  will  be  married 
early  in  the  morning,  to  prevent  a  Vintner's  widow, 
that  lays  claim  to  him. 

Blood.  Jarvis. 

Jar..  Good  old  man,  I  know  him  by  his  tongue.. 

Blood.  Is  fhe  come  ?  is  fhe  come,  Jarvis? 

Jar.  Afk  her  if  fhe  wou'd  live,  fir,  fhe  walks  a  loof ' 
yonder. 

Blood.  We  fhall  cozen  all  her  woers. 

Jar.  Nay,  amongft  all  of  you,  we'll  cozen  one  great 
one,  that  had  laid  a  pernicious  plot  this  night,  with  a 
clufter  of  his  roaring  friends  to  iurprize  her,  carry  her 
down  to  the  water  fide,  pop  her  in  at  puddle-dock,  and  ' 
carry  her  to  GraveVEnd  in  a  pair  of  oars. 

Blood.  What,  what  is  his  name,  I  prithee  ? 
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Jar.  He's  a  knight  abounding  in  deeds  of  charity, 
his  name  Sir  Nicholas  Nemo. 

Blood.  And  wou'd  he  pop  her  in  at  puddle -dock  ? 

Jar.  And  he  cou'd  but  get  her  down  there. 

Blood.  By  my  troth,  we  fhall  pop  him  fairly;  where 
is  me  ?   where  is  me  ? 

Jar.  Ha,  do  you  not  perceive  a  fellow  walk  up  and 
down  muffled,  yonder? 

Blood.  There  is  fomething  walks. 

Jar.  That  fellow    has  dog'd  us  all  the  way,  and  I. 
fear  all  is  fruftrate. 

Blood.  I  hope  not,  man. 

Bawd.  This  it  is  to  be  in  love,  if  I  do  not  dwindle. .. 

Jar.   I  know  him  now. 

Blood.  'Tis  none  of  Sir  Nicholas's  fpies,  is**: 

Jar.  Heferves  him; 

Blood.  He  wonnot  murder  me,   will  he  ? 

Jar.  He  fhall  not  touch  you  ;  only,  I  remembe. 
afternoon,  this  fellow  by  what  he  had  gathered  by   t 
dropping,  or  by   frequent  obfervation,  aik'd  me    | 
vately   if  there  were   no  meeting  betwixt  you  and  j 
miflrefs  tonight  in  this  place  ;  for  a  widow  he  fa 
knew  you  were  to  meet. 

Blood.  Good. 

Jar.  Now  I  handfomely  threw  dull  in's  eyes,  and 
yet  kept  the  plot  fwift  afoot  too  ;  I  told  him  you  werfe 
here  to  meet  a  widow  too,  whom  you  long  loved,  L 
would  not  let  her  know't  till  this  afternoon,  naming  to 
him  one  of  my  aunts,  a  widow  by  Fleet-ditch, 
name  is  miflrefs  Gray,  and  keeps  divers  gentlewomen 
lodgers. 

Blood.  Good  again. 

Jar.  To  turn  the  fcent  then,  and  to  cheat  inquifition 
the  more  ingenioufiy . 

Blood.  And  to  bob  Sir  Nicholas  moll  neatly. 

Jar.  Be  fure  all  this  night,  in  the  hearing  of  any  that 
you  fhall  but  fufpecl  to  be  within  hearing,  to  call  i 
nothing  but  miflrefs  Coote. 

Bkod.  Or  widow  Coote, . 
F  6; 
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Jar.  Yes,  you  may  put  her  in  fo  ;  but  be  Aire  you 
cohere  in  every  particle,  with  the  precedent  fallacy,  as 

that  you  have  loved  her  long,  tho'  'till  this  day, and 

fo  as  I  did  demonrtrate. 

Blood.  But  how  an\  me  fhou'd  fay  me  is  not  widow 
Coote,  and  that  ihe  knows  no  fuch  woman,  and  fo 
fpoilall? 

Jar,  Truft  that  with  her  wh%  and  my  initruclions. 
We  fufpected  a  fpy,  and  therefore  fhe  will  change  her 
voice. 

Blood,  Thou  haft  a  delicate  miftrefs  of  her. 

Jar.  One  thing  more,  and  you  meet  prefently  \ 
mine  aunt  has  had  nine  hufbands ;  tell  her  you'll  hazard 
a  limb  and  make  the  tenth. 

Blood.  Prithee  let  me  alone  ;  and  Sir  Nicholas  were 
here  himfelf,  he  fhou'd  fwear  'twere  thine  aunt. 

Jar.  Go  forwards  towards  him,  be  not  too  full  of 
prattle,  but  make  ufe  of  your  initruclions. 

Blood.  Who's'  there,  widow  Coote  ? 

Bawd.  Mafter  Bloodhound,  as  I  take  it. 

Blood.  She  changes  her  voice  bravely ;  I  mult  tell 
thee,  true  widow,  I  have  loved  thee  along  time,  (look 
how  the  rogue  looks,)  but  had  never  the  wit  to  let  the* 
know  it  till  to  day. 

Bawd.  So  I  was  given  to  underfland,  fir. 

Jar.  Is  he  not  fool'd  finely  ?  (J fide.) 

John.  Handfome,  by  this  hand. 

Blood.  I  like  thy  dwelling  well,  upon  the  Fleet- 
ditch. 

Bawd.  A  pretty  wholefome  air,  fir,  in  the  fummer 
time. 

Blood.  Who  would  think  'twere  (he,  Jarvis  ? 

Jar.  I  told  you  Ihe  was  tutor'd. 

Blood.  I'll  home  with  her  prefently. 

Jar.  Faith,  and  he  have  any  private  difcourfe  with 
her,  they  difcover  themfelves  one  to  another,  and  {o 
fpoil  the  plot.  No,  by  no  means,  fir,  hazard  your  per- 
fen  with  her;  the  bold  rogue  may  come  up  clofe,  fo 
difcover  her  to  be  my  miftrefs,  and  recover  her  with 

much  danger  to  you. 

*  Blood. 


A  Match  at  Midnight.         133 

Blood.  Has  he  got  a  dagger  ? 

Jar.  And  a  fword,  fix  foot  in  length.  I'll  carry  her 
home  for  you,  therefore  not  a  light  be  ftirring ;  for  I 
know  your  rivals  will  watch  your  houfe  ;  Sim  fhall  fhew 
us  the  chamber,  we'll  conduct  her  up  i'th'  dark,  mut 
the  door  to  her  above,  and  prefently  come  down  and 
let  you  in  below. 

Blood.  There  was  never  fuch  a  Jarvis  heard  of.'  Bid 
Sim  to  be  careful,  by  the  fame  token,  I  told  him  he 
fhould  feed  to-morrow  for  all  the  week  after  :  good 
night,  widow  Coote,  my  man  ftayeth  up,  we  will  bob 
Sir  Nicholas  bravely.  Good-night,  fweet  widow  Coote> 
I  do   but  feem  to  part,  we'll  meet   at  home,  wench. 

[Exit. 

Bawd.  Adieu,  my  fweet  dear  heart. 

Jar.  Go  you  with  me  ;  fo,  fo,  I'll  cage  this  cuckow  ; 
and  then  for  my  young  madcap,  if  all  hit  right,  this 
morning's  mirth  fhall  crown  the  craft  o'th'  night.  Fol- 
low me  warily. 

Bawd.  I  warrant  thee,  Jarvis,  let  me  alone,  to 
right  myfelf  into  the  garb  of  a  lady  :  Oh  ftrange  !  to 
fee  how  dreams  fall  by  contraries;  I  mall  be  coach'd  to 
morrow,  and  yet  laft  night  dream'd  I  was  carted.  Pri- 
thee keep  a  little  ftate,  go  Jarvis.  [Exh.- 

Enter  Randall. 
Rand.  Was  fery  exceeding  dark,  but  here  is  high 
pumps,  fure  here  is  two  couple  of  crofs  ways,  and  there 
was  the  ftreet  where  Grace  dwells.  One  hundred  pound 
in  mornings  in  round  millings,  and  wife  worth  one 
thoufand  e'er  hur  go  to  bed.  Randals  fortunes  comes 
tumbling  in,  like  lawyers  fees,  huddle  upon  huddle. 

Enter  Moll. 
Moll.  Oh  fv^eet  antient,  keep  thy  word,    and  win 
my  heart.     They  fay,  a  moon-mine  night  is  good  to 
run  away  with  another  man's  wife  ;  but  I  am  fure  a 
dark  night  is  bell  to  fteai  away  my  father's  daughter. 
Rand.  Mary,  , 

MclL 
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Mcll.  Oh,  are  you  come,  fir  ?  there's  a  box  of  land 
and  livings,  I  know  not  what  you  call  it. 

Rand.  Lands,  and  livings  ? 

Moll.  Nay,  nay,  and  we  talk,  we  are  undone.  Do 
you  not  fee  the  watch  coming  up  Gracious-ftreet,  yon- 
der? this  crofs  way  was  the.worft  place  wre  could  have, 
met  at ;  but  that  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours ;  but  good 
fir,  do  not  blame  me,,  that  I  fo  fuddenly  yielded  to 
your  love,  alas  you  know  what  a  match  on't  I  mould, 
have  to-morrow  elfe. 

Rand.  Hur  means  the  fcurvy  Antient,  ( '  J  fide.) 

Moll.  I'th  morning  we  fhall  be  man  and  wife,  and 
then  !  Alas  I  am  undone,  the  watch  are  hard  upon  us ; 
go  you  back  through  Cornhill,  I'll  run  round  about 
the  Change,  by  the  church  corner,  down  Cat-eaten- 
ftreet,  and  meet  you  at  Bartholomew -lane  end.     {Exit. 

Ra-fid.  Cat's- rlreet  wras  call  hur,  fure  Randalls  was 
wrapt  in  mother's  fmock.  [Exit. 

Enter  Confi  able  and  Watch. 
Confi.  Keep  ftraight  towards  Bifhop's-gate,  I'm  de- 
ceiv'd   if  I  heard  not  fomebody  run.  that  way. 

Enter  chamber-  matdy    Hugh ivith  a  hand -I  ex. 

Watch.  Stay,  fir ;  here's  fomebody  come  from  Aid- 
gate-  wrard  ? 

Maid.  Alas, ,  I  fiiall  be  hang'd  for  flaying  fo  long  fo* 
this  cuff, 

Watch.  Come  before  the  conftable,  here. 

Maid.  Let  the  conflable  come  before  me  and  he 
pleafe. 

Confi.  How,  now !  where  ha*  you  been  pray,  dame, 
ha? 

Maid.  For  my  miftrefs's  ruff,  at  her  fempftris,  fir  ; 
ftie-muft  needs  uf  e  it  to-morrow,  and  that  made  me  flay 
till  it  was  done. 

Confi.  Pray  who's  your  miftrefs,  where  dwell  you  ? 

Maid.  With  one  miilrefs  Wagg  in  Black-friars,  next , 
to  the  fign  of  the  feathers  and  the  fool,  fir. 

Corfi.  . 
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Conft.  Oh,  I  know  her  very  well;  make  haftehome, 
'tis  late.  Come,  come, ,  let's  back  to  Gracechurch, 
all's  well,  all's  well. 

Enter  federally  Ant  tent  and  Moll. 

Anc.  I  'fcap'd  the  watch  at  Bifhopfgate  with  eafe?. 
there  is  fomebody  turning  down  the  church  corner  to- 
wards the  Exchange,  it  may  be  miltrefs  Mary. 

Moll.  Antient. 

Anc.   Yes. 

Moll.  Are  you  here  again,  you  have  nimbly  followed 
me  ;  what  faid  the  watch  to  you  ? 

Akc  I  palHhem  eafily,  the   gates  are  but  now  fhut. 

Moll.  As  we  go,  I'll  tell  you  luch  a  tale,  of  a  Welch 
wooer,  and  a  lamentable  love-letter. 

Anc  Yes,  Sim  told  me  of  fuch  a  rat,  and 'where  he 
lodges ;   I  thought  I  mould  have  met  him  here. 

Moll.  Here,    out    upon    him  : But    the   watches. 

walk  their  ftation,  and  in  few  words  is  fafety.  I  hope 
you  will  play  fair,  and  lodge  me  with  the  maid  you 
told  me  of. ' 

Anc.  She  flays  up  for  us,  wench,  in  the  word  of  a 
gentleman,  all  (hall  be  fair  and, civil. 

Moll.  I  believe  you.  [Exeunt. 

E?:ter  at  federal  doors,  Randalls'  and  Maid. 

Rand.  Sounds  was  another  fire  drake  walk  in  mange, 
we'll  run  pack,  was  Marys  have  faved  hur  labours, 
and  was  come  after  Randalls.  Marys  was  Randall  that 
loves  hur  mightily  Marys. 

Maid.  Mailer  Randall. 

Rand.  How  did  watch  let  hur  go  to  Graces -ftreet  ? 

Maid.  They  knew  me,  and  let  me  pafs. 

Rand.  Well  now,  hur  understands  Marys  loves  Ran- 
dalsfo  mighty  deal. 

Maid.  If  John  have  not  told  him,  I'll  be  hang'd. 

Rand.  Marys  (hall  go  with  Randals  to  lodgings,  and 
that  hur  father  work  no  divorcements,  he  will  lie  with 
hur  all  to  night,  and  marry  hur  betimes  next  morning  : 
mean  time,  hur  will  make  lands  and  livings  faft. 

Maid. 
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Maid.  How  !  father  ?  this  is  a  miftake  Aire ;  and  to 
fafhionitflt  for  mine  own  following,  I  will  both  que- 
ftion  and  anfwer  in  ambiguities,  that  if  he  fnap  me  one 
Way,  •  I  may  make  myfelf  good  i'th'  other';  and  as  he 
mail  difcover  himfelf,  I  11  purfue  the  conceit  according- 
ly. (AJide.)  But  will  you  not  deceive  me,  many  minds 
are  many  men's  almanacks,  the  dates  of  your  defire's 
out,  we  ferve  for  nothing  but  to  light  tobacco. 

Rand.   If  Randal  falfe  to  Marys  prove,  - 
cIhe?i  let  not  Marys  Randals  love  :  " 
For  Randals  wasfo  true  as  Jove, 
And  Marys  was  her  joy. 
If  Randals  was  not  Pritain  horn, 
Let  Marys  Randals  prevj  adorn. 
And  let  her  give  a  foul  great  horn  to  Randals, 

Hur  will  love  hur  creat  deal  of  much  hur  warrant  hur. 

Maid.  And  'tis  but  venturing  a  maidenhead,  if  the 
worft  come  to  the  worit,  it  may  come  back  with  ad- 
vantage. [Exit. 

Enter  in  her  night-cloaths,  as  going  to  bed,  widow  and 

maid.  ' 

Wid.  Is  not  Mary  come  home  yet  ?  ' 

Maid.   No,   forfooth.  [Exit. 

Wid.  'Tis  a  fine  time  of  night,  I  mail  thank  her  for't; 
-'tis  pail  eleven  I  am  fure.  Fetch  the  prayer-book  lies 
within  upon  my  bed. 

Maid.  Yes,  forfooth.  [Exit. 

Wid.  I  wonder  what  this  gentleman  fhou'd  be  that 
catch'd  me  fo  like  Jarvis,  he  faid  he  has  fitted  old 
Bloodhound  according  to  his  quality- --but  I  mull  not  let 
him  dally  too  long  upon  my  daily  company ;  luft  is  a 
hand-wolf,  who  with  daily  feeding,  one  time  or  other, 
takes  a  fudden  flart  upon  his  benefactor. 

Enter  Maid. 
Maid.  Oh  miilrefs,  miftrefs. 
Wid.  What's  the  matter,  wench  ? 

Maid. 
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Maid.  A  man,  a  man  under  your  bed,  miftrefs. 

Wid.  A  man,  what  man  ? 

Maid.  A  neat  man,  a  proper  man,  a  well-favoured 
man,  a  handfome  man. 

Wid.  Call  up  John,  where's  Jarvis  ? 

Maid.  Alas,  I  had  no  power  to  fpeak ;  his  very 
looks  are  able  to  make  a  woman  (land  as  Hill  as  a  mil- 
ler's horfe,  when  he's  loading ;  oh,  he  comes,  he 
comes !  *  [Exit*. 

Enter  Alexander. 

Wid.  How  came  you  hither,  fir?  how  got  you  in  ? 

Alex.  As  citizens  wives  do  into  mafks,  whether  T 
wou'd  or  no  $  nay,  nay,  do  not  doubt  the  difcretion  of 
my  conftitution :  I  have  brought  ne'er  a  groat  in  my  bo- 
fom ;  and  by  this  hand,  I  lay  under  thy  bed,  with  a 
heart  as  honeft,  and  a  blood  as  cold,  as  had  my  fifter 
lain  at  top— will  you  have  me  yet  ? 

Wid.  You're  a  very  rude  uncivil  fellow. 

Alex.  Uncivil!  and  lay  fo  tame  while  you  fet  up; 
your  foot  upon  the  bed,  to  untie  your  fhoe  !  fuch  ano- 
ther word,  I  will  uncivilize  that  injured  civility,  which 
you  fo  fcurvily  {lander,  and  reward  you  with  an  unde- 
cency  proportionable  to  your  underftandings..  Will  you 
have  me,  will  you  marry  me  ? 

Wid.  You,  why  to-morrow  morning  I  am  to  be 
married  to  your  father. 

Alex.  What,  to  fixty,  and  I  know  not  how  many  ? 
that  will  lie  by  your  fide,  and  divide  the  hours  with 
coughs,  as  cocks  do  the  night,  by  inftin£t  of  nature. 

Wid.  And  provide  for  his  family  alldav. 

Alex.  And  only  wilh.  well  to  a  fair  wife  all  night. 

Wid.  And  keep's  credit  all  day  in  all  companies. 

Alex.  And  difcredit  himfelf  all  night   in  your  con> 

Wid.  Fie,  fie;  pray  quit  my  houfe,  fir... 
Alex.  Your's,  'tis  my  houfe. 
Wid.  Your  houfe,  fince  when  ?• 
Alex,  Ever  fince  I  was  begotten,  I  was  bornto't ;  I 

muft' 
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muft  have  thee,  and  I  will  have  thee ;  and  this  houfe  is 
mine,  and  none  of  thine. 

Enter  Jar<vte. 

jar.  Oh  miftrefs,  the  feddeft  accident  i'th'  fcreet 
yonder, 

Wid.  What  accident,  prithee  P 

Jar,  You  mull  pardon  my  bc&faiefs,  in  con 
your  |>ed~chamber ;  there  is  a  gentleman  flail  I .  ay 

at  the  door  yonder,  and  the  people  won't  be  perfwaded, 
but  that  he  that  did  it  took  this  houfe,  There  is  the 
coriftaWe,  church- wardens,  and  all  the  head  men  of  ?he 
parifn,  be  now  (earching,  and  they  fay  they  will  come 
up  hither  to  your  bed-chambsr,  but  they'll  find  him'. 
I'll  keep  them  down  as  long  as  I  can,  I  can  do  no 
more  than  I  can.  [Exit. 

Wit*  Are  not  you  the  murderer,  fir  ? 

Alex.  I  ha1  been  under  thy  bed,  by  this  hand,  tiia 
three  hours. 

Witt*  Pray  get  you  down  then,  they  will  all  come 
up,  and  &nd  you  here  and  all,  and  what  will  the  parifii 
think  then  ?  pray  get  you  down. 

Alex*  Nor  no,,  no;-  I  will  not  go  down,  now  I 
think  6&h*.  (.au:Li  hi»ifU  . 

Wid-.  Why,  what  do  you  mean,,  you  will  not  be  fo 
uncivil  to  unbrace  you  here  ? 

Alex.  By  thefe  buckles  I  will,  and  what  will  they 
think  on't 

Wid.  Alas,,  you  will  undo  me. 

Alex.  No.  no,  I  will  undo  niyfelf  look  you. 

Wid.  Good  fir. 

Altx..  I   will  off  with  my  doublet  to  my  very  mir-t. 

Wid.  Pray  fir,  have  more  care  of  a  woman's  reputa- 
tion. 

Alex.  Have  a  care  on't  thyfelf  woman,  and  marry  me 
then. 

Wid.  Shou'd  they  come  up  and  fee  this.,  what  cou'd 
they  think,  but  that  feme  .foul  uncivil  a&  of.  fhame  had 
this  night  fcunM  my  houfe  ?,  and  as  good  marry,  him-  as 
my,  name  loft  for  ever.. 

Alt.. 
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Ahx.  Will  you  have  me  before  the  other  fleeve  goes 
off? 

Wid.  Do,  hang  yotirfelf,  I  will  not  have  you— look, 
fcok,  if  he  have  not  pullVd  it  off  quite,  why  you  won* 
not  pull  off  your  boots  too,  will  you  ? 

Alex*  Breeches  and  all,  by  this  Rem. 

Wid\  What,  and  ftand  naked  in  a  widow's  chamber. 

Alex.  As  naked  as  Grantham  iteeple,  or  the  Strand 
May  pole,  by  this  ipur  j  and  what  your  grave  pa- 
rifhioners  will  think  on't? 

Jar,  Gentlemen,  pray  keep  down. 

Wid.  Alas,  they  are-  at  the  ftdra  foot;  for  heaven's 
fake,  fir ! 

Alex.  Will  you  have  me? 

Wid.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  no. 

Alex.  This  is  the  lail  time  of  afking,  they  come  up, 
and  down  go  my  breeches,  will  you  have  me  ? 

Wid.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  alas;  and  your  breeches  go  down, 
I  am  undone  for  ever. 

ALftcy  Why  then  kifs  me  upon't*.  And  yet  there's  no 
cracking  your  credit ;  Jarvis,  come  in,  Jar^vis.. 

Exfer  Jlv^iS. 
••'.  I  havtf  kepr  my  promife,  §r,  you've  catclvd.the 
old  one, 

Wid,  How  catcht,  is  there  nobody  below  then  ? 

Jar.  Nobody  but  John,  foriboth,  recovering  a  to- 
bacco fnuff,  that  departed  before  fupper. 

Wid.  And  did  you  promife  this,  fir  ? 

Jar.  A  woman  cannot  have  a  handfomer  cloud,  than 
a  hair-brain'd  hufband:  I  will  be  your  cooze,.  he  fhall 
be  my  cuckold.  (Afide.) 

Wid.  I  love  you  for  your  art.  [AJide.) 

Jar.  Come,  come,  put  on,  fir  ;  Pve  acquainted  you 
both  with  your  father's  intended  marriage.  PtlT  morn- 
ing you  fhall  certify  him  very  early  by  letter,  the  qua=- 
lity  of  your  fortunes,  and  return  to  your  obedience, 
and  that  you  and  your  wife,  ftill  concealing  the  parties, 
will  attend  him  to  church.  John  and  Pll  be  there  early, 
as  commanded  by  my  miflrefs,  to  difcharge  our  atten- 
dance- 
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dance  :  about  goes  the  plot,  out  comes  the  proje£l> 
and  there's  a  wedding  dinner  drefl  to  your  hands. 

Alex.  As  pat  as  a  fat  hare  to  a  lean  mark;  we  fhall 
hunger  for't;  honeft  Jarvis,  I  am  thy  bed-fellow  to 
night,  and  to-morrow  thy  mailer. 

Wid.  You're  a  fine  man  to  ufe  a  woman  thus  ? 

Alex.  Piih,.  come,  come. 

Fine  men  maft  ufe  fine  nxjomen  thus,  t is  fit ; 

Plain  truth  takes  maids ,  <wido<ws  are  nvon  ivith  <wit. 

Jar.  You  £hall  wear  horns  with  wifdom,  that  is  in 
your  pocket.  [Exeunt*. 


A£tu*  V.     SeasnaL- 

Enter  Sim  and  Jchn,  faffing  over  with  a  hafon  cfrofe- 
rnary,  and  a  great  fiaggon  with  ivine. 

Sim. /T^Ome  John,  carry  your  hand  fleadiJy,  the  gueilsr 
VJ  drop  in  apace,  do  not  let  your  wine  drop  on't; 

John.  'Tis  as  I  told  thee,  mailer  Alexander,  thy  mi- 
ilrefs  elded  fon  will  be  here. 

Sim.  I  pray  burn  fome  pitch  i'th'  parlour,  'tis  good; 
againft  ill  airs,  mailer  Alexander  will  be  here,       [Exit. 

Enter  old  Bloodhound,  and  Jarvis. 

Blood.  I  am  up  before  your  fon  Earlack,  will  Ancient: 
Young  be  here  with  a  rich  wife  too  ?  thy  miflrefs  is  not 
ilirring  yet,  firrah  ;  I'll  hold  my  life  the  baggage  flipt  to 
thy  miflrefs,  there  they  have  e'en  lock'd  the  door  to 
them  and  are  tricking  up  one  another  :  oh  thefe  wo- 
men !  But  this  rogue  Tim,  he  lay  out  to-night  too  ;  he 
received  my  hundred  mark,  and  I  fear  is  murdered: 
Trufs,  trufs,  good  Jarvis. 

Jar.  He  has  been  a  wooing,  fir,  and  has  fetch'd  over 
the  delicateil  young  virgin  !  her  father  died  but  a  week 
fmce,  and  left  her  to  her  marriage,  five  thoufand  pound 

in 
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Sn  money,  and  a  parcel  of  land,  worth  three  hundred 
per  annum. 

Blood,  Nay,  nay,  'tis  like  ;  the  boy  had  ever  a  cap- 
tivating tongue  to  take, a  woman— O  excellent  money, 
excellent  money,  miftrefs  of  my  devotions !  My  wi- 
dow's eftate  is  little  lefs  too  ;  and  then  Sander,  he  has 
got  a  monied  woman  too,  there  will  be  a  bulk  of  mo- 
ney. T.im  is  pulling,  I  may  tell  thee,  one  that  by  na- 
ture's courfe,  cannot  live  long:  t'other,  a  midnight 
furfeit  cuts  off,  then  have  I  a  trick  to  cozen  both  their 
widows,  and  make  all  mine.  O  J.arvis,  what  a  monied 
generation  fhall  I  then  get  upon  thy  miftrefs? 

Jar..  A  very  virtuous  brood. 

Blood,  Haft  done  ? 

Jar.  I  have  done,  fir. 

Blood.  I'll  in  and  get  fome  mufick  for  thy  miftref*, 
to  quicken  her  this  morning  ;  and  then  to  church  in  ear- 
neft.  When  'tis  done,  where  is  Sir  Nicholas  Nemo  and 
his  words.,  that  watch  fo  for  her?  Ha,  ha,  ha;  all's 
mixt  with  honey,  I  have  mirth,  a  fweet  young  widow 
and  her  money.  O  that  fweet  faint,  call'd  money. 

Enter  Alexa?ider,  Widow,  Ancient,  Moll,    and  Sim. 

Anc.  Joy,  ay,  and  a  hundred  pound  a  year  in  a  black 
box  to  the  bargain,  given  away  i'th'  dark  laft  night  to 
we  know  not  who,  and  to  be  heard  of  we  know  not 
when  's Foot,  an'  this  be  joy,  wou'd  we  had  a  hand- 
tome  iuce  of  forrow  to  feafon  it. 

Alex.  By  this  light  'twas  ftrange. 

Moll.  Believe  me,  fir,  I  thought  I  had  given  it  you  • 
he  that  took  it  call'd  me  by  my  name. 

Sim.  Did  he  fpeak  Welch  or  Englifh  ? 
9    Moll.  Alas,  I  know  not,  I  enjoin'd  him  filence,  fee- 
ing the  watch  coming  who  parted  us. 

Sim  If  this  were  not  mafter  Randals  of  Randal-hall, 
that  I  told  you  of,  I'll  be  flea'd. 

Alex  Bemask'd,  and  withdraw  a  while  ;  here  comes 
our  dad. 


Enter 


142  A  Match  at  Midnight. 

Enter  Bloodhound,   Sir  Marmaduke  Manyminds,  Sir 
Janus  Ambodcxttr,  a?id  majitr  BuJJy. 

Blood.  Why,  mailer  Buf  y,  afleep  as  thou  iland'il, 
man? 

pirn.  Some  horfe  taught  him  that  ;  'tis  worth  god-a- 
mercy. 

Conjl.  I  watch  all  night,  I  proteft,  fir  ;  the  compters 
pray  for  me  :    I  fend  all  in  cut  and  long  tail. 

Sir.   Mar.  What,  what  ? 

Conjl.  I  fent  twelve  gentlewomen,  our  own  neigh- 
bours laft  night,  for  being  fo  late  but  at  a  woman's 
labour. 

Blocd.  Alas,  fir,  a  woman  in  that  kind,  you  know 
muil  have  help. 

Conjl.  What's  that  to  me  ?  I  am  to  take  no  notice  of 
that ;  they  might  have  let  her  alone  till  morning  ;  or 
ihe  might  have  cry'd  out  fome  other  time. 

Sir  Mar.  Nay,  nay,  mailer  BuiTy  knows  his  place,  I 
warrant  you. 

Enter  Alexander,  and  Ancient  Young. 

Blocd.  Son  Alexander,  welcome,  and  Ancient  Young 
too  ;   I  have  heard  all. 

Ahx.  You  muft  pardon  the  rudenefs  of  the  gentlewo- 
men, fir,  in  not  unmasking  ;  they  intreated  me  to  in- 
form you,  there  are  fome  i'th'  houfe  to  whom  they 
wcu'd  by  no  means  be  laid  open. 

Bleed.  They  are  witty!,  they  are  witty. 

Alex.  But,  for  myfelf,  I  am  now  your  moil  obedient 
virtuous  Alexander. 

Blocd.  Obedience;  hang  virtue,  let  her  ftarve  i  has 
lhe  money  ?    has  ire  money  ? 

Alex.  Two  chefts  of  fiver,  and  two  Utopian  trunks 
full  of -gold  and  jewels. 

Bleed.  They  are  all  Alexander's  women,  do  you 
mark'? 

Sim.  Alexander  wis  tie  conqueror,  fir. 

Blood.  Ccme,  come,  we'll  to  church  prefently  :  Pri- 
thee,  Jar%i$,  whiifl  the  mufick  plays  juft  upon  the  deli- 

cious 
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cious  clofe,  ufher  in.  the  brides,  the  widow,  and  my 
Moil.  Exit. 

Sim.  I  tell  you  true,  gallants,  I  have  feen  neither  of 
them  to-day.     Shall  I  give  him  the  lye  ? 

Blood.  They  are  both  lock'd  up,  i'faith,  trimming  of 
one  another.  Oh,  thefe  women,  they  are  fo  fecret  in 
their  bufinefs,  they  will  make  very  coxcombs  of  us 
men,  and  do't  at  pleafure  too  ;  'tis  well  {aid,  friends  ; 
play,  play,  where's  Sim  ? 

Anc.  How  he  beftirs  him. 

Alex,  Yes,  he  will  fweat  by  and  by. 

Sim,  Here  is  the  fign  of  Sim,   fir. 

Blood.  Have  the  guefts  rofemary  without? 

Sim.  They  have  Role  the  cookmaid  without,  but 
they  fay  you  have  miftrefs  Mary  within. 

Alex.  Well  faid,  rafcal. 

Blood.  Mary's  above,  goodman  blockhead.  Call  my 
.fon  Earlaek,  bid  him  for  fhame  make  hafte, 

Sim.  He  (hall  make  hafte  for  fhame.  [Exit. 

Blood.  I  am  fo  bufied,  you  muft  bear  with  me,  gen- 
tlemen ;  Jthey  leave  it  all  to  me  here. 

Qonjl.  But  I  will  go  charge  fome  of  the  inferior  gueits 
in  the  king's  name  to  fill  fome  wine. 

Blood.  No,  no,  good  mailer  Buify,  we  will  firft  uiher 
the  brides. 

Enter    Sim. 

Sim.  01},  gentlemen,  where  are  you  ?  Where  are 
you  ?    Where  are  you,  gentlemen  ? 

Ontftcs.   What's  the  matter  ? 

"Blood.  Where's  Moll,  Sim ;  the  widow,  Sim;  the 
dainty  wido 

Sim.  There  is  no  Moll  ;    there  is  no  dainty   young 
jvidow,  but  a  damnable  bawd  we  found  a-.bed  with  a 
face  like  an  apple  half  rojiiled, 
'    Omm  s-.  Hov/'s  this  ! 

Blood.    Why,  gentlemen  !    - 

Anc.  Now  it  works. 

Blood.  Jarvis,  you're  a  rogue,  a  cut-purfe,  Jarvis. 
Run.,  Sim,  call  my  fon  Earlaek  ;    he  mail  put  her  into 

the 
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the  Spiritual  Court  for  this. 

Sim.  Nay,  he  has  put  her  in  there  already,  for  wt 
'found  Kim  a-bed  with  her. 

Omnes.  Poffible  f 

Blood.  Ha,  boys  ;  the  informer  and  the  bawd,  tht 
bawd  and  the  informer  have  got  a  devil  betwixt  them, 
gentlemen. 

Sim.  Nay,  fir,  the  jell  was,  that  they  mould  fall  a- 
ileep  together,  and  forget  themfelves ;  for  very  loving- 
ly we  found  them  together,  like  the  Gemini,  or  the 
two  winter  mornings  met  together  :  Look,  look,  look 
where  they  come,  fir,  and  Jarvis  between  'em,  juft  like 
the  picture  of  knavery  betwixt  fraud  and  letchery. 

Enter  Jarvis  and  Ear  lack. 

Jar.  Tim  is  puling,  firrah,  I  may  tell  it  thee,  a 
midnight  furfeit  too  may  cut  off  Sander,  I'll  cozen  their 
wives,  make  all  mine  own,  and  then,  Oh  Jarvis  what 
•a  monied  generation  fhall  I  get  upon  this  widow  Coote 
that  hath  two  teeth. 

Blood.  Did  we  bring  you  to  mufick  with  a  mifchief 
Earlack  !  thou'rt  a  goat,  thou  hail  abus'd  the  beft  bed  in 
my  houfe,  I'll  fet  a  fumner  upon  thee. 

Ear.  Bloodhound,  thou  art  a  ufurer,  and  takeft  forty 
in  the  hundred,  I'll  inform  againfl  thee. 

Blood.   Are  you  a  bawd,   huffy,  ha  ? 

Ba<ivd.  Alas  fir,  I  was  merely  envied,  betrayed  by 
Jarvis,  but  as  I  have  been  bawd  to  the  flefh,  you  have 
been  bawd  to  your  money ;  fo  fet  the  hare-pye  againft 
the  goofe-giblets,  and  you  and  I  are  as  daintily  match'd 
as  can  be,  fir.  i 

Blood.  Sim,  run  to  the  widow  Waggs,  tell  her  w« 
are  both  abus'd,  this  Jarvis  is  a  jugler,  fay. 

Ant.  I  can  fave  Sim  that  labour,  fir,  I  affure  you 
the  widow  is  married  to  your  fon  Alexander,  and  as 
a  confirmation    me    is  come     herfelf    to    witnefs    it. 

[D  if  covers. 

Alex.  Your  fair  young  daughter  is  wife  to  this  An- 
tient,  who  is  come  likewife  to  witnefs  it. 

Wid. 
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Wid.  The  plain  truth  is,  matter  Bloodhound,  I  would 
entreat  you  to  keep  the  kennel,  the  younger  dog  being 
of  the  better  fcent,  has  borne  the  game  before  you. 

Alex.  We  have  clap'd  hands  on't,  fir,  and  the  prieft 
that  fhou'd  have  married  you  to  her,  is  to  marry  her 
to  me ;  (o9  filler,  talk  for  yourfeif. 

Blood.  Ha,  brave  tricks  and  conceits !  can  you  dance, 
mailer  Earlack  > 

Ear.  Ha,  ha :  the  old  man's  a  little  mad :  but  thou, 
art  not  married,  Moll  ? 

Moll.  Yes  indeed,  fir,  and  will  lie  with  this  gentle- 
man foon  at  night :  do  you  think  I  wou'd  chew  ram- 
mutton,  when  I  might  fwallow  venifon  ?  that's  none 
of  Venus  documents,  Monfieur  Dotterill  ? 

Ear.  Pox  of  that  Venus,  fhe's  a  whore,  I  warrant 
her. 

Blood.  And  were  not  you  the  other  jugler  with  Jar- 
vis  in  this,  hey,  pafs  and  repafs  ? 

Alex.  Good  fir  be  fatisfied;  the  widow  and  my  fillet 
fung  both  one  fong ;  and  what  was't,  but  Crabbad  age 
and  youth  cannot  live  together.  Now  we  perfwaded  them, 
and  they  cou'd  not  live  together,  they  wou'd  never  en- 
dure to  lie  together;  this  confequently  defcended,  there 
was  the  antecedent,  we  clapt  hands,  fealed  iips,  and  fa, 
fell  unto  the  relative. 

Sim,  This  was  your  bargain  upon  the  Exchange,  fir;, 
and  becaufe  you  have  ever  been  addicled  to  old  proverbs,, 
and  pithy  faws ;  pray  let  me  leal  up  the  miftakc  with 
one  that  will  appear  very  feafonably. 

Blood.  And  I  pray  let's  hear  it,  fir. 

Sim.  You,  a  new  fangled  fowler,  came  to  fhew  your 
art  i'th'  dark,  but  take  this  truth,  you  catch'd  ia  truth 
a  cuckow  for't, 

Enter  Tim. 

Blood.  Heyday,  we  are  cheated  by  the  rule,  i'&itfi  $ 
now,  firrah,  they  fay  you  are  to  be  married  too. 

Tim.  Yes  indeed,  father,  I  am  going  to  the  bufinefs, 
and  gentlemen  all,  I  am  come  whether  you  will  or  no, 
to  invite  you  all  to  my  naarriage  to  this  gentlewoman^ 

Vol.  VI*  G  wW 
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who,  though  a  good  face  needs  no  mafk,  (he's  mafk'd 
to  make  a  man  think  fhe  has  a  feu  rvy  face,  when  I 
know  fhe  has  a  good  face  ;  this  is  fack  to  them,  and  out 
of  their  element. 

Blood.  But  firrah,  fetting  afide  marriages,  where's 
my  hundred  marks  you  went  to  receive  ? 

Tim.  Hum- --upon  fuch  a  match  of  mine,  talk  of  a 
hundred  mark  !  this  is  to  drink  ignoble  four  millings 
beer,  A  hundred  mark  !  why  your  lawyer  there  can 
clear  fuch  a  trifle  in  a  term,  and  his  clients  ne'er  the 
better. 

Blood.  Such  a  match,  I  pray  difcover  her,  what  is 
ftie  ? 

Tim.  What  is  lhe !  here's  my  brother  knows  what  me 
5s  well  enough  ;  come  hither  Dab,  and  be  it  known 
unto  you,  her  name  is  Lindabrides,  defcended  from  the 
emperour  Tribatio  of  G  reece,  and  half  neice,  fome  fix 
and  fifty  defcents  to  the  rnoft  unvanquifh'd  Clarfdiana. 

Alex.  Who's  this?  pox  on't,  what  makes  that  bawd 
yonder  ?  \UnmaJks  her. 

Bujfy.  I  am  very  much  deceived,  if  I  did  not  fend 
this  gentlewoman  very  drunk  the  other  night  to  the 
counter. 

Tim.  I  tell  thee,  pratling  conftable,  'tis  a  lye  ;  Lin- 
dabrides a  drunkard ! 

Alex.  Hearkee  brother,  where  lies  her  living  ? 

Tim.  Where,  why  in  Greece. 

Alex.  In  greafe. 

Sim.  She  looks  as  if  me  had  fold  kitchen- fluff. 

Alex.  This  is  a  common  whore,  and  you  a  cheated 
coxcomb  ;  come  hither,  you  rotten  hofpital,  hung 
round  with  greafy  fattin,  do  not  you  know  this  v er- 
mine? 

Bawd.  I  wink'd  at  you,  Sue,  and  you  could  have 
feen  me;  there's  one  Jarvis,  a  rope  on  him,  h'as  jug- 
gled me  into  the  fudds  too. 

Conjl.  Now  I  know  her  name  too,  do  not  you  pafs 
under  the  name  of  Sue  Shortheels,  minion? 

Sue.  Go  look  mailer  Littlevvit,  will  not  any  woman: 
thruft  herfelf  upon  a  good  fortune,  when  it  is  offered 
her  ?  Blood. 
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Blood.  Sir  Marmaduke,  you  are  ajuftice  of  peace;  I 
charge  you  in  the  king's  name,  you  and  matter  Ambq- 
dexter,  to  affift  me  with  the  whore  and  the  bawd  to 
BridewelL 

Sir  Mar.  By  my  troth  we  will,  and  we  fhall  have  art 
excellent  ttomach  by  that  time  dinner's  ready. 

Ambodex.  Ay,  ay,  away  with  them,  away  with 
them. 

Bawd.  Oh  this  rogu-3VJarvis*  [Exit  J 

Blood,  Now,  now,  you  look  like  a  melancholly  dog, 
that  had  loft  his  dinner;  where's  my  hundred  marks 
now,  you  coxcomb  ? 

Tim.  Truly,  father,  I  have  paid  fome  fixteen  reckon-' 
ings  fince  I  faw  you.  I  was  never  fober  fince  you  fent 
me  to  the  devil  yefterday ;  and  for  the  reft  of  your  mo- 
ney, I  fent  it  to  one  captain  Carvegut ;  he  fwore  to  me, 
his  father  was  my  Lord  Mayor's  cook,  and  that  by 
Eafter  next  you  mould  have  the  principal,  and  eggs  for 
the  ufe,  indeed  fir. 

Blood.  Oh  rogue,  rogue,  I  mail  have  eggs  for  my 
money,  I  mult  hang  myfelf. 

Sim.  Not  before  dinner,  pray  fir,  the  pyes  are  almoft 
bak'd. 

Enter   Randal. 

Rand.  And  Marys  now  was  won,  and  all  her  pufinef* 
done,  and  Randals  now  was  run,  hur  have  made  all  iure 
1  warrant  hur* 

Alex.  Look,  look,  yonder's  the  conceit,  the  miftake 
happened  upon  lail  night. 

Atie.  And  the  very  box  at's  girdle. 

Rand.  Cot  plefs  liur  father  Pioodhounds,  Randals 
have  robb'd  Ancients  hur  warrant  hur. 

Anc.  Sir,  'tis  known  how  you  came  by  that  box. 

Rand.  A  ugh  was  hur  fo,  will  hear  a  noble  pritain, 
how  hur  gull  an  Englim  flag  ? 

Anc.  And  you  ought  to  cry. 

Rand.  Oh  noble  Randals,  as  hur  meet  by  Nag's  head, 
with  Marys  plood,  prare. 

Blood.  Here's  another  mad  man. 

G  z  Anc* 
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Anc.  Hearkee  in  your  ear,  you  mull  deliver  that  box 
to  me. 

Rand,  Hearkee  in  hur  t'other  ear,  hur  will  not  deliver 
hur,  and  hur  were  nine  and  forty  Ancients,  and  five 
and  fturfcore  flags. 

Anc.  Let  my  foe  write  mine  epitaph,  if  I  tear  not 
my  birth- right  from  thy  bofom  ? 

Sim.  Gentlemen,  there's  Akgant  i'th'  houfe,  pray 
fet  no  more  abroach. 

Rand.  Nay,  let  hur  come  with  hur  pack  .of  needles, 
JRSndals  can  pox  and  bob,  as  well  as  hur,  hur  warrant 
hur. 

Blood.  What  box  is  that  ?  I  ihou'd  know  that  box. 

Alex.  I  will  refolve  you,  fir ;  keep  them  afunder. 

Anc.  You  will  reftore  that  box  ? 

Rand.  Hur  will  not  reftore  hur,  'twas  Mary  plood- 
hounds  gave  hur  the  box,    Randals  have  married  Mary 
'•  Ploodhounds  and  gull'd  Ancient,  mark  hur  now. 

Wid.  Mark  him,  good  fir,  methinks  he  fays  he  Jus 
married  Mary  Bloodhound. 

Anc.  Hang  him,  he's  mad. 

Rand.  Souns,  make  tog  of  Randals  ?  come  out  here, 
Marys. 
$*ook  here  was  Mary  Ploodhounds. 

Enter  maid  and  Hugh. 
^sfow  I  pray  tumble  down  of  hur  marrow-pones,  and 
Iftk  hur  father  pleffing? 

Alex.  This,  why  this  is  your  maid,  widow. 

Ear.  This  is  Mary  the  widow's  maid,  man. 

Alex.  And  here  is  Mary  Bloodhound,  my  cholerick 
ijrred  of  Cadwallader,  married  to  this  gentleman,  who 
lias  a  hundred  a  year  dangling  at  your  girdle  there. 

Wid.  I  pray,  miftrefs,  are  you  married  to  this  gentle- 
irtan? 

Maid.  By  fix  i'th'  morning  forfooth,  he  took  me 
for  Mary  Bloodhound,  having,  it  feems,  never  feen 
-either  of  us  before,  and  I  being  fomething  amoroufly 
afFe&ed,  as  they  fay,  to  his  Welch  ditties,  anfwered  to 
har  name,  lay  with  him  all  night,  and  married  him  this 

morning  ; 
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morning  j,fo  that  as  he  took  me  for  her,  I  took  him  as 
he  was  forfooth. 

Sim.  She  means  for  a  fool,  I'm  fain  to  anftver  for 
you. 

Blood.  Ka,  ha,  ha,  Cupid  this  twenty-four  hours  has 
done  nothing  but  cut  crofs  capers. 

Alex.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  Bartholomew  Bayard,  that 
leap  before  you  look  ;  it  will  handfomely  become  you 
tcrreftore  the  box  to  that  gentleman,  and  the  magnitude 
of  your  defires,  upon  this  dainty,  that  is  fo  amoroufiy 
taken  with  your  ditties. 

Rand.  Hur  wail  in  woe,   hur  plunge  in  pain. 
And  yet  becat  hur  do  not  neither,  Sandals  will  prove 
hurfelf  Pritains  born,  and  becaufe  hur  underftands  An- 
cients was  prave  fellows,  and  great  travellers,  there  is 
hur  box  for  hur. 

Anc,  I  thank  you. 

Rand.  And  becaufe  was  no  remedies,  before  hur  all, 
here  will  Randals  embrace  Marys,  and  take  a  pufs. 

(kifes.) 
Enter  Jar<vis  brave. 

Jar.  Save  you  gallants,  do  you  want  any  gueft  ? 
Call  me  thy  coz,  and  carry  it  handfomely.     [To  the  kvt* 

do*iv.} 

Blood.  Who  have  we  here,  trow  ? 

Alex.  Doll  thou  know  the  gentleman  that  whifperd 
to  thee  ? 

Wid.  Oh  wond'rous  well,  he  bid  me  call  him  coz,  and 
carry  it  handfomely. 

Jar.  Widow,  wou'd  I  were  off  again. 

Wid.  Know  all,  this  gentleman  has  to  obtain  his 
luft,  and  loofe  defires,  ferv'd  me  this  feven  months,  un- 
der the  ihape  and  name  of  Jarvis. 

Omnes.   Pofiible! 

Wid.  Look  well,  do  you  not  know  him  ? 

Blood.  The  very  face  of  Jarvis. 

Tim.  Ay  truly  father,  and  he  were  any  thing  UJt£ 
him,  I  would  fwear  'twere  he. 

Jar.  I  muft  call  my  fkin,  and'  am  catcht»-»  •  why 
coz. 
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Wid.  Come,  you're  cozen'd, 
And  with  a  noble  craft.    He  tempted  me 
In  mine  own  houfe,  and  I  bid  him  keep's  difguife 
But  till  this  morning,  and  he  mou'd  perceive 
I  loved  him  truly  ;  intending  here  before  you 
To  let  him  know't,  efpecially  i'th'  prefence 
Of  you  fir,  that  intend  me  for  your  wife. 

Anc.  What  ihould  this  mean  \ 

Alt?.  Some  witty  trick  I  warrant  thee  ;  piithee  diiV 
patch  Kim  prefently,  that  we  were  at  church, 

Wid.  Firft,  then,  know  you  for   truth,  fir,  I  raeaa 
never  to  marry. 

Bhod.  How,   woman? 

Sim.  She  has  difpatch'd  you,  nr. 

Wid.  And  for  a  truth,  fir,  know  you,  I  never  raeaii 
to  be  your  whore. 

Akx.  This  is  ftrange. 

Wid.  But  true,  as  ihe  whofe   chafte  immaculate  foul 
Retains  the  noble  ftamp  of  htr  integrity, 

V»  ith  an  undefae'd  perfection perchance  as  thefe. 

Nay,  common  fame  hath  fcattered,  you  conceive  me, 

Eecaufe  pale  jealouly  (Cupid's  angry  fool) 

Was  frequent  lodger  at  that  iign  of  folly, 

My  hufcand's  foon  fufpicious  heart,  that  I, 

In  a  clofe  clouded  loofenefs,  fhou'd  expofe  Kirn 

To  that  defperate  diftra&ion  of  his  fortunes, 

That  fent  him  to  the  fea,  to  nourifh  her 

With  your  vain  hope,  that  the  fame  of  frequent  fuitors 

Was  but  a  mafk  of  loofe  'fcapes;  like  men  at  lotteries, 

You  thought  to  put  in  for  one,  fir,  but  believe  me, 

You  have  drawn  a  blank. 

Rand.  Becat  hur  look  fery  blank  indeed, 

Wid.  Oh  my  beloved  hufband, 
However  in  thy  life,  thy  jealoufy 
Sent  thee  fo  far  to  find  death,  I'll  be 
Married  to  nothing  but  thy  memory. 

Alex.  But  mall  the  pyes  be  fpoiFd  then  ? 

jar.  Let  her  alone,  if  her  hufband  do  not  know  this. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,   ha. 
'  Blood.  Her  hufband  I  told  vou  was  a  madman. 
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Anc,  Why  her  hufband's  dead,  fir. 

Jar.  He  is  not  dead,  fir,  he  had  it  fpread  a  purpofe, 
he  is  in  England,  and  in  your  houfe :  and  look,  do  you 
not  fee  him  ? 

Wid.  Where,  where  ? 

Jar.  Here,  here  he  is  that  hath  found  rafh  jealoufy, 
Lore's  joys,  and  a  wife  whofe  difcreet  carriage 
Can  intimate  to  all  men  a  fair  freedom, 
And  to  one  be  faithful.    Such  a  wife  I  prove, 
Her  hufband's  glory,  worth  a  wealthy  love. 

Wid.  You're  welcome  to  my  foul,  fir. 

Blood.  By  my  troth,  mailer  Wag,  this  was  a  wagg*s 
trick  indeed ;  but  I  knew  you,  I  remembred  you  a  month 
ago,  but  that  I  had  forgotten  where  I  faw  you. 

Sim.  I  knew  you  were  a  crafty  merchant,  you  help'd 
my  matter  to  fuch  bargains  upon  the  Exchange  laft  night : 
here  has  been  the  merriett  morning  after  it. 

Jlex.  My  pitcher's  broke  juii  at  the  well-head;  but 
give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  fir,  that  you  have  a  noble  wife, 
and  indeed  fuch  a  one  as  wou'd  worthily  feaft  the  verr 
difcretion  of  a  wife  man's  defire  ;  her  wit  ingenioufly 
waits  upon  her  virtue,  and  her  virtue  advifedly  gives 
freedom  to  her  wit :  but  becaufe  my  marriage  (hall  fen  - 
oufly  proceed,  I  wed  myfelf,  fir,  to  q^cci.ence,  and 
fdial  regularity,  and  vow  to  redeem,  m  the  duty  of  a 
fon,  the  affection  of  a  father. 

Rand.  Becat  was  as  well  fpoke  as  Randal  hur  elf  con  M 
talk. 

Blood.  All's  forgotten  now,  my  beft  fon  Alex;  nder, 
and  that  thy  wedding  want  no  good  company,  I  ijivifc 
you  all. 

Jar.  Come  my  deferving  wife, 
Wifdom  this  day  remarries  us.     And  gentlemen, 
From  all  our  errors  we'll  extracl  this  truth, 
Who  vicious  ends  propofe,  they  ftand  on  wheels, 
And  the  leaft  turn  of  chance  throws  up  their  heeU: 
But  virtuous  Lovers  ever  grlen  do  laft, 
Like  laurel  which  no  lightening  can  blaft, 
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To  the  Underftanding  Reader. 


RUmour,  that  Hydra-beaded  monftcr,  with  more 
tongues  than  eyes,  by  help  of  his  inttlligencer  envy; 
hath  made  f  range  conflruclions  on  this  Dumb  Knight^ 
which  then  could  not  anfwer  for  himfelf:  But  new  this 
publication  doth   unty }  his  tongue,   to   anfwer  the  oh 


of  all Jharp  critical  cenfures,  which  heretofore  h&v 
fervedlypafd  upon  him.      And  for  my  part,    I  pro t eft: 
wrongs  I  have  received  by  fome  (whofe  worths  I  will  not 
traduce)  with  a  mild  neglecl  I  have  laughed  at  their  fol- 
lies ;  for  I  think  my felf  happy,   becaufe  I  have  been  c-rufd^ 
fince  the  befi  now  in  grace  have  been  fubj  eel  to  fome  fu-nder- 
ous  tongues  that   want   worth   themfelves,     and  thin-: 
great  praife  to  them  to  detracl  praife  from  others  that  r  ■■ 
ferve  it  ;  yet  having  a  part?ier  in  the  wrong,,  whofe  wort . 
hath  been  often  approved,  I  count  the  wrong  hut  half  ... 
wrong,  becaufe  he  knows  beft  how  to  anfwer  for  himf 
Bid  I  now  in  his  abfence  make  this  Apology,  both  for  him 
and  me.     Thus  leaving  you  and  the  book  together,  I  ever 
rej?yourst 
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Attendants,  &c. 

SCENE,  Sicily. 
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A&us  h     Scasna  I. 

Enter  the  King  of  Cyprus,  P  by  lodes,   Florio,    and  Atten- 
dants in   arms.. 


;Nough ;  thefe  loud  founds  deaf  my  paflions  : 
How  long  mall  love  make  me  a  flave  to 

hope, 
And  mix  my  calm  defires  with  tyranny  I 
O  Phylocles  !  this  herefy  I  hold, 
Thought  and  afFe&ion  cannot  be  controul'd. 

Phy.  Yet  may't  be  bent  and  fuppled  with  extremes, 
Since  few  dare  fee  the  end  of  violence. 
What  makes  the  skilful  leech  to  ufe  the  fire, 
Ox  war  her  engines,  or  ftates  policy, 

But 
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But  to  recover  things  moil  defperate  ? 
Revolt  is  recreant,  when  purfuit  is  brave. 
Never  to  faint  doth  purchafe  what  we  crave. 

Cyp.  True,  my  Phylocles,  yet  my  recreant  foul,. 
Slav'd  to  her  beauty,  wou'd  renounce  all  war, 
And  yield  her  right  to  love,  did  not  thy  fpirit, 
MixM  with  my  longing,  fortify  thefe  arms. 
But  I  am  now  refolv'd,  and  this  fad  hour 
Shall  give  an  end  to  my  diflemperature..  [Summon  a  parley. 

Enter  aloft ,   the  Queen  of  Sicily,  the  Duke  of  Epirer    Al- 
phonfo,  and  Attendants. 

Queen.  What  fays  our  tyrant  fuitor,    our  difeafe  in; 
love, 
That  makes  our  thoughts  a  flave  unto  his  fword  : 
What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Cyp.  Madam  attend  me,  this  is  my  latefl  fummons  y 
The  many  funs  my  forrows  have  beheld, 
And  my  fad  nights  of  longings,  all  through  hope, 
T'enjoy  the  joy  of  earth,  (your  own  dear  felf) 
Are  grown  fo  infinite  in  length  and  weight, 
That  like  to  wearied  Atlas  I  inforce 
Thefe  wars  as  Hercules  to  bear  my  load  : 
Briefly  I  mull  enjoy  you,  or  elfe  lofe 
The  breath  of  life,  which,  to  prevent,  behold 
My  fword  mull  be  my  Cupid,  and  with  feather'd   fleet 
Force  pity  from  your  bread.     Your  cities  walls, 
Chidden  with  my  cannons,  have  fet  ope  a  path 
And  boldly  bids  me  enter;  all  your  men  of  war, 
Feebled  with  famine  and  a  weary  fiege, 
Take  danger  from  mine  actions  ;  only  yourfelf* 
Strong  in  your  will,  oppofe  even  defliny  : 
And  like  the  giants  war  offend  the  heavens. 
Which  to  prevent,  do  but  defcend  and  give 
Peace  to  my  love-fuit,  and  as  o'ercome  thereby 
I'll  yield  myfelf  your  prifoner,  and  be  drawn. 
A  thrall  in  your  triumphant  viflory. 
If  otherwife,  behold  thefe  fatal  fwords 
Shall  ne'er  be  fheath'd,  till  we  be  conquerors ; 
And  not  refpe&ing  innocence  nor  fex^ 
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The  cries  of  infants,,  nor  the  pray'rs  of  age„ 
All  things  fhall  perifh,   till  within  my  arms 
I  fold  yourfelf  my  thrall  and  conqueror. 

g>u.  Thou  may'ft  be  matter  of  my  body's  tomb, 
But  for  my  foul  and  mind  they  are  as  free 
As  their  creation  ;  and  with  angels  wings 
Can  foar  beyond  thy  reach  ;    truft  me,  king  of  Cyprus* 
Thofe  coals  the  Roman  Portia  did  devour 
Are  not  burnt  out,  nor  have  th'  Egyptian  worms 
Yet  loft  their  flings  ;  fteel  holds  his  temper  ftill, 
Andthefe  are  ranfoms  from  captivity. 
But  art  thou  noble  ?  haft  thou  one  royal  thought  £ 

Cyp.  Approve  me  by  your  queftion. 

%Zu.  Then  briefly  thus  : 
To  ftmn  the  great  efFufion  of  their  bloods,. 
Who  feel  no  touch  in  mine  affections, 
Dare  you  to  fingle  combat,  two  to  two, 
Refer  your  right  in  love  ? 

Cyp,  Who  are  your  combatants  ?    We  love  equality, 

Qu.  This  is  the  fir  ft,  the  Epire  duke,  a  man 
Sprung  from  the  line  of  famous  Scanderbeg : 
The  next  Alphonfo,  fprung  from  noble  blood  ;; 
Who  laden  with  rich  Lufitanian  prize, 
Hath  rode  through  Syracufa  twice  in  pomp. 

Cyp.  Their  likings  to  the  motion. 

Ep.  They  are  like  wrath, 
Never  unarm'd  to  beat  weak  injury. 

Alph.  Nay  more,  we  arethefons  of  deftiny  r 
Virtue's  our  guide,  our  aim  is  dignity. 

Phy.  'sFoot,  king,  {halt  not  forfake  'em  :  this.  I  feey 
Love,  fight,  and  death,  are  rul'd  by  deftiny. 

Cyp.  My  fpirit  fpeaks  thy  motion : 
Madam,  altho1  advantage  might  evade, 
And  give  my  love  more  hope,  yet  my  bent  will* 
Bow'd  to  your  pleafure,  doth  embrace  your  law. 
We  do  accept  the  combat,  and  ourfelf 
Will  with  that  duke  try  fortunes  ;  this  my  friend, 
The  more  part  of  myfelf,  my  deareft  Phylocles, 
One  of  an  angel's  temper,  fhall  with  that  lord 
Try  belt  and  worft.    The  place  ?  the  time  I  the  fword  ? 
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Ep.    They  are  your  rights,    we  claim  as  challen- 
gers. 
Cyp.  And  we  wou'd  lofe  that  Vantage  ;    but  fines 
fame 
Makes  virtue  dulat,  we  embrace  our  rights  : 
The  place  before  thefe  walls,  the  hour  next  fun, 
The  pole-ax  and  the  hand-ax  for  the  fight. 

£>u.  It  is  enough  ; 
My  hoftageis  my  perfon  and  my  love. 

Cyp.  And  mine  my  hope,  my  faith,  and  royalty. 
Ep.  They  are  of  poize  Efficient,  and  one  light 
Shall  at  one  inftant  give  us  day  and  night." 

\Exeunt   Queen,   Mariano,  Alphonfo, 
Cyp.  She's  gpne,  my  Phylocles  :    and  as  fhe  goes, 
even  fo 
The  fun  forfakes  the  heav'ns  to  kifs  the  fea,^  • 
Day  in  her  beauty  leaves  us,  and  methinks 
Her  abfence  doth  exile  all  happinefs. 
Tell  me,   my  Phylocles,  nay,  prithee  tell  me  true, 
Even  from  that  love 

Which  to  us  both  fhould  1  end  one  fympathy  ; 
Difcharge  an  open  breaft:  doft  thou  not  think 
She  is  the  mirror  of  her  beauteous  fex, 
Unparallell'd,  and  uncompanioned  ? 

Phy.  Envy  will  fay  file's  rare  ;   then  truth  muft  vow 
She  is  beyond  compare,  fith  in  her  looks 
Each  motion  hath  a  fpeaking  majefty  ; 
She  is  herfelf,  compared  with  herfelf  : 
For  but  herfelf,  fne  hath  no  companion. 
But  when  T  think  of  beauty,  wit,  and  graces 
The  elements  of  active  delicacy, 
Thofe  all  eye-pleafing  harmonies  of  fight, 
Which  do  enchant  men's  fancies,  and  ftir  up 
The  life-blood  of  dull  earth,  O  then,  methinks,- 
Fair  Mariana  hath  an  equal  place, 
And  if  not  out-fhine,  it  fhews  more  beautiful/ 
Cyp.  More  than  my  queen  ? 
Thy.  More  in  the  glofs  of  beauty,  lefs  in  worth, 
In  wifdom  and  great  thoughts  ;  the  one  I  find 
Was  made  for  wonder,  the  «ther  for  admire. 

Cyp* 
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Cyp.  Thine  equal  praifes  make  my  fancies  rich  ; 
And  I  am  pleas'd  with  thy  comparifons, 
Things  of  like  nature  live  in  beft  confent, 
Beauty  with  fubje&s,  majefty  with  kings. 
Then  let  thofe  two  ideas  lively  move 
Spirit,  beyond  all  fpirit,  in  our  breafts, 
That  in  the  end  of  our  great  vi&ory 
We  may  attain  both  love  and  majefty. 

Phy.  Although  my  firft  creation  and  my  Births 
My  thoughts  and  other  tempers  of  my  foul 
Took  all  their  noble  beings  from  the  fword, 
And  made  me  only  for  the  ufe  of  wars  ; 
Yet  in  this  combat  fomething,  methinks,  app^rs* 
Greater  than  greateft  glory,  and  doth  raiie 
My  mind  beyond  herfelf : 
S'foot  methinks  Qefar's  Pharfalia, 
Nor  Scipio's  Carthage,  nor  Emilia's  afts 
Were  worthy  chaires  of  triumph  ;  they  o'er  men'  & 
Poor  mangled  bodies,  and  fire-wafted  climes, 
Made  their  triumphant  paffage,  but  we  two 
Muft  conquer  thoughts  and  love,  more  than  the  gods 
can  do. 
Cyp.  True,  and  therein 
Conftfts  the  glorious  garland  of  our  praife  : 
But  we  negledl  th'  affairs  of  preparation.     Florio  be  it 

your  charge 
To  fee  th'  ere&ion  of  the  fquared  lifts, 
Fit  ground  for  either  army,  and  what  elfe 
Belongs  unto  fuch  royal  eminence. 
Flo.  How  near  will  your  majefty's  hand  the  lifts  ex- 
tend 
Unto  the  city  walls  f 

Cyp.  So  as  the  dulleft  eye 
May  fee  the  heedfulleft  paffage  in  the  fight, 
Flo.  What  fquare  or  circuit  ? 
Cyp.  Threefcore  pace  each  way. 
Flo.  Your  majefty  (hall  have  your  will  perform'd. 
Phy.  Do,  and  you  do  us  grace  ;  and  now  thou  fun 
That  art  the  eye  of  heaven,  whofe  pure  fight 
Shall  be  our  guide,  and  Jove's  great  chronicler, 

Loak. 
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Look  from  thy  fphere, 
No  guilt  of  pride,  of  malice  or  of  blood, 
Puts  on  our  armour  ;  only  pure  naked  love 
Tutors  our  hopes,  and  doth  our  actions  move. 

.  Enough,  my  Phylocles,  thine  orizons  are  heard. 
Come  let's  aw*  [Ex 

Enter  Lol  *  Prate  t 

Lol  Now  fie  upon't,  who  would  be  an  orator's    , 

and  not  a  gentlewoman,  if  fhe  could  chafe  :  a  the 

moftfweet  lafcivious  life,  conies  and  kine?,  die  tire,  O 
the  tire,  made  caille  upon  caftle,  jewel  upon  jewel, 
knot  upon  knot,  crowns,  garlands,  gar^,  i  what 

not:  the  hood,  the  rebate,  the  French  fall,  the  Ic 
bodied  gown,  the  pin  in  the  hair,  now  clawing  the  pate, 
then  picking  the  teeth,  and  every  d  "mn. 

we  poor  fouls  i.  for  every  man's  pk-a- 

fure  :  and  what's  another  body,  we 

have  legs    and  ha:  waging  lips 

fleek  brows,  cherr  .:,  and  i  .hings  as  lad 

have,  but  the  faihion  carri 

■ 

Col  l;rate:   : 

,   will  it  never  be  better,  i  a  worn.  one 

kind  man  amongft  twenty  ?  O  the  bat  I  have  fe 

when  the  law  of  a  woo  'it  could  have  put  her  fa 

band's  purfe  to  execution. 

Lol.  O  miftrefs  Co  .^da,  mine  is  even  the  unna- 

turalleil  man  to  his  wife. 

Col.  Faith,  for  the  i rt,  all  fcholars  are  fo,  for 

they  take  fo  upon  them  to  know  all  thin.  t  indeed 

they  know  nothing  ;  and   befides,  they  are 
and  eafe  grown  fo  unweildy,  t/  man  fhall  ne'er 

want  a  fore  ftomach  that's  troubled  with  them. 

Lol,  And  yet  they  mull  have  the  government  of  all. 

Col  True,  and  great  reafon  they  have  for  it;  but  a 
wife  man  will  put  it  in  a  woman":  hand,  what  ?  fhe'll 
fave  what  he  fpends. 

You  have  a  pretty  ruffe,  how  deep  is  it? 

C:L 
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Col.  Nay  this  is  but  mallow,  marry  I  have  a  ruffe  is  a 
quarter  deep,  meafijred  by  the  yard. 
.  LoL  Indeed,  by  the  yard,? 

Col.  By  the  flandard  I  affure  you  :  you  have  a  pretty 
fett  too,  how  big  is  the  fleel  you  fet  with? 

LoL  As  big  as  a  reafonable  fufficient ;  pity  of  my  life, 
I  have  forgot  myfelf,  if  my  hufband  mould  rife  from  his 
iludy,  and  mifs  me,  we  mould  have  fuch  a  coil. 

Co/.  A  coil,  why  what  coil  ?  if  he  were  my  hufband 
and  did  but  thwart  me,  I  would  ring  him  fo  many  a- 
lanns,  found  him  fo  many  brafs  trumpets,  beat  him  fa 
many  drums  to  his  eonfufion,  and  thunder  him  fuch  a 
peal  of  great  fliot,  that  I  would  turn  his  brain  in  the  pan, 
and  make  him  mad  with  an  eternal  file  nee. 

LoL  O  miftrefs  Collaquintida,  but  my'hufband's  an- 
ger is  the  worft  favouredft  without  all  conference  of  any 
man's  in  all  Sicily,  he  is  even  as  peevifh  as  a  fick  mon- 
key, and  as  wafpiiTi  as  an  ill-pleas'd  bride  the  fecond 
morning. 

Col.  Let  your  wrath  be  reciprocal,  and  pay  him  at 
his  own  weapon  :  but  to  the  purpofe  for  which  I  came, 
the  party  you  wot  of,  commends  him  to  you  in  this  dia- 
mond, lie  that  met  the  party  you  know,  and  faid  the 
parties  party  was  a  party  of  a  partly  pretty  imdcrftaud- 

LoL  O,  the  Lord  Alphonfo. 

Col.  The  very  fame,  believe  it ;  he  loves  you,  and 
iwears  he  fo  loves  you,  that  if  you  do  not  credit  him> 
you  are  worfe  than  an  infidel. 

Lol.  Indeed,  mjftrefs  Collaquintida,  he  hath  the  right 
garb  for  apparel,  the  true  touch  with  the  tongue  in  the 
kifs,  and  he  dances  well  but  falls  heavily :  but  my  huf- 
band  woman,  my  hufband.,  if  we  could  put  out  his  cats 
eyes,  there  were  fomething  to  be  faid,  but  they  are  ever 
peeping  and  prying,  that  they  are  able  to  pierce  through 
a  milfcone:  befides,  I  may  fay  to  you,  he  is  a  little  jea- 
lous too  ;  and  fee  where  he  comes,  we  {hall  have  a  coil 
now, 

Enter 
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Enter  Prate  the  Orator* 

Col.  Begin  you  to  pout  firft,  for  that's  a  woman's  pre- 
vention. 

Pra.  What  Lollia  I  fay,  where  are  you,  my  houfe 
looks  you,  my  men  lack  you,  I  feek  you,  and  a  whole 
queft  of  enquiry  cannot  find  you ;  lis,  fie,  fie,  idlenefsis 
the  whip  of  thrift,  a  good  houfewife  fhould  ever  be  oc- 
cupied. 

Lol.  Indeed  I  have  much  joy  to  be  occupied  in  any 
body's  company- 

Prate.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Lol.  Why  orators  wives  fhortly  will  be  known  like 
images  on  water-flairs,  ever  in  one  weather  beaten  fait, 
as  if  none  wore  hoods  but  monks  and  ladief ;  nor  fea- 
thers but  fore-horfes  and  waiting  gentlewomen  5  nor 
chains  but  prifoners  and  lords  officers ;  nor  perriwigs, 
but  players  and  hot-brains  -,  but  the  weakeft  muft  to  the 
wall  ftilL 

Prate.  Go  to,  you  fhall  have  what  you  wiH. 

Lol.  Nay,  nay,  'twas  my  hard  fortune  to  be  your 
wife,  time  was  I  might  have  done  otherwife,  but  it  mat- 
ters  not,  you  efteem  me  as  you  do  yourfelf,  and  think 
all  things  coflly  enough  that  covers  fhame,  and  that  a 
pair  of  filken  fore-fleeves  to  a  fattin  breaftplate,  is  a 
garment  good  enough   for  a  capitol :    but   is  mailer 
Wrangle,  mafter  ^Tangle,  or  matter  Troblearo  of  that 
opinion  ?  in  faith,  fir,  no. 
There's  never  a  gallant  in  our  ftate 
That  goes  more  rich  in  gaudy  bravery: 
And  yet  I  hope  for  quality  of  fpeech, 
Audacious  words,  or  quirks  or  quiddities, 
You  are  not  held  their  much  inferior. 
Fie,  fie,  I'm  afham'd  to  fee  your  bafenefs. 

Col.  Indeed  mafter  Prate,  fhe  tells  you  truly  ;  I  won* 
der  that  you  being  a  proper  man,  and  an  orator,  will  not 
go  brave,  according  to  the  cuftom  of  the  country. 

Prate.  Go  to,  neighbour ;  he  that  will  rife  to  the  top 
of  a  high  ladder  muft  go  up,  not  leap  up :  but  be  pa- 
tient, wench,  and  thou  fhalt  fhortly  fee  me  gallant  it 

with. 
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with  the  bed,  and  for  thyfelf  my  Lollia, 
Not  Lollia  Paulina,  nor  thofe  blazing  ftars, 
Which  make  the  world  the  apes  of  Italy, 
Shall  match  thy  felf  in  fun-bright  fplendency. 

Lol.  Nay  verily,  for  myfelf  I  care  not,  'tis  you  that 
are  my  pride,  if  you  would  go  like  yourfelf  I  were  ap- 
peased. 

Prate.  Believe  it,  wench,  fo  I  will.  But  to  the  purpofc 
for  which  I  came :  the  end  of  this  great  war  is  now 
brought  to  a  combat,  two  to  two,  the  duke  of  Epire 
and  Alphonfo  for  our  queen,  againft  the  king  and  prince 
Phylocles :  now  wench,  if  thou  wilt  go  fee  the  fight,  I 
will  fend  and  provide  thee  of  a  good  Sanding. 

Lol.  Indeed,  for  you  have  ne'er  a  good  one  of  youx 
own. 

Prate.  What  prefident,  I  fay  f 

Prefi.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

Prate.  Why  then  I  fay,  the  villain's  belly  is  like  a  bot~ 
tomlefs  pit,  ever  filling  And  yet  empty  s  at  your  leifure, 
ftr. 

Enter  Prefident^    Prate*s  man,,  eating. 

Prefi.  I  can  make  no  more  hafte  than  my  teeth  will 
give  njp  leave. 

Prate.Wdl  fir,  get  you  without  the  town,  to  the  place 
of  the  combat,  and  provide  me  for  my  wife  feme  good 
ftanding,  .to  fee  the  conflict, 

Prefi.  How  mafter,  how  muft  I  provide  a  good 
ftanding  for  you  for  my  miftrefs  ?  truly,  mafter,  I  think 
a  marrow-bone  pie,  candid  eringoes,  preferved  dates, 
or  marmalad  of  cantharides  were  much  better  harbingers ; 
cock-fparrows  ftew'd,  doves  brains  or  fwans  pixels  are 
very  provocative,  roafted  potatoes,  or  boil'd  fkerrets 
are  your  only  lofty  dimes,  methinks  thefe  mould  fit  yon 
better  than  I  can  do. 

Prate.  What's  this,  what's  this.,  I  fay  ?  provide  me  a 
ftanding  for  my  wife  upon  a  fcaffold, 

Prefi.  And  truly,  mafter,  I  think  a  private  chamber 
were  better. 

Prate. 
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Prate,  I  grant  you  if  there  were  a  chamber  conve- 
nient. 

Prejt.  Willing  minds  will  make  fhift  in  a  fimple  hole, 
clofe  windows,  throng  locks,  hard  bed,  and  fure  polls, 
are  your  only  ornaments. 

Prate.  I  think  the  knave  be  mad  ;  firrah,  you  chop 
logick,  blockhead  ;  you  that  have  your  brain-pan  made 
of  dry  leather,  and  your  wit  ever  wetfhod,  pack  about 
your  bufinefs,  or  I'll  pack  your  pen  and  inkhorn  about 
your.  ears. 

Prejt.  Well,  fir,  I  may  go  or  fo,  but  would  mymif- 
trefs  take  a  Handing  of  my  preferment,  I  would  fo 
mount  her,  me  mould  love  flrange  things  the  better  all 
her  life  after. 

Prate.  Why,  when,  fir. 

Exit  Prefedent. 

And  come  fweet  wife,  and  neighbour,  let  us  have  your 

company  too.  \Exea?it. 

Enter  at  .one  door  a  herald,    and  Floria  Marjhal  for    the 

King,    <with   officers    bearing    the   lifts  ;     at    the  other 

door  a  herald,  and  Ccelio  Marjhal for  the  £>ueen. 

Car.  Holla,  what  are  you  ? 

Flo.  High  marihal  for  the  king.     Your  character  ? 

CV.  I  likewife  for  the  queen  :  Where  lies  your  equal 
ground  ? 

Flo.  Here  underneath  the fe  walls,  and  there  and  there 
ground  for  the  battles. 

Ca.  Place  there  the  queen's  feat, 
And  there  and  there  chairs  for  the  combatants. 

Flo.  Place  here  the  lifts,  £x  every  joint  as  ftrong 
As  'twere  a  wall,  for  on  this  foot  of  earth 
This  day  fhall  Hand  two  famous  monuments ; 
-The  one  a  throne  of  glory  bright  as  gold, 
Burnifh'd  with  angels  lutlre,  and  with  ftars 
Piuck'd  from  the  crown  of  conqueft,  in  which  fhall  fit? 
Men  made  half  gods  through  famous  viclory  : 
The  other  a  rich  tomb  of  memorable  fame, 
'Built  by  the  curious  thoughts  of  noble  minds, 

*  In 
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In  which  mall  ileep  thofe  valiant  fouls  in  peace, 
Whom  fortune's  hand  {hall  only  overthrow. 
Heaven  in  thy  palm  this  day  the  balance  hings, 
Which  makes  kings   gods,    or  men  more  great   than 

kings. 
O.  So,    now  let   the  heralds  give  the   champions 

fign 
Of  ready  preparations.  [Ex.  Heralds. 

Tbe  cornets  found,  and  enter  at  one  end  of  the  ft  age  a  he- 
rald, two  pages,  one  with  pole-axes,  the  other  with 
band -axes,  the  duke  of  Epire  and  Alphonfo  like  comba- 
tants, the  Queen  and  Mariana  and  Prate ,  Lollia,  Cclla- 
quiniida,   and  Prejident  a left f  , 

Flo.  What  are  you  that  appear,  and  what  devoir 

Draws  you  within  thefe  lifts  ? 

Epi.  I  am  the  duke  of  Epire,  and  the  mine 

Which   doth  attract    my   fpirit  to    run  this    marihal 
courfe, 

Is  the  fair  guard  of  a  diftreffed  queen, 

Would  wed  to  hate  and  inequality  and  brutiih  force* 

Which  to  withftand  I  boldly  enter  thus, 

And  will  defail,  or  elfe  prove  recreant. 

Flo,  And  what  arc  you,  or  your  intendements  ? 
Alph.  I  am  Alphonfo,  marihal  of  this  realm, 

Who,  of  like-temper'd  thoughts  and  like  defires, 

Have  grounded  this* my  fanclimonious  zeal, 

And  will  approve  the  duke's  arTertions,4 

Or  in  this  field  lie  flain  and  recreant. 

Flo.  Enter  and  profper  as  your  caufe  deferves. 

*Tbe  comets  found,  and  enter  at  the  other  end  of  the  ft  age  a 
herald,   two  pages  with   axes  and  pole-axes,    then  the 
kh'.g  of  Cyprus,    and  P  by  lodes,  like  combatants  and  their 
amy. 
Ca\  What  are  you  that  appear,  and  what  devoir 

Draws  you  within  thefe  lifts  r 

Cyp.  I  am  the  king  of  Cyprus,  who  led  on 

By  the  divine  inftind  of  heavenly  love, 

Come  with  my  fword  to  beg  that  royal  maid, 

And 
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And  to  approve  by  gift  of  heaven  and  fate 
She  is  alone  to  me  appropriate  : 
Which  to  maintain  I  challenge  entrance  here, 
Where  I  will  live  a  king  or  recreant. 

Ca>.  And  what  are  you  or  your  intendements  ? 

Phy.  I  am  lefs  than  my  thoughts,  more  than  myfelf, 
Yet  nothing  but  the  creature  of  my  fate ; 
By  name  my  nature  only  is  obfcur'd, 
And  yet  the  world  baptiz'd  mtPhyhclest 
My  entrance  here  is  proof  of  holy  zeal,. 
And  to  maintain  that,  no  fevere  difdain, 
Falfe  fhape  of  chaftity,  nor  woman's  will, 
Negle&ive  petulance,  or  uncertain  hope, 
Foul  vizard  coyneft,  nor  feducing  fame 
Should  rob  the  royal  temper  of  true  love, 
From  the  defired  aim  of  his  defires, 
Which  my  beft  blood  fhall  witnefs,  or  this  field 
Intomb  my  body  made  a  recreant. 

C#.  Enter  and  profper  as  your  caufe  deferves. 

(Draws  t<wo  /words. 

Flo.  Princes,  lay  your  hands  on  thefe  fwords  points. 
Here  you  fhall  fwear  by  hope,  by  heaven,  by"  Jove ; 
And  by  the  right  you  challenge  in  true  fame, 
That  .here  you  Hand  not  arm'd  with  any  guile, 
Malignant  hate,  or  ufurpation 
Of  philters,  charms,  of  night-fpels ;  characters, 
Or  other  black  infernal  advantages; 
But  even  with  thoughts  a^  pure 
As  your  pure  valours,  or  the  fun's  pure  beamsK 
T 'approve  the  right  of  pule  affection; 
And  howfoever  your  fortunes  rife  or  fall, 
To  break  no  faith  in  your  conditions, 
So  help  you  Jove. 

ML  We  fwear. 

S>u.  How  often  doth  my  maiden  thoughts  correct 
And  chide  my  froward  will,  for  this  extreme 
Purfuit  of  blood  !  believe  me,  fain  I  would 
Recall  mine  oath's  vow,  did  not  my  fhame 
Hold  fail  my  cruelty,  by  which  is  taught 
Thofe  gems  are  prized  bdt,  are  deareit  bought, 

Sleep 
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Sleep  my  loves  foftnefs  then,  waken  my  flame, 

Which  guards  a  veftal  fandlity  ;  princes  behold> 

Upon  thofe  weapons  fits  my  god  of  love, 

And  in  their  powers  my  love's  feverity. 

If  them  you  conquer,  we  are  all  your  flaves ; 

If  they  triumph,  we'll  mourn  upon  your  graves. 

Ma.  Now,  -by  my  maiden  modefty,  I  wifh 
Good  fortune  to  that  Phylocles;  my  mind 
Prefages  virtue,  in  his  eaglets  eyes. 
S'foot  he  looks  like  a  fparow  -hawk,  or  a  wanton  firt ,' 
A  flafli  of  lightning,  or  a  glimpfe  of  day, 
His  eye  fteals  to  my  heart,  and  lets  it  fee 
More  than  it  would ;  peace  biabb,  no  fecrefy. 
He  muft  have  blows. 

Flo.  Sound  cornets,  princes  refpeel:  your  guards,1 

Here  they  fight,  and  Phylocles  overthrows  Alphonfo^ 
and  Epire  overthrows  Cypres. 

Phy.  I  crave  the  queen's  conditions,  or  this  blow 
Sends  this  articled  foul  to  heaven  or  hell. 
Speak,  madam,  will  you  yield,  or  fhall  he  die? 

Epy.  Neither,  bold  prince;  if  thou  but  touch  a  hair,' 
The  king's  breath  fliall  redeem  it :  madam,  your  love 
Is  fafe  in  angels  guarding,  let  no  fear 
Shake  hands  with  doubtfulnefs,  you  are  as  fafe 
As  in  a  tower  of  diamonds. 

Phy.   O  'tis  but  glafs, 
And  cannot  bear  this  axes  maffinefs. 
Duke,  thy  brave  words  that  fecondthy  brave  deed«# 
Fill  me  with  emulation  :  only  we  two 
Stand  equal  vi&ors ;  then  if  thou  haft  that  tie 
And  bond  of  well-knit  valour,  which  unites 
Virtue  and  fame  together,  let  us  reftore 
Our  captives  unto  freedom,  and  we  two, 
In  fingle  combat,   try  out  the  maftery. 
Where  whofo  falls,  each  other  fhall  fubferibe 
To  every  claufe  in  each  condition. 

Epy.  Thou  art  the  index  of  my  ample  thought, 
j^nd  I  am  pleas'd  with  thine  election. 
Speak  madam,  if  ever  I  deierved  grace^ 

Vol.  VI.  H  Grace 
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Grace  me  with  your  confent. 

$u.  'Tis  all  my  will. 
Thy  noble  hand  ereft  and  perfect  me. 

Phy.  What  fays  his  majefty? 
My  ftars  are  wrrit  in  heaven,  nor  death  nor  fate 
Are  flaves  to  fear,  to  hope  or  human  fiate. 

Cyp.  I  neither  fear  thy  fortune  nor  my  ruin; 
But  hold  them  all  beyond  all  prophefy. 
Thou  haft  my  free  confent,  and  on  thy  power 
Lies  my  life's  date,    or  my  death's  hour. 

Epy.  Then  rife  and  live  with  fafety. 

Phy.  Alphonfo,  here  my  hand, 
Thy  fortune  lends  thy  peace  no  infamy. 
And  now  thou  glorious  iffue  of  Jove's  brain, 
That  burnt  the  Telamonian  ravifher, 
Look  from  thy  fphere,  and  if  my  heart  contain 
An  impure  thought  of  luft,  fend  thy  moniters  forth 
And  make  me  more  than  earthly  miferable. 

Here  the  Cornets  found,  they  fight,  and  Phylocles  o%er~ 
comes  the  Duke,  the  Queen  defcends. 
Phy.  Yield,  recant,  or  die. 

Epy.  Thine  axe  hath  not  the  power  to  wound  my 
thought, 
And  yield's-  a  word  my  tongue  could  never  found ; 
I  fay  thou'rt  worthy,  valiant,  for  my  death, 
Let  the  Queen  fpeak  it,  'tis  an  eafy  breath. 

££u.  Not  for  the  'world's  large  circuit ;  hold  gentle 
prince, 
Thus  I  do  pay  his  ranfom :  low  as  the  ground, 
5  tender  my  unfpotted  virgin  love, 
To  thy  great  will's  commandment ;  let  not  my  care, 
My  woman  tyranny,  or  too  Uriel:  guard, 
f n  bloody  purchafe  take  away  thofe  fweets 
"Till  now  have  govern'd  your  amaz'd  defires ; 
For  trail  me  king  I  will  redeem  my  blame, 
With  as  much  love,  as  Phylocles  hath  fame. 

Cyp.  Thus  comes  a  calm  unto  a  fea-wrack'd  foul, 
Eale  to  the  pain'd,  food  unto  the  ftarv'd, 
As  you  ta  Hie,  vxy  heft  creation, 

Truft 
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Tr8ft  me,  my  .queen  ;  my  loye's  large  chronicle, 

Thou  never  ihalt  o'er-read,  becaufe.  each  day 

It  fhall  beget  new  matter  of  amaze, 

And  live  to  do  thee  grace  eternally. 

Next  whom  my  Phylocles,  my  bounteous  friend, 

Author  of  life,  and  fovereign  of  my  love, 

My  heart  fhall  be  thy  throne,  thy  breafl  the  fhrine. 

Where  I  will  fit  to  ftudy  gratefuluefs. 

To  you,  and  you  my  lords,  my  beft  of  thoughts, 

Whofe  loves  haye  fhew'd  a  dutious  carefulnefs  ; 

To  all,  free  thanks  and  graces,  this  unity 

Of  love  and  kingdoms,  is  a  glorious  fight;, 

Mount  up  the;  royal  champion,    muiick  an4  cornet* 

found, 
Let  fhouts  and  cries  make  heaven  and  earth  rebound. 

\Exeunt* 
Epy.  How  like  the  fun's  great  bailard  o'er  the  world 
Rides  jthis.man  mounted  engine,  this  proud  prince, 
And  with  his  breath  jinges  our  continents. 
Sit  fait,  proud  Phaeton,  for  by  heaven  I'll  kick 
And  plunge  thee  in  the  fea:  if  thou'lt  needs  ride, 
Thou  fhouldit.  have  made  thy  feat  upon  a  flave, 
And  not  upon  mine  honour's  firmament. 
Thou  haft  not  heard  the  god  of  wifdom's  tale, 
Nor  can  thy  youth  curb  greatnefs,  till  my  hate 
Confound  thy  life  with  villain  policy. 
I  am  refolv'd,  fince  virtue  hath  difdain'd 
To  cloath  me  in  her  riches,  henceforth  to  prov* 
A  villain  fatal,  black  and  ominous : 
Thy  virtue  is  the  ground  of  my  diilike : 
And  my  difgrace,  the  edge  of  envy's  fword, 
Which  like  a  razor  mail  unplume  thy  creft, 
And  rob  thee  of  thy  native  excellence. 
When  great  thoughts  give  their  homage  to  difgrace, 
There's  no  relpeft  of  deeds,  time,  thoughts,  or  place/ 
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Aftus  II.     Scasna  I.    Mufick. 

Enter  Prate,   Lollia,   Collaquintida,    a?id  Prejident. 

Prate .  f  Ome  wife,  methought  our  party  flood  ftifl> 
V_>  \y  to  it. 

Preji.  Indeed  they  were  ftiff  vvhilft  they  Hood,  but 
when  they  were  down,  they  were  like  men  of  a  low 
world,  a  man  might  have  wound  their  worH  anger  a- 
bout  his  finger. 

Lol.  Go  to,  firrah,  you  mull  have  your  fool's  bolt 
m  every  body's  quiver. 

Preji.  Indeed,  miitrefs,  if  my  mailer  Ihould  break  his 
arrow  with  foul  mooting  orfo,  I  would  be  glad  if  mine 
might  fupply  the  whole. 

Prate.  I  find  you  kind,  fir. 

Preji.  True  fir,  according  to  my  kind,  and  to  plea- 
furemy  kind  miftrefs. 

Prate.  Go  to,  firrah,  I  will  not  have  your  kindnefs 
to  intermeddle  with  her  kind,  me  is  meat  for  your  ma- 
iler. 

Preji.  And  your  man,  fir,  may  lick  your  foul  tren- 
cher. 

Col.  Ay,  but  not  eat  of  his  mutton. 

Preji.  Yet  I  may  dip  my  bread  in  the  wool,  miftrefs 
Collaquintida. 

Prate.  Gq  to,  firrah,  you  will  be  obfeene,  and  then  I 
(hall  knock  you  ;  but  to  the  combat,  methought  our 
fide  were  the  moft  proper  rnen. 

Lol.  True,  and  therefore  they  had  the  worfe  for- 
tune: but  fee,  here's  the  Lord  Florio. 

Enter  Florio. 
Flo.  Mailer  orator,  it  is  the  king  and  queen's  majdfyfr 
pleafure,    that   you   prefentiy   repair  unto    the    court, 
touching  the  drawing  out  of  certain  articles  for  the  bene- 
fit of  both  the  kingdoms. 
■  Prate.  My  lord,  I  will  inftantly  attend  their  majefcies. 
Flo.  Do,  for  they  expeel  you  ferioufly.  [Exit  Florio. 

Prate. 
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Prm  in  have  my  fervice  no  longer.  Sir- 

rah. Pr<  attend  you  upon  your  miftrefs  home: 

and  wife,  I  wo  c  you  to  hold  your  journey  direct- 

ly  homeward,  and  not  to  imitate  princes  in  their  pro- 
gress ;  ilep  not  out  of  your  way  to  vifit  a  new  gofiip,  to 
fee  a  new  garden-houfe,  to  fmeil  the  perfumes  of  court 
jerkins,  or  to  handle  other  tools  than  may  be  fit  for  your 
modefty  :  I  would  not  have  you  to  Hep  into  the  fuburbs, 
and  acquaint  yourfelf  either  with  monfters  or  motions, 
but  holding  your  way  directly  homeward,  mew  yourfelf 
ftill  to  be  a  rare  houfewife. 

Lot.  F  faith,  i'faith,  your  black  outfide  will  have  a 
yellow  lining. 

Prate.  Content  thee,  wife,  it  is  but  my  love  that  give* 
thee  good  counfel.     But  here  comes  one  of  my  clients. 

Enter  Drap,  a  Country  gentleman. 

Drap.  Sir,  mailer  orator,  I  am  bold  to  trouble  yoti 
about  my  fuit. 

Prate*  Sir,  mafter  country  gentleman,  I  am  now  for 
prefent  bufinefs  of  the  king's. 

Drap.  You  may  the  better  remember  me.   . 

Prate.  Hey-day,  I  mall  mix  your  bufinefs  with  the 
king's. 

Draf.  No,  but  you  may  let  his  majefty  know  ray 
.neceili  ty. 

Prate.  Sir,  fir,  you  mull  not  confine  me  to  your  fea- 
fons,  I  tell  you  I  will  collect  mine  own  leifures. 

E?2tcr  Veloups,   a  citi%en. 

Vel.  Mafter  orator,  is  it  your  pleafure  I  attend  you 
about  my  difpatches  ? 

Prate.  Sir,  it  is  my  pleafure  you  difpatch  yourfelf 
from  mine  incumbrance  ;  I  tell  you,  I  am  for  inftant  bu- 
finefs of  the  king's. 

Vel.  Sir,  I  have  borne  my  attendance  long. 

Prate.  Bear  it  till  your  bones  ake,  I  tell  you,  I  can- 
not bear  it  now,  I  am  for  new  bufinefs. 

Drap.  Vd.  Yet  the  old  mould  be  difpatch'd,  it  wm 
.fir ft  paid  for, 

H   3  Prate, 
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Prate,  If  you  be  gentlemen,  do  not  make  me  mad* 
Drap.  Vel.  Sir,  our  fuits  are  of  great  weight. 
Prate.  Jf  you  be  chriftians,  do  not  make  me  an  a- 
theift  ;   I  fliall  prophane  if  you  vex  me  thus, 

Enter  the  Lord  Mechmit, 
What  more  vexation,  my   lord?  my  lord,  fave   your 
breath  for  your  broth,  I  am  not  now  at  leifure  to  attend 
you. 

Mec.  A  word,  good  mailer  orator. 

Prate.  Not  a  word  I  befeech  your  lordfhip,  I  am  for 
-the  king's  bufmeis,  you  mult  attend  meat  my  chamber. 

[Exit  Prate. 

Mec..  Drapy  VeL  And  every  where  elfe,  we  will  not 
leave  you.  [Exeunt. 

Prefi.  Now  methinks  my  matter  is  like  a  horfe-leech, 
and  thefe  fuitors  fo  many  fick  of  the  gout,  that  come  to 
,have  him  fuck  their  blood :  O  'tis  a  mad  world. 

LoL  Go  to9  iirrah,  you  will  never  leave  your. crab - 
tree  fimilies;  but  pity  of  me,  who ,  have  we  here  ? 

Enter  Alphonfo. 
O  ?tis  the  Lord  Alphonfo. 

Alph.  Miftrefs,  God  fave  :  nay  your  lip,  I  am  a  ftran- 
ger  and  how  doth  miftrefs  Collaquintida  ?  O  you  are  an 
excellent  feafoner  of  city  flomachs. 

Col.  Faith  my  lord,  I  have  done  my  bell  to  make 
fomebody  relifh  your  fweat  meats ;  but  hearkee  you, 
*ry  lord,  I  have  ilruck  the  itroke,  I  have  done  the 
deed,  there  "wants  nothing  but  time,  place,  and  her 
content. 

Alph.  Call  you  .that  nothing  ? 

Col.  A  trifle,  a  trifle,  upon  her,  upon  her  my  lord, 
flic  may  feem  a  little  rough  at  the  firft  ;  but  if  you  Hand 
ftifly  to  her,  lhe'11  fall :  a  word  w  ith  you,  mailer  Prcfi- 
dent.  (Tbeywhifpir. 

Alph.  Miftrefs  Prate,  I  am  a  foldier,  and  can  better 
aft  my  love  than  fpeak  it ;  my  fuit.you  know  by  your 
neighbour,  my  love  you  fhall  prove  by  my  merit,  to 
both  which  my  tokens  have  been  petty  witneffes,  and  my 

body 
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Body  fli'all  feal  and  deliver  upon  thee  fuch  a  brave  con- 
firmation, that  not  all  the  orators  in  Sicily  fhall  be  able 
to  cancel  the  deed. 

Lol.  Truly,  my  lord,  methinks  you  being  witty  fhould 
be  honefc. 

Alpb.  Nay,  wench,  if  I  were  a  fool,  there's  no  que- 
ftion  but  I  would  be  ho»eft ;  but  to  the  purpofe,  fay 
wench,  mall  I  enjoy,  fhall  I  poffefs  ? 

Lol.  To  enjoy  my  love,  is  not  to  ponefs  my  body. 

4lph.  Tut  wench,  they  be  words  of  one  fignifkation, 
and  cannot  be  feparated. 

Lol.  Nay  then,  I  mould  wrong  my  hufband. 

Alfh.  S'foot,  thou  moaldil  but  do  for  him  as  he  does 
for  the  whole  world  ;  why  an  orator  were  a  needlefs 
name,  if  it  were  not  to  defend  wrong  :  then,  wench,  do 
as  he  doth,  write  by  a  prefident. 

Lol.  O  my  lord,  I  have  a  hufoand, 
A  man  whole  waking  jealoufy  furvives, 
And  like  a  lion,  fieeps  with  open  eyes ; 
T.hat  not  a  minute  of  mine  hours  -are  free 
From  the  intelligence  of  his  fecret  fpies. 
I  am  a  very  covert  Danae, 
Thorow  whofe  roof  fufpickm  will  not  let 
Gold  fhowers  have  paffage,  nor  can  I  deceive 
His  Argus  eyes,  with  any  policy : 
And  yet  I  fwear  I  love  you. 

Alph.  Death  of  affection,  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  as  thou 
fayft  thou  doll, 
Thou  canft  invent  fome  means  for  our  delight. 
The  rather  fith  it  ever  hath  been  faid, 
That  walls  of  brafs  wit]iftand  not  willing  minds  : 
And  women  when  they're  prone  make  love  admjr'd, 
For  quaint  endeavours :  come  inftruc"t  thy  wit, 
And  find  fome  fcale  to  our  high  height  of  blifs. 

Lol.  Then  briefly  thus,  my  lord. 
To-morrow  doth  the  fenate  fit  to  judge 
Caufes  both  criminal  and  of  the  ftate ; 
Where  of  necefhty  my  hufband's  place 
Muft  be  filPd  by  himfelf,  becaufe  his  tongue 
Muft  gild  his  clients  caufes.     Now  if  you  pleafe, 
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All  that  felf-hour,  when  he  is  turmoil'd 
About  thofe  ferious  trifles,  to  rouchfafe 
To  Vifit  me,  his  abfence  and  my  care 
Shall  give  us  liberty   of  more  delight. 
You  know  my  meaning,  and  I  am  aiham'd 
My  love  fhould  thus  betray  my  mcdeiiy  ; 
But  make  the  ufe  according  to  your  fancy. 

Alph.  What  hour  arTures  his  abfence  ? 

Lot.  Eight  is  the  latefl  time. 

Mph.  This  kifs  leave  my  faith  with  thee,  farewel. 
Thou  hail  given  me  double  glory  from  thy  breath,  ' 
Nothing  (hall  lofe  me  time  but  certain  death.     [Exit 

Alfhonfot 

Pre/?.  Truly,    miflrefs  Collaquintida,  you  are  an  ex- 
cellent piece  of  fweet  gall. 

LoL  Well  fir,  will  you  lead  the  way  homeward? 

Prcji.  To  your  bed-chamber,  miftrefs,  cr  your  privy 
lodging  ?  [Exeunt. 

E&ter  Phy lodes  alone. 
Phy.  Night  clad  in  black,  mourns  for  tke  lofs  of  day* 
And  hides  the  filver  fpangles  of  the  air, 
That  uot  a  fpark  is  left  to  light  the  world  j 
Whilit,  (juiet  ileep  the  nouriiher  of  life 
Takes  full  pofTeilion  of  mortality. 
All  creatures  take  their  reft  in  foft  repofe 
Save  malecontents,  and  we  accurfed  lovers, 
Whofe  thoughts  perturbed,  make  us  paflion's  flave* 
And  rob  us  of  the  juice  of  happinefs. 
Dear  Mariana,  fhap'd  in  aa  angel's  mould, 
Thou  thrall'il  my  fenfes,  and  inflam'ft  my  blood. 
Love's  power  by  wifdom  cannot  be  withftood. 
But  fee  the  morning  liar  breaks  from  the  Eafl, 
To  tell  the  world  her  great  eye  is  awak'd, 
To  take  his  journey  to  the  weflern  vales : 
And  now  the  court  begins  to  rife  with  him. 

Here  paffes  ever  the  ft  age  9  a  phyjician,  a  genthftian- 
ujber,  and  a  waiting-maid. 
There  goes  the  phyfician,  the  waiting-maid, 
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And  a  fine  ftfaight-leg'd  gentleman-ufher, 
The  preface  to  a  kirtel  all  puff  pafte. 
One  that  writes  fonnets  in  his  lady's  praife, 
And  hides  her  crimes  with  flattering  poefy. 

Enter  Mariana. 
But  peace  amazement,  fee  the  day  of  life, 
Nature's  beft  work,  the  world's  chief  paragon. 
Madam,  one  word. 

Mar.  Ay  ;  fo  now  farewel. 

Phy.  You  do  miftake  me. 

Mar.  That  yourfelf  can  tell, 
You  afk'd  me  one  word,  which  I  gave,  faid,  ay, 
A  word  of  leaf!  ufe  in  a  virgin's  breath, 
Urge  not  my  patience  then  with  fond  reply. 

Phy.  Dear  lady,  lend  an  ear  unto  my  voice, 
Since  each  were  made  for  others  happinefs : 
My  tongue's  not  oil'd  with  courtly  flatterings, 
Nor  can  I  paint  my  pamons  to  the  life ; 
But  by  that  power  which  fhap'dthis  heavenly  form, 
I  am  your  bond-Have,  forc'd  by  love's  command  ; 
Then  let  foftpity  with  fuch  beauty  dwell. 
Madam  I  love  yon. 

Mar.  As  I  am  a  virgin  fo  do  I. 

Phy,  But  madam,  whom? 

Mar.  Myfelf,  no  lady  better. 

Phy.  But  will  you  love  me  ? 

Mar..  No,  by  my  chaflity. 

Phy.  I  hope  you  do  but  jell.. 

Mar.  Nay,  I'll,  keep  mine  oath, 
Men  mall  abandon  pride  and  jealoufyy 
E'er  I'll  be  bound  to  their  captivity; 
They  (hall  live  continent,  and  leave  to  range, 
But  men  like  to  the  moon  each  month  muft  change. 
Yet  muft  we  feek  that  naught  their  fight  difpleafes, 
And  mix  our  wedlock  fweets  with  loath'd  difeafes : 
When  we  confume  ourfelves  and  our  beft  beauty, 
All  our  reward  is,  why,  'twas  but  our  duty. 

Phy.  Judge  not  fo  hard  of  all  for  fome  offenders ; 
For  you  are  fubjeft  %o  the  felf- fame  crimes, 
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Of  men  and  women  always  have  been  had 
Some  good  of  each. 

Mar.  But  for  the  moll  part  bad : 
Therefore  I'll  have  none  at  all,  but  die  a  perfect  maid, 

Phy.  That  humour  like  a  flower  foon  will  fade, 
Once  didinine  own  thoughts  fing  to  that  delight, 
'"Till  love  and  you  reformM  my  barbaroufnefs : 
Therefore  dear  lady  pity  my  wounded  heart. 

Mar.  A  furgeon  here  for  this  love-wound#dman, 
How  deep's  your  ulcer'd  orifice  I  pray  you  tell  r 

Phy.  Quite  thorowmy  heart. 

Mar,  'Tis  Grange  and  look  fo  well ; 
Yet  ladies  eyes  have  power  to  murder  men, 
And  with  one  fmile  to  make  them  whole  again. 
Achilles  lance  to  a  hair,  but  do  you  love  me,  prince? 

Phy.  Dearer  than  my  foul. 

Mar.  Would  I  could  love  you. 

Thy.  Madam,  fo  you  may. 

Mar.  As  yet  I  cannot,  therefore  let  me  go. 

Phy,  O  do  not  leave  me,  grant  me  but  pnerequeft, 
And  here  I  vow  by  that  divineft  power, 
The  falt-feas  glorious  iffue,  whofe  bright  fphere 
Rules  my  fick  heart,  and  knows  my  chaile  intent, 
That  if  you  pleafe  to  impofe  on  me  that  talk, 
Which  neither  men  nor  monfter  can  atchieve, 
Which  even  angels  have  a  dread  to  touch, 
Deeds  which  outilrecht  all  pombility. 
S'foot,  more  than  can  be  thought,  and  I'll  effecl, 
Or  elfe  I'll  periih  in  th'accomplifhment. 

Mar.  Let  your  requeft  fit  virgin -modefly, 
And  you  obey  your  vow,  I  am  content 
To  give  your  thoughts  contented  happinefs. 

Phy.   'Tis  but  a  kifs  I  afk,  a  minute's  joy. 

Mar.  Now  Cupid  help  thee,  is  thy  grief  for  this, 
Keep  thy  fhong  vow,  and  freely  take  a  kifs 

[He  kijjes  her. 

Phy.  I  have  obtain'd  my  heaven,  and  in  this  touch, 
I  feel  the  breath  of  all  dfe$*cioufnefs  : 
Then  freely  give  the  fentence  of  my  work, 
Mufler  up  all  the  engines  of  your  wit, 

-  Teach 
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Teach  Juno  rules  beyond  malicioufnefs, 
Whate'er  it  be,  I'll  die  but  I'll  perform  it. 

Mar.  Thou  ihalt  not  kill  thyfelf,  nor  fight  monfters, 
Nor  bring  the  great  Turk's  beard  to  fhew  thy  zeal : 
Thy  life  thou  lhalt  not  hazard  for  my  love, 
Nor  will  I  tie  thee  to  an  endle'fs  tafk, 
But  even  with  eafe,  and  gentle  tangled  knots, 
Thou  fhalt  untwine  thy  clue  of  miferies. 

Pby.  Let  it  have  palfage,  madam,  give  me  my  doom* 
Mar.  Then  Phylocies  knit  filence  to  my  words, 
And  mark  thy  doom  :  for  thus  my  flricler  will 
Loads  grief  upon  thy  vainer  levity. 
Hence  for  the  fpace  and  compafs  of  one  year, 
Thou  ihalt  abjure  the  liberty  of  fpeech, 
Thou  ihalt  not  fpeak  for  fully  twelve  months  fpace, 
For  friend  nor  foe,  for  danger  nor  for  death ; 
But  live  like  air,  with  filent  emptinefs. 
Break  thou  this  vow,  I'll  hold  thee  for  a  villain:  . 
And  all  the  world  ihall  know  thy  perjury. 

Phy.  Be  heaven  and  earth  a  witnefs  of  my  vow, 
And  mine  eternal  filence,  I  am  dumb. 

Mar.  Why  fo,  now  mail  I  not  be  troubled  with  vain 
chat, 
Or  idle  prate  of  idle  wantonnefs : 
,For  love  1  cannot,  therefore 'tis  in  vain, 
Would  all  my  fuitors  tongue*  I  thus  could  rein,- 
Then  ihould  I  live  fxt^  from  fain'd  fjghs  and  groans, 
With,  O  take  pity,  'tis  your  fervant  moans,  .   . 
And  fuch  harth  (luff,  that  frets  me  to  the  heart :  . 
And  ibnnets  made  of  Cupid's  burning  dart, 
Of  Venus  lip,  and  Juno's  majelly,    ' 
Then  were  I  freed  from  fools  and  foolery. 
In  May  the  cuckows  fmg,  then  ihe'll  come  hither, 
Her  voice  and  yours  wijl  rarely  tune  together. 

'  [Exit  Mar i anal 
Enter  Fhrio. 
Flor.  Prince  Phylocies,  the  king  wpuld  fpeak  with 
you.  [Speaks  louder  and  louati , 

Prince  Phylocies  the  Jdng  wpuld  fpeak  with  you. 
Prince  Phylocies  tbf  king  would  ipeak  with  yon. 
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Phy  lodes  ftrikes  Fieri  o  and  fells  him. 

Flor.  The  pox  rot  off  your  fingers  for  this  blow* 
It  is  coronation  day  thorow  all  my  fcull, 
There's  fuch  a  fatal  ringing  in  my  brain, 
Has  won  the  fett,  has  laid  five  fingers  on  ; 
But  'twas  a  knavifh  part  of  him  to  play  f o ; 
Hear  me  ye  gods  for  this  my  open  wrong, 
iMake  lhort  his  fingers  as  you  have  his  tongue.        [Exit 

Florior 
Enter  Mechanic  alone. 

Mec.  'Tis  not  man's  fortune,  envy,  nor  neglecl,. 
Which  makes  him  miferable,  but  'tis  mean  fate, 
Even  fole  predefiination,  a  firm  gift 
Fix'd  to  his  birth,  before  the  world  was  made. 
For  were  it  other  wife,  then  within  our  lives, 
We  mould  find  fome  diftraclions,  errors  change,. 
And  other  toys  of  much  uncertainty  : 
But  my  mifhaps  are  fix'd  fo  to  my  blood, 
They  have  no  fire  but  my  creation : 
The  queen,  out  of  fufpicion  that  my  love 
Firft  fet  an  edge  upon  the  king's  defiresr 
And  made  him  woo  her  with  a  victor's  fwordr 
Calls  me  from  favour,  feizes  all  my  lands, 
And  turns  my  naked  fortunes  to  the  cold. 
The  king,  made  proud  with  purchafe  of  his  wim, 
Neglefts  my  fufferance  for  him,  and  o'erlooks 
The  low  tide  of  my  fortunes ;  left  my  woes 
Should  fpeak  my  wrongs  to  his  ingratitude  ; 
The  whilft  thofe  lords,  whofe  fupple  hams  have  bow'd 
To  do  me  formal  reverence,  now  defpife 
And  flight  me  in  their  meaneft  compliments : 
O  'tis  a  torment  more  than  hell  yetknows,. 
To  be  an  honeft  flatterer,  or  to  live 
A  faint  in  Limbo,  which  that  I  may  prevent, 
I'll  be  nor  belt  nor  worft,  but  all  indifferent. 
But  here  comes  a  nobleman,  I  mull  turn  petitioner,- 


Enter  Florro% 
My  lord,  may  I  not  fee  the  king  ? 
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Flor.  You  may  not. 
His  majefty  is  now  down  prefs'd  with  ferioufnefs  ^ 
As  for  your  fuit  it  is  with  Prate  the  orator, 
I  heard  his  highnefs  give  him  a  fpecial  charge 
For  your  difpatch  with  favour. 

Mec.  O,  but  he  doth  negleft, 
And  flights  me  like  his  weak  orations : 
And  by  your  lordmip's  leave,  I  do  not  think 
His  wifdom  worthy  of  the  conference. 

Flor.  Nay,  if  you  will  correft  the  king's  coin,  you 
are  not  for  my  conference,   farewel.  \Exit  Florio. 

Mec.  Why,    and  fare  you  well;  'sfoot,   this  is  mora 
than  ftrange, 
That  being  griev'dl  may  not  fay  I'm  pain'd*. 

Enter  Alphonfo.. 
But  here  comes  another  :  Mine  honourable  lord,. 
May  I  not  have  fome  conference  with  the  king  ? 

Alph.   You  may  not  ;  bufmefs  of  greater  weight 
Imports  both  him  and  us  :  nay,  pray  you  ceafe  ; 
As  for  your  fuit,   'tis  with  the  orator. 

Mec.  Yet,  methinks,  'twere  meet. 

Alph'.  That  you  would,  rather  trouble  him  than  me.. 

Mec.  It's  ftrange. 

Alph.  It's  ftrange,  indeedy  to  fee  you  wrong  your  eafe. 
I  am  not  now   for  idle   conferences.     Adieu.       Exit 

Alphonfo. 

Mcc.   Why  this  is  court-grace  to  men  in  mifery^ 
And  thus  thefe  tail  lefs  lions  with  their  roar, 
Affright  the  fimple  herd  :  O  I  cou'd  now 
Turn  rebel  'gainft  their  pride. 

Enter  Epire.. 
But  hera  comes  the  duke  : 
My  gracious  lord  vouchfafe  to  hear  my  griefs. 

Epi.  For  God's  love  ceafe  your  trouble,  we  are  all' 
Troubled  wTith  griefs  of  ftranger  qualities. 
Mec.  Words  are  no  heavy  burthen. 
Epi.  No,  had  I  no  other  weight  ; 
Eut  we  are  all  prefs'd  down  with  other  porfe  : 

As 
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As  for  your  fuit,  it  is  referr'd  to  Prate  : 

And  he  muft  give  ycu  fair  difpatch  with  favour  ; 

Which  if  he  flight  for  envy  or  for  bribe, 

Repair  to  me,  and  I  will  not  forget 

To  give  you  eaic,  and  chide  his  negligence  ; 

Mean  fpace  I  pray  you  leave  me,  for  we  all 

Are  troubled  now  with  greateft  miracles. 

Mec.  Your  grace  doth  do  me  comfort,  and  I  will 
Study  with  fervice  to  deferve  your  favours, 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  [Exit  Mechanic 

Enter  two  D.cftcrs*. 
Epi.  Your  own  contentments  follow  you. 
Now,  gentlemen,  what  news  within,  can  this  dumj> 

wonder  fpeak  ? 
Have  you  cut  off  thofe  lets  that  ty'd  his  fpeech, 
And  made  your  fames  to  found  through  Sicily  ? 

i   Dott.  AU  hopeful  means  that  man  or  art  can  find 
Have  we  made  trial  of,  but  'tis  in  vain  : 
For  ilill  my  lord,  the  cure's  invincible. 
,2  Dcclf   Thofe  organs  nature   gave   to  move  the 
tongue, 
He  fully  doth  poffefs  as  well  as  we  ; 
Which  makes  us  think  his  fudden  apoplexy 
Is  either  will,  vow,  or  a  miracle. 

Epi.  I  ihould  think  ftrangely,  had  we  ftrange  things 
on  earth  : 
But  wonders  now  are  moft  familiar  : 
But  here  comes  his  majefty,  now  we  fhall  fee 
If  this  dumb  beaft  can  fpeak  before  the  king. 

Cornets,    and  enter   Cypres,    Queen,  Phylocks,  Mariana^ 
and  attendants. 

Cyp.  My  bell  of  friends,  my  deareft  Phylocles, 
Thy  griefs  run  in  my  fpirit,  make  me  fad, 
And  dull  my  fenfe  with  thine  affliction. 
My  foul  with  thine  doth  fympathize  in  woe, 
Andpaflion  governs  him  that  ihould  rule  all. 
What  fay  you,  doctors,  is  there  no  hope  of  help  ? 

I  Dctf.  No  hope,  my  lord ;  the  cure  is  defperate. 

€yf>. 
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Cyp.  Then  I  am  king  of  grief;  for  in  his  words 
Found  I  more  mufick  than  in  choirs  of  angels . 
It  was  as  friver,  as  the  chime  of  fpheres, 
The  breath  of  lutes,  or  love's  deiicioufnefs: 
Next  to  my  queen,  he  is  my  joy  on  earth  : 
Nor  mail  the  world  contain  that  happy  good 
Which  with  my  tears  I  will  not  woe  for  him. 
My  lord  of  Epire,  let  it  be  ftraight  proclaimed 
Through  all  the  cities  in  our  kingdom's  verge, 
That  whofo  will  avow  to  cure  this  prince, 
And  bring  his  work  to  wiih'd  effect  ualneis, 
Shall  have  ten  thoufand  crowns  and  our  befl  love  ; 
But  if  he  fail  in  his  great  enterprise, 
His  daring  is  the  lofs  of  preient  life, 
Sin^ce  no  man  hitherto  could  do  him  good, 
The  next  fhall  help  him,  or  elfe  lofe  his  blood. 

EpL  Your  majefty  ihall  have  your  will  perform'd. 

Mar.  Not  all  fo  foon,  dear  brother,  what  if  a  woman 
now 
Should  turn  .#)fculapius  and  reftore 
This  dumb  Hippolitus  ?  Nay,  do  not  look  ftrange, 
I  dare  avow  and  undertake  the  cure. 

Epi.  You,  filler  !  are  you  in  your  wits? 

Mar.  'Faith,   of  the  outfide  of  them,  brother;  yet 
a  woman's  tongue, 
Whofe  burthen  (till  is  fuperfluity, 
May  lend  a  man  an  age's  compliment. 

Cyp.  Madam,  I  wou'd  not  have  you  with  the  lark 
Play  yourfelf  into  a  day-net ;  this  great  cure, 
I  fear,  is  far  beyond  your  phy lick's  help. 

Mar.  My  lord,  you  know  not  how  Apollo  loves,  me; 
I  have  been  thought  as  fair  asOenon  was, 
And  dare  be  bold  to  claim  this  miracle. 

Cyp.  Mariana  attend,  glory  and  ruin  compafs  thee  a- 
bout, 
This  hand  mall  raife  thee  to  a  golden  throne, 
And  grace  thee  with  all  fiiles  of  dignity  ; 
This  call  thee  down, 

Lower  than  life's  misfortune,  and  overwhelm 
Thy  beauties  with  thy  grave.    Perform,  be  great  ; 

Fail 
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Fail,  and  be  worfe  than  worft  calamity. 

^u.  Stay,  gentle  friend,  my  love  doth  bid  thee  flay ; 
Attempt  not,   and  be  fafe  from  mifery. 

Epi.  Sifter,  you  mail  not  grafp  with  mifchief  thus  ; 
My  blood  doth  challenge  intereft  in  your  ill; 
And  I  conjure  you  from  this  defperatenefs. 

Mar.  Brother,  content  yourfelf,  words  but  augment 
our  ftrife ; 
I  will  perform,  or  elfe  my  pawn's  my  life. 

Cyp.  Proceed,  fair  virgin. 

Mar.  Vouchfafe  me   privacy  :    now  Venus  be  my 
fpeed. 
Speak,  gentle  Phylocles,  tkine  oath's  bond  I  untie, 
And  give  thy  vows  a  free  infranchifement, 
Thy  well-kept  league  hath  fhew'd  thy  ftrength  of  truth, 
And  doth  confirm  me  in  my  virtuoufnefs  : 
Thy  martyrdom  and  fufrerance  is  too  long, 
And  I  reftore  it  to  new  liberty. 
Then  fpeak,  my  Phylocles,  fpeak,  gentle  prince, 
To  her  whofe  love,  refpe&s,  and  honours  thee. 

Cyp.  How  now,  what  virtue  from  thy  charms  ? 

Mcr.  No  hope  is  left,  dear  Phylocles  regard  my  m.t- 
feries, 
Unty  that  wilful  let  which  holds  in  fpeech,. 
And  make  me  happy  :  through  thy  noble  pity 
I  fee  the  face  of  mine  -ll-ihap'd  contempt, 
Where  like  with  like  nath  quit  rnoft  injury  : 
Then  fpeak,  my  lord,  utter  one  angel  breath 
To  give  me  joy,  and  lave  me  from  ftrange  death. 
What,  not  a  word !    hath  this  finall  iilence  brought 
An  utter  deteflation  to  thy  fpeech  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  hear,  nor  fpeak,  nor  pity  me  ? 
The  gentle  gods  move  thee  to  more  remorfe. 

Cyp.  What,  wilt  not  be  ? 
Fond  maid  thou  haft  drawn  affliction  on  thy  head, 
Andthrall'd  thyielf  to  worfe  calamity  : 
'Till  morrow's  fun  thy  incantations  ufe, 
But  then  efFecllefs,  all  hope's  deiperate, 
Wer't  thou  my  bofom  love  thou  dy'ft  the  de-ath ; 

Eeft 
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Bell  eafe  for  madnefs  is  the  lofs  of  breath. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Phy lodes  and  Marlana\ 
Ma,  O  Phylocles,  I  am  no  court's  difgrace, 
No  city's  profcitution,  country's  fhame, 
Nor  one  mall  bring  Troy's  fire  unto  thy  houfe, 
Turn  not  away  hard-hearted  myrmidon. 
£ee,  on  my  knees  I'll  follow  thee  in  court, 
And  make  the  world  condemn  thy  cruelty. 
Yet  if  my  tears  may  mollify  thy  heart, 
Receive  them  as  the  flood  of  tirangeil  tides, 
Turn  not  thy  face  from  her  that  doats  on  theey 
Love  now  hath  made  me  fubjedt,  to  thy  will, 
And  pale  diiliain  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  me. 
Behold  my  nerves  I'll  wear  upon  this  earth, 
And  fill  this  room  with  lamentations. 
What,  dod  thou  fmile  ?    hath  fury  fo  much  fwajr 
As  even  to  banim  poor  civility  ? 
Then  be  thy  felf,  and  break  thine  itching  fpleen  f 
For  I  difdain  thy  ranfom's  victory, 
Life  thou  art  weary  brought,  welcome  my  death, 
Sweet  becaufe  wifli'd  for,  good  becaufe  my  choice  * 
Yet  when  lam  dead,  this  of  me  (hall  be  raid, 
A  cruel  prince  murder'd  a  loving  maid* 
And  after- ages  to  tti  unborn  mall  tell, 
Thy  hate,  my  love,  thy  envy,  and  my  hell. 
Kay,  do  not  fpeak  I  charge  thee,  go,  let  nothing  movfe 

thee, 
JQeath  is  my  glory,  fince  thou  wilt  not  love  me. 

[Exeunt. 


Adlus  III.    Socna  1.  Mufick. 

Enter  the  duke  of  E pi  re  and  Alphonfo. 

Epi.  ^s  Rief,   which  controuls    the  motions  of  our 

VJT        thoughts, 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  makes  me  paffion's  Have. 

My 
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My  filler's  mifery  torments  my  foul, 
And  breaks  my  gall  when  I  but  think  of  her : 
She  was  bewitch' d  with  fpells  to  her  misfortune, ., 
Or  elfe  born  haplefs  under  a  low'ring  ftar, 
And  'tis  her  fate  to  be  thus  miferable  : 
G  Phylocles,  hadft  thou  no  other  fcale 
To  mount  thy  heaven  but  by  our  miferies  ? 
Mull  all  the  noble  fame  of  our  great  houfe 
Wafte  down  her  royal  pillars  to  make  fteps 
For  thee  to  climb  to  glory  ?     Well,  J.  fee 
Thou  plott'ft  our  fhames  in  thy  great  dignity, 

Alph.  Patience,  great  lord,  methmks  thefe  ill-rais'd 
Horms 
Have  not  more  violence  than  may  he  borne  % . 
Gome  we  will  both  go  fue  unto  the  king, 
We  there  will  kneel  ?cv£  pray  eternally, . 
And  never  rife  till  he  remit  his  doom. 
It  fhall  be  fo,  I  will  unto  the  king, 
To  beg  great  favour  for  a.fmall  offence  : : 
But  if  fhe  die  for  this,  then  king  take  heed, 
Thee  and  thy  fortunes  by  this  hand  fhall  bleed.      Ex* 

Enter  Chip,  Shaving,  and  others  nvith  a  f caff  old.    » 

Chip.  Come,  my  hearts,  let's  make  all  things  ready 
for  the  execution  ;  here's  a  maidenhead  muft  be  cut  off 
without  a  feather-bed. 

JShav.  It's  a.  fign  ihe  deals  with  fharp  tools,  and  a 
cruel  headfman. 

Chip.  If  I  had  been  her  judge,,  flie  fhould  have  been 
toft  to  death  in  a  blanket. 

Sh.a<v.  No,  I  wou'd  have  had  her  fmother'd  in  a  fea- 
ther-bed. 

Chip.  They  fay  flie  would  not  plead  at  her  trial. 

phav.  No,  that's  true,  for  ihe  had  a  great  defire  to 
be  prefs'd. 

Chip.  And  I  have  known  fome  of  her  fex  have  got 
that  favour  to  be  prefs'd  for  fpeakiag. 

Shav.  Then  ihe  was  unwife  to  hold  her  tongue,  being 
a  woman  4 

Chip. 
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Chip.  What  is  her  crime  that  ihe  muft  lofe  her 
head  ? 

Shav.  Becaufe  Ihe  lived  honeft,  contrary  to  the  fla- 
tute. 

Chip.  There  is  a  great  number  of  my  neighbours  will 
never  fuffer  for  that  fault. 

Sha<u.  No,  nor  thou  neither,  if  the  truth  were  known ; 
for  my  part,  I  fhun  that  danger. 

Chip.  I  think  we  are  all  out  of  danger  of  the  law 
for  that  crime. 

Shwv.  I  know  I  am  free,  for  I  am  a  knave  if  I  have 
not  forgot  what  wench  had  my  maidenhead. 

Enter  Florid. 

Fh.  Make  room  there,  his  majefry  is  coming  to  the 
execution. 

Chip.  Come,    now  all  things  are  ready,   let's  away. 

\Exeunt* 
Enter  Epire  and  Alphonfo. 

Epi.  Mercy  is  banifh'd  courts,  the  king,  like  flint, 
Hardens  his  royal  temper  'gainft  our  'plaints, 
And  makes  our  woes  moll  unavoidable. 
What  inaufpicious  ftar  reign'd  at  her  birth, 
That  heaven  thus  frowns  upon  her  mifery  ? 
And,  my  good  lord,  now  innocence  muft  die, 
As  white  as  untrod  fnow  or  culver  down. 
King's  words  are  laws,  and  cannot  be  withftood  &. 
Yet  'tis  falfe  greatnefs  which  delights  in  blood. 

Alph.  Patience,  my  lord  ;  I  do  not  think  this  ill 
Is  yet  fo  big,  as  unrecoverable. 
The  king  doth  hold  you  in  moil  choice  refpecl, 
And  whom  kings  love,  they  ftudy  to  oblige  ; 
Then  call  your  reafon  home,  make  not  this  civil  war, 
To  fuffer,   makes  woes  lerTer  than  they  are. 

Epi.  How   well  the  found  can  falve  the  fick-man's 
grief ! 
Bat  oh  how  ill  he  can  digeft  his  pills ! 

Alph.  O  my  good  lord,  you  mall  not  lofe  a  filler 
That  is  the  joy  and  comfort  of  your  breath  ; 
'Tjs  not  your  blood  mail  iffue  from  her  wound ; 

Bat 
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But  mine  that  runs  in  rivers  from  her  tears  • 
And  drowns  my  face  in  her  calamity. 
Well    let  her  periih,  fince  her  foul  is  clear, 
And  for  her  death,  I'll  make  a  maffacre. 

Enter  Cypres ,  §uecn,  Phy  locks,   Mariana  hound,  a  guar  J 
of  h albert s,   and  an  executioner. 

gieJr fuits  are  bootlefs :  for  my vows  have 

And  dos'd  mine  ears,    that  they  retain  no  found 
Of  your  mtreaties;  and  even  now  the  time 
Uotn  run  upon  his  lateft  minutes,  and 
£     ™bjr  fpeech'  there's  no  recovery 

trudeave  mercy'  s°od  my  Iord:  °  *et  my tear$  in- 

Betwixt  your  vows  and  her  calamity  ; 
la  her  you  take  from  me  my  belt  of  life 
My  joy    my  comfort,  and  my  play-fellow. 

Cjf.  Content  you,  madam,  for  my  vow  is  part,. 
And  is  like  fate  full  unrevocable  ; 
Afcend  poor  model  of  calamity. 

Mar    As  lightly  burden'd  with  the  weight  of  crimes,. 
As  fpotlefs  infants,  or  poor  harmlefs  lambs, 
l  nus  1  aicend  my  heaven,  this  firft  ffep  lower 
Mounts  to  tins  next,  and  thus  hath-  brought 
My  body  s  frame  unto  its  higheit  throne; 
Here  dom  her  office  end,  and  hence  my  foul 
With  golden  wmgs  of  thought  fhall  mount  the  fky, 
And  reach  a  palace  of  pure  fandity. 
Farewel  my  fovereign,  madam  within  your  thoughts 
Make  me  a  tomb,  and  love  my  memory. 
Brother  farewel  j  nay,  do  not  mourn  my  death, 
it  is  not  I  that  die  to  fpot  our  houfe, 
Or  make  you  live  in  after-obloquy; 
Then  weep  no  more,  but  take  my  laft  adieu, 
My  virtues,  not  my  faults,  preferve  with  you. 
Laftly,  to  you  that  are  my  laft  of  hope, 
Nay,  do  not  hide  your  eyes,  I  Iove'them  ftill  : 
1  o  part  friends  now  is  greateft  charity. 
O  be  thy  days  as  fruitful  in  delights, 

As 
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As  Eden  in  choice  flowers,  thine  honour's  fuch  „ 

As  all  the  world  may  ftrive  to  imitate, 

Be  mailer  of  thy  whiles :  only  this, 

When  the  fad  nurfe,  to  ftill  the  wrangling  babe, 

Shall  fing  the  careful  ftory  of  my  death, 

Give  me  a  figh  from  thy  heart's  pureft  breath  : 

And  fo  farewel. 

Exec.    Madam,    kneel  here,   forgive  me  for  your 

death, 
Mar.  With  all  my  heart,  thou  art  but  law's  poor 
hand, 
Thus  to  my  death  I  bow,  and  as  I  rife, 
Angels   protecl   my    fpirit  in   the  skies. 

[He  offers  to  ftrike. 
Pbyt  Hold,  or  thine  hand  mail  be  thine  own   de- 

ftruclion. 
Cyp.  Never  did  mufick  found  with  better  voice. 
Unbind  the  lady. 

Flo.  The  fear  of  death  hath  brought  her  to  afwoon. 
Cyp.   Endeavour  her  recovery. 
Epu  Sifter,  dear  filter,  call  thy  fpirits  back. 
Sifter,  O  fifter,   hearken  to  my  woes, 
Recover  breath,  and  live  with  happinefs. 

Qu.  She  ftirs,  give  way  to  air  that  fhe  may  breath  : 
Speak  Mariana,  thy  woes  are  canceli'd. 

Mar.  You  are  not  charitable  to  my  moans, 
Thus  to  affiicl  me  with  a  double  punifhment : 
One  death  for  one  poor -fault  might  well  fufnce, 
They  are  moft  wretched  who  twice  live  and  die. 

Phy.  Madam,  to  fave  your  life,  I  kill  my  foul  : 
And  fpeckle  that  which  was  immaculate. 
Black  perjury  that  open-ey'd  diieafe, 
Which  is  the  plague-fore  of  focicty, 
Brands  me  with  mifchief,  and  protefts  I  hold 
.  Nothing  within  me  but  unworthinefs  : 
And  all  thefe  ills  are  your  creation. 

Ma.  Which  to  warn  off,  lo  here  I  yield  myfelf, 
An  humble  facriftce  to  love  and  thee  : 
Ail  my  belt  hopes,  my  fortunes,  and  my  love, 

My 
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My  faLi,  my  fervice,  and  my  loyalty, 
Shall  as  thy  flaves  attend  on  thy  commands, 
And  make  me  famous  in  my  fuffrages. 

Cyp.  Receive  her  Phylocles,  for  it  pleafeth  us. 

Phy.  But  not  me,  my  thrice  royal  fovereign  ; 
I'd  rather  wed  a  footy  Blackafiicre, 
A  leper,  monfler,  incubus,  or  hag, 
A  wretch  deform'd  in  nature,  loath'd  of  men, 
Than  her  that  hath  bemoniler'd  my  pure  foul. 
Her  fcorn  and  pride  hadalmoft  loll  her  life, 
A  maid  fo  faulted  feldom  proves  good  wife. 

£>u.  What  is  the  reafon  you  not  love  her  now, 
And  were  fo  paffionate  in  love  before  ? 

Phy.  Not  that  I  love  her  lefs,  but  rather  more  r 
Run  I  this  backward  courfe ;  -only  my  vow, 
^Since  unperform'd  craves  fatisfaclion  ; 
Which  thus  I  reconcile ;  when  this  fair  maid 
Shall  with  as  ftrong  a  love,  as  firm  a  zeal, 
A  faith  as  conftant,  and  Ihame  as  ftrong, 
Requite  my  care,  and  mew  as  ample  proof, 
In  mine  extremes,  as  I  have  in  her  death, 
Then  will  I  love,  enjoy,  and  honour  her  ; 
'Till  when,  I  will  not  think  a  loving  thought.; 
Or  give  the  eafy  temper  of  my  mind 
To  love-fick  paflion  or  delicioufnefs. 
Only  with  thofe  which  do  adore  the  fun, 
I'll  give  her  all  refpe£t  and  reverence. 

Mar.  I  am  well  pleas'd,  and  with  a  doubtful  foe, 
You  have  good  reafon  thus  to  capitulate: 
Then  hang  your  colours  forth,  extend  your  thought, 
Mufter  your  flrongeft  powers  of  ftriftel  wit, 
And  when  your  reafon's  bell  artillery's  bent, 
Love  not  my  love  if 't  be  not  excellent. 

Cyp.  I  have  not  feen  a  war  breed  better  wit, 
Or  paflion  draw  on  more  delightfulnefs : 
Proceed  in  your  contention,  for  we  boait, 
That  love  is  bell  which  is  approved  moil. 
But  now  to  revels  fmce  our  tragick  fcene 
Is  turn'd  to  comic  mirthful  conitancy ; 
Inftead  of  mourning,  we  will  dance  and  banquet, 

Anil 
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.And  fill  our  empty  veins  with  all  delights : 
For  oft'  we  find  that  Itorms  and  forrows  prove, 
.The  heft  fore-runners  of  a  happy  love. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Epire* 
Epi.  He  will,   but  he  will  not ;    loves,  but  cannot 
like. 
Will  and  affection  in  this  prince  are  like 
Two  buckets  which  do  never  both  afcend  : 
Or  thofe  flar  twins  which  mine  not  in  one  fph&re, 
O  Phlyocles,  I  fee  thy  foul  grows  fat, 
.  And  feeds  upon  the  glories  of  my  feme  ; 
>But  I'll  foreflal  thine  epileptic  fits ; 
And  by  my  plots  breed  thy  deflruclion. 
Revenge  now  rules  as  fovereign  of  my  blood, 
And  others  ruins  fhall  advance  my  good. 
Which  once  attain'd  to,  I  will  prove  ambitious, 
Great  men  like  gods,  are  ne'er  thought  vicious. 
.Now  Phylocles  ftand  fad,  king  guard  thy  crown, 
For  by  this  brain,  you  both  fliall  tumble  down.    [Exit, 

Enter  Veloups  and  Drap,  Pref dent  ft  ting  at  his  dejk. 

VeL  This  is  his  chamber,  let's  enter,  here's  his  clerk. 

Pref.   Fondling,  faidjhe,  Jince    I  have   hemnid  thee 
here, 
Within  the  circuit  of  this  ivory  pale, 

Drap.  Iprayyou,  fir,  help  us  to  the  fpeech  of  your 
^nafter. 

Pref.  ril  be  a  park,  and  thou. Jh alt  be  my  deer  ; 
He  is  very  bufy  in  his  iludy. 
Feed  where  thou  ivilt,  in  mountain  or  on  dale. 
Stay  a  while,  he  will  come  out  anon. 
Graze  on  my  lips,  and  when  thofe  mounts  arc  dry> 
Stray  lower  where  the  plea f ant  fountains  lie. 
Go  thy  way  thou  beft  book  in  the  world. 

VeL  I  pray  you  fir,  what  book  do  you  read  ? 

Pref.  A  book  that  never  an  orator's  clerk  in  this 
kingdom,  but  is  beholden  unto  ;  it  is  called  maid's  phi- 
•lofophy,  or  Venus  and  Adonis : 
Look  you  gentlemen,  I  hav^  divers  other  pretty  books. 

Draf. 
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Drap.  You  are  very  well  flor'd,  fir ;  but  I  hope  your 
mailer  will  not  ftay  long. 

Preji.  No,  he  will  come  prefently. 

Enter  Me  chant. 
Vel.  Who  have  we  here  ?  another  client  fure,  crows 
flock  to  carcafes ;  O,  'tis  the  Lord  Mechant. 

Mec.  Save  you,  gentlemen  ;  fir,  is  your  mailer  at  any 
leifure  ? 

Prefi.    Here,   Jit    thee    down     where   never    terpen t 
hiffes, 
And  being  fet,   P 11  /mother  thee  with  hiffes. 
His  bufineffes  yet  are  many,  you  mull  needs  attend  a 
while. 

Mec.  We  mull  attend  "em,  even  fnails  keep  ftate 
When  with  flow  thrufl  their  horns  peep  forth  the  gate. 
We  mull  attend,  'tis  cuftom's  fault  not  mine, 
To  make  men  proud,  on  whom  great  favours  fhine  : 
'Tis  fomewhat   'gainft  my  nature  to  attend, 
But  when  we  mult,  we  mult  be  patient, 
A  man  may  have  admittance  to  the  king 
Asfoon  as  tothefe  long  robes,  and  as  cheap. 
Come,  gentlemen,  (hall  we  walk  ? 
Thus  are  the  pavement  Hones  before  the  doors 
Of  thefe  great  tongue-gilt  orators,  worn  fmooth 
With  clients  dancing  'fore  them. 

Vel.  It's  flrange  to   fee  how  the  world  waits  upon 
them,  therein  they  are  the  only  men  now. 

Me.  O,  only  ;  they  of  all  men  in  requeft. 
Your  plvyiician  is  the  lawyer  for  your  health  : 
And  moderates  unruly  humours  bell. 
Others  are  nobody  cempar'd  with  him  : 
For  all  men  neglect,  their  health  in  regard  of  their  pro- 
fit. 

Drap.  True,  and  that's  it  makes  thefe  men  grow  fo 
fat, 
Swell  with  rich  purchafes. 

Mec.  Yea  with  golden  fees, 
And  golden  titles  too,'  they  can  work  miracles, 
And  like  creators,  even  of  empty  nothing, 

Erecl 
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Ere&  a  world  of  goodly  livings,  fair  demeans, 
And  gallant  manners,  heap'd  one  on  another. 

Vei.  They  gain  indeed  exceftively,  and  are  not  like 

•    us  citizens, 
Exposed  to  hazard  of  the  feas  and  traffick. 

Mef.  Why,  here's  a  fellow  now,  this  orator, 
Even  Prate,  you  would  little  think  it,  his  father  was 
An   honeft  proinerof  our  country  vines; 
Yet  he's  fhot  to  his  foot-cloath. 

Drap.  O,  he  is ;  heproin'd  him  well,  and  brought 
him  up  to  learning, 

Mef  'Faith,  reafonable  learning,  a  fmattering  in  the 
Latin  tongue, 
A  little  rhetorick,  with  wrangling  fophiftry, 
Were  his  preparatives  unto  his  art. 

Vel.  After  thefe  preparatives  (if  you  call  them  fo) 
The  phyfick  wrought  well,  for  a  few  years  practice 
Brought  him  in  wonderous  credit,  and  preferments 
Came  tumbling  in  :  O  fuch  a  fudden  rife, 
Hath  fortune  for  her  minions ;  blame  him  not  then 
Though  he  look  high  on't. 

Me.  Nay,    for  his  pride,  of  weaker   fouls   term'd 
itate, 
It  hurts  none  but  himfelf* 

Dra.  Yet  to- my  feeming  it  is  very  ftrange, 
That  from  fo  bafe  beginning,  men  can  breath 
Such  fearing  fames. 

Mec:  Strange  ;  it's  not  ftrange  a  whit, 
Dunghills  and  marriih  bogs,  dart  ftore  of  vapours, 
And  viicous  exhalations,  agaiaft  heaven, 
Which  borrowing  luftre  there  (though  bafely  bred) 
Seem  yet  like  glorious  planets  fair  eft  ftars  : 
To  the  weak  eyes  of  wondring  ignorance, 
When  wife  men  know  they  are  but  meteors. 
But  here  comes  the  orator. 

Enter  Prate. 
Prat.  What,  nrefiden:,  I  fay,  come  and   attend  me 
to  thefenate  feouie. 

Pre.  I  am  ready,  fir,     if  you  have  copia   *verborum. 
Vol.     VI.  I  I 
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I  have  copia  rerwn  in  a  buckram  bag  here. 

Prat,  Your  lordfhip's  pleafure. 

Mec.  Mailer  orator,  'tis  not  unknown,  my  fuit. 

Prat.  Nay,  your  lordihip  muft  be  brief,  I'll  not  at- 
tend 
The  fhallow  Height  of  words,  your  fuit,  your  fuit. 

Mec.  The  reftoratioii  of  my  lands  and  honours. 

Prat.  They  are  confifcate. 

Mec.  My  lands  conflfcate,  and  my  body  free  i 

Prat.  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  queen's  more  merciful. 

Mec.  Sir,  you  forget  my  place. 

Prat.   Sir,  you  forget  your  faith  : 
'T was  known  unto  the  queen,  the  ftate,  and  us, 
Your  malecontented  fpirit,  your  difeafe  in  duty  : 
Your  diligent  perturbance  of  the  peace  : 
Your  paffages,  occurrences,  and 

Mec.  Sir. 

Prat.  Sir  me  no  firs, 
Do  not  I  kaow  you  were  the  chief  of  thofe 
Which  rais'd  the  war  in  Sicil  ?  And  long  fince 
Wrought  in  the  king's  loves  bloody  bufineft. 
J3id  not  you  hold  fair  quarter  and  commerce 
With  all  the  fpies  of  Cypres  ?    Fie,  I  am  afhani'd 
Blind  impudence  mould  make  you  be  fo  bold, 
:To  bare  your  face  before  authority. 

Mec.  But  hear  me. 

Prat.  I  will  hear  no  reply  ;  go  home,  repent,  pray, 
and  die. 
CoHie,  gentlemen,  what's  your  bufmeflcs  ? 

Ve.  Your  confirmation  to  his  highnefs  grant,  touch- 
ing pur  trade  with  Spain,  in  which  if  it  pleaf e  you  to 
\&&&  us,  we  have  a  thoufand  crowns  which  fhall  attend 
you. 

Prat.  O I  have  you  in  my  memory,  the  fuit  is  great : 

And  I  muft  fqueeze  forth  more  than  a  tht-ufand  crowns. 

JVell,  "attend  me  to  the  feaate  ;  you  fhall  have  fair  dif- 

patches.  [Exeunt  all  but  Mechant. 

Mec.  I'll  not  attend  the  (hallow  Height  of  words, 
Go  home,  repent,  Pnyf  **&  #e- 
E^ellent  precepts  tor  f*  orator**  chamber. 

Wkere 
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Whert  fpcech  mud  bathe  a  handful  deep  in  gold, 

*Tili  the  poor  given  conduit  being  dry, 

The  wretch  goes  home,  doth  curfe,  repent,  and  diev 

It  is  thy  counfel,  orator,  thy  tale  breath, 

Good  only  but  to  feafon  infamy. 

From  this  reproach,  this  incareffing  hu motif" 

Hath  taught  my  foul  a  new  philofophy. 

I  will  go  home,  and  there  repent  all  good 

Done -to  thy  name  or  thy  profefiion  ; 

I  will  go  home,  and  there  new  frame  rnyfelf 

More  thirllily  pernicious  to  thy  itate, 

Than  war  or  unabated  mutiny. 

As  for  my  prayers,  orator,  they  are  for  the*  • 

Thou  hail  a  pretty,  lovely,  witty  wife  : 

O  may'il  thou  live,  both  to  be  known  and  know; 

Thyfelf  the  greateit  cuckold  in  our  land  ; 

And  yet  not  dare  to  amend  or  grieve  at  it. 

May' ft  thou  embrace  thy  fhame  with  thankful  arms, 

Hug  thy  difgrace,  make  thy  black  poifon  wine, 

And  cap  and  crouch  to  thy  dimonour  : 

May  thy  remembrance  live,  upon  my  knees  I  pj*ay, 

All  night  in  bellmen's  mouths,  with  Pafquil  in  the  day  J 

Knter  Alphonfo  unbraced. 
AJph%  Day  be  my  fpeed,  night  mail  not  cloak;  my 
fin, 
If  I  have  nought  to  do,  its  by  the  fun, 
The  light  gives  leave  to  all  mine  idlenefs. 
Quick  bufinefs  and  ope  eyes  iieze  on  mine  orator, 
Whiift  I  create  him  horny  preiidents. 

Enter  Col!aqulntida„ 
But  here's  my  bed-broker.     Now  my  great  armful  of 
good  intelligence,  where  is  my  miitrefs  ? 

CW.  Fait  lock'd  in  her  bed  with  a  dole  ward  to  de- 
yqui*  thee,  my  brave  Paraquito  ;  but  huih,  no  wordi ; 
there  is  a  calm  before  the  tempeft. 

Alph.  Tut,  tell  me  of  no  florms ;  but  direct  me  to 
her  bed-chamber,  my  noble  firecock  of  a  flefll  piftol. 

C&L  Follow  thy  colours,  my  braye  wortiy,  mount 

It  up 


ig6  The  Dumb  Knight. 

tip  thy  ftandard,  fo  enter  and  profper. 

[She  puts  Alph.  into  the  orators  houfe. 
Tlum  haft  a  rich  room,  fafe  locks,  fweet  meets,  a  choice 
armful,  with  O  the  rare,   rare  thought  of  imagination. 

Mec.  What's  this,  what's  this.  Doth  this  lord  Al- 
phonfo  turn  the  orator  to  an  Antilope  ?  'Tis  more  than 
excellent, 

And  from  the  juice  of  this  defpight  I  fuck 
Delight  more  great  than  all  my  rmieries ; 
Obferve,  dear  eyes,  obferve. 

Ccl.  Nay,  go  thy  way  for  a  camel,  or  a  camelion  ; 
thou  may'ii  compare  with  all  Europe,  Africk,  and  A- 
iia  ;  and  one  that  will  change  tricks  dip'  thou  wer't 
worthy  to  be  fchoolmafter  either  to  Proteus  or  Aretine  : 
what  an  excellent  gift  did  God  give  unto  man  when  he 
gave  him  woman,  but  how  much  more  when  that  wo- 
man was  made  fair  !  But  oh,  the  moil  of  all  when  the 
had  wit  to  ufe  every  member  of  her  creation.  Well, 
I'll  Itandto't,  there's  nothing  but  beauty,  ufe,  and  old 
age,  that  puts  women  of  my  rank  out  of  requert,  and 
yet  like  old  bucklers,  tho'  few  of  your  gallant  cavil* 
leers  will  wear  us,  yet-  many  of  your  dale  ruffians  will 
employ  us,  and  that's  our  comfort  dill. 

Mcc,  Was  ever  heard  a  bawd  more  damnable  [ 
A  very  mountebank  of  wench  -Hem,  an  emperick, 
A  dog-leech  for  the  putrify'd  fores 
Of  thefe  luft-canker'd  great  ones.     O  I  could 
Even  mad  myfelf  with  railing  at  their  vices ; 

[Prate  knocks  at  the  deer. 
But  hark,  one  knocks,  C  for  the  orator, 
Heavens  I  befeech  thee,  0  for  the  orator. 

Col.  How  now,  who  knocks  fo  rudely  at  the  do 

Pra.   'Tis  I,   I  fay,  open  the  door,   I  am  in  hafte. 

Mec.  'Tis  he,  juit  heavens  'tis  he,  'fore  God,  the 
orator. 

Co/,  Soul  of  my  bawdy  ofnee  ;  .how  are  we  betray'd. 
Anon,  anon,  fir,  what  miftrefs  Prate,   I  fay; 
Arife  for  fhame,  your  hufbajad's  at  the  door, 
I  come,  I  come  ;    Lord  God  how  doll  you  are 
When  danger's  at  your  heels ;  rife  quickly. 

Prat. 
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Prat.  Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  ope. 
Col    I  come,   I  come  ;    I  think  he's  mad  with  hafte. 
What,  Jofinj    what,    Thomas,  Robert,  where's  theie 

knaves : 
What  Julian  Mary,  Cice1y,  ne'er  a  ma'd  within. 
Lo,  Fur  Gou'b  lov3  ftay  ;  I'll  find  Cue  key  ftraight- 
way. 

Enter  Lollia,   end  Alphenfo  in  hisfhirt. 
O  mifirefs  Colloquintida,  what  mail  become  of  us  ? 

Ccl.  Nay,  I'm  at  my  wits  end,  and  am  made 
Duller  than  any  fpur-gail'd,  tir'd  jade. 

Alph,  'sFoot,  if  he  enter  1  will  break  his  neck. 
Lo.  Not  for  a  world,  dear  love,  ftep  into  my  clofet. 
Alph.  Did  ever  flave  come  thus  unluckily  ? 
1  Lo.  Nay,  now's  no  time  for  paffion,  good  lord,  in. 

[Exit  Alphenfo, 

Enter  Prate. 
Co!    Fie,  I  have  almofl  broke  my  heart  with  run- 
nine*. 

o 

lo.  How  now,  dear  husband,  what  hath  mov'd  this 
hafte  > 

Prat.  1  think  I  was  not  bleft  this  mornirg  when  T 
rofe  ;  for  through  my  forgetfulnefs,  I  have  left  behind 
me  in  my  ftudy  the  breviates  of  all  my  caufes  ;  and 
now  the  fenate  is  fain  to  dance  attendance  on  my  lei- 
fare,  fie,  fie,  fie.  Exit  Prate. 

Lo.  Nay,  if  he  fmell  nothing  but  papers,  I  care  not 
for  his  dry  foot  hunting,  nor  mail  I  need  to  puff  pepper 
in  his  nollrils ;  but  fee,  he  comes  again. 

Enter  Prate,   and  fumbling   at   his  wife's    bed,  fees 

Jtphonffs  rich  apparel  lying  thereon. 
Prat.  I   think  the  devil   hath  laid  his  horns  in  my 
way. 

Alec  Yes,  and  if  you  had  wit  you  might  conjure  him 
out  of  your  wife's  clofet. 

Prat.  Sandle  Benedicite,  what  have  we  here  !  Hath 
the  golden  make  caft  his  skin  upon  our  bed  ;    go  to, 

I  3  wife, 
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wife,  I  fmell,  I  fmell,  methinks  your  plain  rug  fhould 
not  agree  with  this  rich  counterpoint. 

Lo.  Husband,  either  I  have  fitted  you  now,  or  elfe  I 
fhall  never  fit  you  whilfl  I  breath. 
You  oft  have  told  me,  that  like  thofe  of  your  rank* 
Who  both  adorn  their  credits  and  themfelves, 
Yea,  even  their  caufes  with  their  cofliy  deaths, 
Yourfelf  in  like  fort  would  ftrive  to  imitate, 
And  now  my  neighbour  here  hath  brought  this  fuit, 
Which  if  you  pleafe  to  buy,  'tis  better  cheap 
Than  e'er  'twas  made  by  full  five  thbufand  crowns. 

Prat,  Say'ft  thou  me  fo,  weech ;  a  kifs  for  that 
i 'faith  ; 
Tore  God  'tis  a  delicate  fine  fuit,  rich  fluff,  rare  work, 
and  of  the  newefl  fafliion  ;  nay,  if  the  fenate's  bufinef* 
were  never  fo  hafcy,  I  will  flay  to  try  it  on  ;  come,  help, 
good  wenches,  help  ;  fo,  there,  there,  ther«. 

[The  orator  puts  on  Alphonfti  apparel* 

Mec.  \  Foot,  will  the  ox  put  on  the  lion's  hyde  ? 
lie  will,  he  will,  'tis  more  than  excellent, 
So  gild  the  tomb  that  holds  but  rottennefs, 
laughter,  I  fear,  will  buril  me,  look,  how  he  ftrutsy 
O  God  that  ever  any  man  fhould  look, 
Upon  this  maumet,  and  not  laugh  at  him. 

Prat.  Fit,  fit,  excellent  fit,  as  though 
The  body  it  was  ma&ie  for  wore  my  mould  : 
Wife>  I  will  have  it,  we'll  difpute  no  price.. 

Enter  Vclonps. 

Ve,  Mailer  orator,  the  fenate  are  fet,  and  can  di£- 
patch  no  caufes  through  your  abience,  therefore  they 
earneflly  intreat  your  prefence. 

Prat.  I  come,  I  come,  goad  friend,  go,  fay  I  come. 
And,  wife,  fee  that  you  pay  for  this  fuit,  whatfoe'er  it 
coft.  [Ex.  Prate. 

Mec.  Not  above  making  you  cuckold,  ,that's  the  moll 

Lol.  What,  is  he  gone  \ 

Col.  He  is. 

Enter 
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Enter  Alphonfo  in  his  Shirt. 

Lol.  Why-j  then,  come  forth,  poor  naked  lord. 

Alph.  What,  is  he  gone  ?  May  the  devil  and  his 
horns  both  follow  him. 

L$l.  He  is  gone  ;  but  yet  he  hath  difcover'd  your  trea- 
fon. 

Alph.  How  ! 

Col.  Yes,  and  in  revenge  thereof  hath  vowM,  that 
in  this  naked  fort  as  you  are,  you  fhall  do  penance  thro' 
the  city  for  your  fin  of  unchaftity. 

Alph.  I  pray  thee,  leave  thy  woman's  phrafe,  and 
fpeak  like  a  man,  plainly,  plainly. 

Lol.  Then  plainly  thus,  he  is  gone,  and  hath  taken 
away  your  apparel. 

Alph,  Upon  what  accident  ? 

Lol.  This,  when  your  negligence  had  left  your  cloaths 
upon  my  bed,  he  efpied  them,  task'd  me  for  the  own- 
er ;  I,  in  excufe,  told  him  it  was  a  fuit  brought  by  my 
goffip  to  be  fold  ;  he  ftraight,  like  a  child,  proad  of  a 
new  coat,  prefently  puts  it  on,  prefently  is  fent  for  to 
the  fenate,  and  at  this  prefent  hath  left  you,  that  th$ 
world  may  behold  your  naked  doings. 

.Alph.  I  would  it  were  wafh'd  in  the  blood  of  a  cen- 
taur, that  when  he  puts  it  off  his  skin  might  follow  it  : 
but  how  fhall  I  get  to  my  chamber  ? 

Lol.  Truly,  I  know  not,  except  you  will  wear  $ 
fmock's  upper -coat. 

Alph.  What,  a  petticoat  ?  you  mad  me  with  your 
mirth. 

Lol.  Then,  ferioufly,  thus ;  as  he  hath  ta'ea  yo*r 
cloaths,  you  muft  take  his  ;  and  let  the  world  know  you 
have  had  more  than  fidlers  fare,  for  you  have  meat,  mo- 
ney, and  cloth. 

Alph.  's  Foot,  how  fhall  I  look  in  this  devil's  fuit.  ; 
fure  I  fhall  grow  fick  to  fee  my  fhape, 

Lol.  Well,  extremity  muft  then  be  your  phyfick  ; 
but,  <ome,  you  fhall  attire  yourfelf  in  my  chamber. 

[Ex.  Alph.    Loll.  &  Coll. 

Mec.  Are  thefs  the  winding  turns  of  female  mames^ 
Loofe  woman's  gambols,  and  the  tricks  of  fun  ? 
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And  are  we  born  to  bear  thefe  fuffrages  ? 
Q,  he  that's  ty'd  unto  a  brothel  bed, 
Feels  his  worft  hell  on  earth,  and  may  prefume  . 
There  is  no  fieknefs  like  his  peftilence  : 
Well,  what  the  iiTue  of  this  jeft  will  prove, 
My  wit  but  yet  conceives,  and  after  time 
-Shall  perfe;    it  and  give  it  liberty, 
In  fuch  fori.,  that  if  it  true  fire  ftrike, 
A  world  of  apes  fhali  ftudy  for  the  like.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Epire  alone. 
Ep.  My  thoughts  are  troubled,  joy  forfakes  me  quite, 
And  all  my  meditations  are  revenge  : 
Ambition  and  fell  murder  join  in  me, 
And  aid  each  other  to  untwine  a  Hate, 
And  make  whole  millions  prove  unfortunate. 
Now  muft  I  pra&ife  court- art  flattery, 
And  wifely  temporize  with  blackeft  deeds : 
I'll  fmile  andftab,  now  weep,  then  laugh,  then  frowft, 
And  with  fly  tricks  of  ftate  kill  all  fufpicion  i 
Devils  mull  feem  like  angels,  faith  ambition. 
The  blackeft  thoughts  1*11  ftudy  to  excel, 
Crowns  and  revenge  have  made  men  dive  to  hell. 
My  plot  is  currant  and  it  cannot  mifs, 
Whilft  wifdom  winds  me  on  the  clue  of  blifs. 
The  king  mall  kill  the  queen,  that  a&ed  right, 
I  foon  will  turn  his  brighter!  day  to  night. 
He's  fimple,  honeft,  and  loves  downy  reft, 
Then  he  muft  fall,  'tis  policy  in  ftate, 
To  hurl  them  down  are  bleft  with  happy  fate. 
Thus' each'  mail  fcourge  himfelf  with  his  own  rod, 
Who  is  all  policy  avows  no  God. 
Who  is  within  there,  ho  ? 

Enter  Florio. 
Flo.  Did  your  grace  call  ? 
Ep,  I  did,  where's  the  king  ? 
Flo.  He's  in  his  privy  chamber  playing  at  chefs. 
Ep.  Go  ftraight,  and  tell  him  I  muft  fpeak  with  him, 
And  fay  my  bufinefs  doth  import  great  hafte. 

Flo, 
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Flo.  I  go,  my  lord. 

Ep.  Be  a  bleit.  Mercury  ;  now,  mount  thee  up,    my 
fpirit, 
And  mew  thyielf  a  politician  ; 
Let  flander  rule  thy  tongue,  envy  thy  heart,. 
And  let  deitrudlion  be  thy  period 
Of  what  thou  fpeak'flj  for  this  my  maxim  is,, 
But  rule  no  heaven,  and  but  revenge  no  blifs.' 

.  Enter  Cypres,   Fieri o  and  atten.h.nts. 
Here  comes  the  king  ;  my  lord,  we  mufl  be  private,. 

Cy.  Remove  your  hearings  from  ou-*  conference. 
Now,  fpeak,  my  lord,  fpeak  freely,  as  to  heaven. 

Ep.  Firft  with  my  knee  I  kifs  this  proilrale  earth,!, 
And  humbly  beg  that  which  my  tongue  (hall  Speak, 
So  it  proceed  from  love  and  vaflalage, 
May  bear  a  pardon  or  forgetfulhefs. 

Cyp.  You  have  it;  arife,  difcharge  an  op^i: 

Ep..  O,  my  dread  liege,  my  fpeech  will  make  yo& 
fad: 
(And  kings  do  feldom  relifh  their  dilraftes) 
And  from  that.fadnefs.fuch  a  dorm  will  rife 
As  will  even  drown  up  all  credulity. 
O  that  my  loyal  heart  could  cover  fin,, 
Or  that  my  tongue,  inured  unto  grief, 
Might  lofe  its.fpleen  e'er  it  difteniper  you. 
But  love,  and  mine  allegiance,  bid  me  fpeak. 

Cyp.  Then  fpeak,  and  do  not  rack  me  with  delay. 

Ep.    Women,  .  why  were  you  made  for  man's  af- 
.     fliaion  ? 
The  £r?c  that  ever  made  us  tafle  of  grief, 
And  lail  of  whom  in  torments  we  complain. 
You  devils  ftiap'd  like  angels,  through  whofe  deedsj 
Our  forked  ihames  are  made  molt  yifible | 
No  foul  of  fenfe  would  wrong  bright  majefty, 
Nor  main  their  Wood/with  fuch  impurity. 

Cy.  Nay,  good  lord,,  leave.t 
And  give  me  knowledge  from  a  plainer  phr 

Lp.  Then  plainly  thus,  your  bed  is  prefsM  wi 
Lknsw  you  do  not. credit,  nay,  wha^s  iaore, 
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I  know  you  hate  me  for  my  virtuoufnefs.:. 
Your  queen  behaves  her  like  a  courtezan. 
I  know  you  hold  me  for  a  vile  impofter  ; 
O  foolifh  zeal,  that  makes  rue  be  fo  fond 
To  leave  my  faith  unto  black  eenfuring, 
O,  fhe  hath  finn'd,  and  done  a  double  wrong 
To  you,  to  her,  and  facred  cha&ity. 

Cy.  Duke,  thou  art  valiant,  and  with  a  variant  jwiftd^ 
Slander  is  worfe  than  theft  or  fecriledge, 
Nay  more,  than  murder,  or  the  height  of  treafon, 
A  ftep  beyond  the  utmoft  plagues  in  hell. 
Then  thou  which  in  that  nature  wrong'fta  quaes, 
Deferv'ft  a  fcourge  beyond  their  punifhments, 
Virtue  mould  kill  thee  now. 

Ep.  Nay,  do,  my  breaft  is  bare  unto  thy  fteel, 
Kill  me  becaufe  I  love  thee  and  fpeak  true, 
Is  this  the  merit  of  a  Roman  faith, 
For  this  have  I  obferv'd,  pry'd  in  unto, 
And  fearch'd  each  fecret  fhift  of  vanity  ? 
Nay,  pray  you  kill  me,  faith  I'll  patient  (land, 
Live  Hill  a  monfter,  hold  fhame  in  your  hand. 

Cyp.  Speak  a  word  more,  a  king  {hall  be  thy  deatk. 

Ep.  Death  is  a  {lave  to  him  that  is  refolv'd, 
And  my  foul  Icaths  this  fervile  flattery, 
Nor  will  I  cover  fuch  intemperate  fin, 
But  to  the  world  make  them  and  that  tranfparent, 
Unlefs  yourfelf  will  feek  to  right  yourfelf. 

Cyp.  Thou  haft  awak'd  me,  and  thy  piercing  words 
Have  fplit  my  fenfe  in  funder  :  yet  what  ground 
Remains   whereon    to  ground  fufpicion  ?     a  cuckold, 
cuckold,  ha  I 

Ep.  Your  abfence  is  the  bawd  to  her  defires, 
For  their  masks,  dancing,  gaming,  banqiietting, 
6trange  private  meetings,  and  all  toils  in  love. 
As  wanton  fpecches  to  ftir  appetite, 
And  all  inchantments  that  inflame  defire, 
When  you  return,  then  all  is  hufn'd  and  ftill, 
And  {he  demurely  walks  like  virtue's  ghoft : 
Before  your  face  line's  like  a  puritan, 
Behind  .  cur  back  a  blulhlefs  courtezan. 

Cyp. 
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Cyp.  O  I  have  drank  ia  poifon  at  mine  ears, 
Which  makes  my  blood  boil  with  unquenched  flames. 
But  fpeak,  who  is  it  that  difhonours  me  ? 

Ep.  He  that  you  prize  a  line  before  your  life  j 
I  know  you  will  not  credit,  faith  you  will  net. 

Cyp.  Nay,  if  thou  ceafe  to  fpeak,    thou  hat'ft   &ri 
life  ; 
Tak'ft  thou  delight  to  kill  me,  then  forbear: 
'sFoot,  I  am  mortal  man,  kill  me,  do,  do,   do. 

Ep.  Your  bed  of  friends,  your  deareft  Phy  lodes, 
Ufurps  your  bed  and  makes  you  a  cornute. 
A  creature  uncreate  in  paradife, 
And  one  that's  only  of  a  woman's  making. 
Cyp.  Is'tpoiTible  !    Can  I  give  faith  to  this  ? 
Ep.    Nay,    be  but  patient,    fmooth    your   brqw  a 
little, 
And  you  {hall  take  them  as  they  clip  each  other, 
Even  in  their  height  of  fin,  then  damn  them  both, 
And  let  them  fink  before  they  ask  God  pardon, 
That  your  revenge  may  iiretch  unto  their  fouls. 
Cyp.  To  be  a  cuckold  doth  exceed  all  grief. 
Ep.  To  have  a  pleafant  feoff  at  majefiy, 
Cyp.  Tp  tafte  the  fruit  forbidden  from  my  tree  I 
Ep.  But  he  ihall  lofe  his  paradice  for  that. 
Cyp.  The  Have  will  make  bale  fongs,  in  my  difgrace.. 
Ep.  And  wound  your  reputation  in  ftrange  lands. 
Cyp.  This  injury  fads  all  ray  joys  on  earth. 
Ep.  Horns  are  not  fliunn'd  by  wifdom,  wealth,  or 

birth. 
Cyp.  Watch  their  clofe  meeting!,   and  t&eja  give   *s 
notice  -, 
Mean  fpace  my  love  mall  in  thy  bofom  reft : 
My  grief  is  like  my  birth,  great,  .great  and  high :  : 
Give  clofe  intelligence  ;   till  then/farewel. 
Luft  is  thebroadeil  path  which  .leads  to  hell. 

[Exit  Cyfrpr 
Ep.  He's  gone  with  black  fufpicion  in  his  heart ; 
And  his  foul  made  afiave  to  jesdoufy. 
My  plots  mail  drive  him  to  his  own  deftruftion  ; 
And  I  gain  both  revenge  and  dignity. 
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He  fhall  no  fooner  put  his  queen  to  death, 

But  I'll  proclaim  her  fpotlefs  innocence  ; 

All  men  will  hate  him  for  fo  vile  an  aft, 

And  mad  with  rage  depofe  him  from  his  crown. 

Then  I  will  be  his  death,  his  ftate  doth  give, 

Kings  once  depos'd,  long  after  muft  not  live ; 

For  like  a  phcenix  rare  in-jealoufy, 

He  mail  confume  himfelf  in  fcorching  flames, 

Whilft  from  his  afhes,  I  a  phoenix  fpring  : 

Many  renounce  their  God  to  be  a  King, 

And  I'll  be  one  to  kill  men  with  a  frown, 

None  dare  difpute  the  actions  of  a  crown.  [Exit* 


Ad  IV.      Scene  I.     Mufick. 

Enter  Flor'tQ   and  Me  chant. 

Florio.  ~Tr*HE  queen  is  all  for  revels,  her  light  heart*. 

jg       Unladen  from  the  heavinefs  of  Hate, 
Bellows  itfelf  upon  delightfulnefs. 

Mcc.  She  follows  her  creation  and  herfex. 
In. my  conceit  it  is  as  vile  a  thing, 
To  fee  the  worthy  model  of  a  woman, 
Who  had  not  been  at  all  but  to  give  life,. 
And  ftirring  fpleen  to  man's  alacrity, 
To  fit  o'erwhelm'd  with  thought,  with  dark  amufe,, 
And  the  fad  fullennefs  ofgriev'd  diflike; 
As  to  behold  an  old  man  in  his  furies, 
Whofe  well-fpent  youth,  hath  given  his  age  full  ilrength,, 
To  be  his  country's  bed  phyncian, 
To  caper  to  his  grave,  and  with  vajn  gaudie3 
Trick  up  his  coffin,  and  upon  his  tomb, 
To  leave  no  knowledge  bnt  his  levity. 

Flo.  'Tistrue  indeed^  and  nature  in  herfelf, 
Doth  give  us  ftill  diftafte  in  contraries. 
And  in  xny  thoughts  it  is  as  bafe  to  fee  a  woman  mani 
As  fee  a  man  a  long  rob'd feminine,. 

Meci 
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Mec.  Well,,  we  forget  ourfelves  my  lord,,  what  is 
the  mufick  ready  ?  I  pray  you  command  the  guard  to 
take  their  halberts  in  their  hands,  the  ufhers  mould  have 
feen  this  room  perfum'd,  in  faith  they  are  too  negli- 
gent :  here  comes  the  queen. 

Enter  the  queen ,,  Mariana  y  and  waiting-women,  Phy lodes 
and  other  lords ,  the  king  difguifed  like  one  of  the  guard  at 
the  one  end  of  the  ft  age,  and  the  duke  fo  likewife  difguifed 
at  the  other  end  of  the  ft  age. 
£>u.  Loud  mufick  there,  and  let  the  god  of  harmony 

Ravifh  our  fenfes  with  delightful  airs, 

ITun'd  to  the-mufick  of  the  higher  fphere,. 

And  with  that  mortal  fign  moil  rarely  mew 

The  joys  in  Jove's  high  court,  to  feafi:  the  gods,. 

Making  that  place  abound  in  happinefs. 

Come  noble  Phyloclqs,  I  feize  you  nrjl5i 

(Mariana  there  are  choice  of  other  lords) 

In  gracing  you,,  it  is  the  king  I  grace. 

Mar.  Come  honed  lord,  'tis  you  muft  ftand  tome,. 

The  queen  in  mine  doth  challenge  intereft, 

And  I  muft  fly  for  Oielter  to  my  friends., 
Mec.  And  I'll  b£  glad  to  be  your  coverturet 
Mar.  O  no  my  lord,  not  till  the  weather  change* 
Mec.  Well,  when  you  pleafe,  mean  time  you  dome 

grace. 

%.  Nay  my  lord,  there's  a  lady  worth  the  hand- 
ling:. 

Sound  mufick  then,  fill  earth  with  heaven's  pleafure. 
Cyp.  My  queen  is  out  of  time,  though  me  keep  mea- 

fure. 

Here  they  dance  the  fir  ft  fir  ain^ 
Epy.  Be  lucky  villain, 
Hit  now,  the  mark  that  mine  ambition-aims  at, 
Methinks  I  lee  that  lean  Italian  devil,  jealoufy,  dance. 
In  his  eyes  :  ponefs  him  fpirit  -of  rage, 
MufHe  his  understanding  with  black  thoughts, 
Let  paffion  govern,  reafon,  falidiood  truth, 
Oblivion  hide  his  age,  hate  kill  his  youth.. 

Epy. 
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Epy.  Thou  danceft  on  my  heart,  lafcivious  queen, 
Even  as  upon  thefe  rufhes,  which  thou  treadeft ; 
See  how  her  motions  wind  about  his  eyes, 
And  doth  prefent  to  him  her  paflions : 
Now  doth  her  rnoiftening  palm  glow  in  his  hand, 
And  courts  him  unto  dalliance:  me  dies,  'tis  juft, 
She's  Have  to  murder  that  is  flave  to  luft. 

Epy.  Thou  curfe  of  greatnefs,  waking  ey'd  fufpicion, 
Nov/  help  tby  poor  friends,  murder  and  ambition. 

The  firjl  ftrain  ends. 
£>u.  This  ftrain  cpntain'd  a  pretty  change. 
Proceed  unto  the  next. 

They  dance  the  feeond. 
Cyp.  Sin  follows  fin,  and  change  an  change  doth  wait, 
Thy  change  doth  change  my  love  to  cruel  hate. 

Here  in  this  flrain,  Mariana  came  to  Phy locks. 

Thy.  Madam,  met&inks  this  change  is  better  than  the 
filft. 

Mar.  Ay,  ifthemufick  would  not  alter  it. 

Qu.  JVlethinks  >tb  worfe,  come  we  will  have  another 
ftrain. 

They  dance  again. 

Phy.  I'm  pleas'd,  let  us  proceed. 

Cyp.  Rivals  in  crowns  and  beds  of  kings  muft  bleed. 
Can  that  fair-.ho.ufe  contain  fo  foul  a  gueft 
As  luil,  or  cloak  inordinate  and  bafe  denies, 
Under  fo  fair  a  coverture  ?  O  yes, 
Women  can  blind  our  fenfe  when  we  fee  beft, 
And  fet  fair  landfkips  on  inconitancy, 
Making  us  blind  with  feeing.    The  dance  ends, 
Your  fins  areblackeft,  breach  of  love  and  friends. 

Epy.  Now  to  the  king,  blow  rage  till  it  flame  hat*, 
A  politician  thrives  the  beft  in  fta*e. 

[Exit  Epyre9  and  enters  to  the  king  again, 

*>ii.  Come,  fweet  prince  Phylocles, 
Devife  fomenew  ddighte  to  fhorten  time; 

Thi» 
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This  dulnefs  hath  no  relifli  in  my  fenfe, 
It  hath  no  pith;  and  floth  in  my  conceit 
Is  but  a  type  of  pride  in  bed  constitutions. 

Mar.  Madam,  I'll  ftand,  that  a  fair  woman  mud  be 
proud  or  elfe  a  fool. 

Phy.  I  would  fain  hear  that,  i'faith. 

%.  Thy  reafon  wench,  I  pray  thee  come,  difhurfe. 

Mar.  A  woman  fair,  is  like  a  full-blown  rofe, 

£>u.  Which  holds  the  fair  no  longer  than  it  grows. 

Mar.  A  woman  fair  ,  is  like  the  fined  gold. 

Phy.  Which  kept  from  ufe,  is  good  though  ne*er  f© 
•Id. 

Mar.  Nay,  good  lord  leave  a  little, 
She  that  is  fair  is  wife,  and  ought  to  know  it, 
For  to  that  end  did  nature  firft  bellow  it. 
Now  of  this  knowledge,  if  we  be  not  proud, 
W|  wrong  the  author,  and  we  are  allow'*! 
To  rank  with  fenfelefs  beads,  fince  carelefs  we 
For  want  of  pride  detract  our  dignity. 
Not  knowing  it,  we  know  truth  in  the  fame, 
Not  to  be  proud  of  truth,  alks  follies  name. 
This  lefibn  dill  is  read  in  beauties  fchool, 
She  that  is  fair  and  humble,  is  a  fool. 
For  neither  knows  me  how  to  hold  her  good, 
Or  td  keep  fafe  the  treafure  of  her  blood. 

£ht.  A  notable  declamation. 

Mar.  Nay  madam,  by  year  leave, 
Pride  gives  a  ludre  to  a  woman  fair, 
Things  that  are  highed  priz'd5  are  ever  dear. 
Why  is  the  diamond  the  faphyrs  king, 
But  for  edeem  and  rarenefs  ?  both  which  fpring 
From  the  done's  pride,  which  Is  fo  chade  and  hard, 
Nothing  can  pierce  it,  itfelf  is  itfelf  *s  guard. 
Now  what  is  pride  ?  fclf-love,  oursown  edeem, 
A  drength  to  make  us  of  ourfelves  well  deem : 
From  whence  this  maxim  I  collect  'mongit  other, 
Who  hates  herfelf,  can  never  love  another. 
And  to  conclude,  man's  appetite  grows  dull 
To  what  it  may  have,  empty  hope  is  full, 


2o&  72*  Dumb  Knight. 

To  all  our  fex  on  earth,  maid,  widow,  wife  and  bride, 
They  happy  live,  when  they  live  with  chafte  pride. 

Cyp.  My  queen  will  fpeak   as  much  for  luft,  as  me 
for  pride,  if  the  toy  take  her. 

Mec.  Your  ladyfhip  fows  dangerous  feed  abroad. 

Mar.  But  I  hope  my  lord,  all  grounds  are  not  fruit- 
ful. 

2>u.  Well  wench,,  malt  be  the  proud  woman rs  cham- 
pion. 

Mar.  And.  I'll  defend  them  againft  all  men,  as  at 
fingle  tongue. 

Mtc.  I  had  rather  fight  with  a  giant,  than  you  at  that 
weapon. 

Cyp.  My.  lord  go  forth,  return  in  your  own  fhape, 
fay  I  am  coming. 

Eft.   I  go  my  lord.  [Exit  Epire. 

Cyp.  I'lf  note  their  countenance  when  they  hear,  of 
me, 
Kings  often  fee  that  which  they  would  not  fee. 

£>u.  Dancing  hath  made  me  weary,,  what  fport  is 
next  ? 

Pby.  What  your  highnefs  will  command. 

Cyp.  She  will  command  you,  fir,  to  play  with  her.    ' 

Enter  Epire. 
Epi.  Madam,  his  majefty  is  return' d  to  court, 
^u.  Nay  then  away  with  revels  and  with  fports  \\ 

Lie  hufh,  and  ftill  this  vainer  idlenefs,, 

It  now  hath  loft  hisfpleen,  come  lords  away,. 

My  iun  is  rifen,  brings  a  brighter  day. 

[Exeunt  ell  but  Cypres  and  Epire.. 
Cyp.  Barknefs  is  thy  delight,  lafcivious  queen, 

And  thou  wouldft  have  thy  fun  pent  nip  in  cloud  ; 

If  I  be  he,  O  falfenefs,  did  I  for  this,. 

In  fingle  oppofition         i  to  hand, 

Hazard. my  royai        od  for  thee  to  be 

My  greateft  lhame,  the  fcandal  of  my  blood, , 

Whilft  rumour  crowns  me  king  of  infamy  ? 

Ikt  I  will  be  revenged  :  watch  gentle  lord, 

When 
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When  next  I  fee  them,  they  {hall  tafte  of  death, 
Such  power  hath  bafenefs  over  great  defame, 
That  monarchs  cann  t  cover  their  own  ihame. 

[Exit  Cypres, 
Epi.  My  plot  yet  holds  a  true  proportion, 
And  I  do  fee  an  even  way  to  rule, 
A  crown  like  a  bold  champion  bids  me  on, 
And  fame  mall  chronicle  mine  enterprise  : 
The  queen  being  dead,  I  muft  oppofe  myfelf, 
Againft  her  tyrant  hufband,  that's  my  claim, 
And  with  ilrong  courage  ftand  the  ihock  of  war  : 
If  of  myfelf  I  can  withftand  the  king, 
Then  all  the  land  will  flock  unto  mine  aid  ;  if  not, 
The  king  is  God's  anointed,  my  head  fits  the  block, 
And  that's  the  worft,  yet  future  times  will  tell, 
I  funk  not  flightly,  for  a  crown  I  fell.         [Exit  Eplre. 

Enter  Mechant  and  a  guard  of  watchmen. 

Mcc.  Come  on  my  mailers,  you  know  the  tenure  of 
the  king's  command, 
And  what  in  this  great  builnefs  you  mult  dp, 
Which  h  to  keep  him  fafe,  and  not  vouch; 
That  any  creature  fpeakor  vifithim, 
"Till  he  be  brought  to  the  prefencc  of  the  king, 
You  muft  not  ftart  for  bounty  nor  for  threats, 
No  though  he  fay  he  is  a  nobleman, 
As  it  may  be,  he  may  prove  mighty  born, 
Yet  what  for  that  ?  you  muft  perform  your  office, 
Or  elfe  expecl  to  tafte  fharp  punifhment. 

1 ,  Watch.  Tut,  fear  not  my  lord,  we  that  have  had 
Cerberus  office  fo  many  years  under  a  grate,  are  not  to 
learn  now  to  play  either  devils ,  or  tyrants,  let  us  but  fee 
him,  and  then  take  no  care  for  his  fafety. 

z.  Watch.  Nay,  he  mall  be  put  into  fafe  keeping, 
tor  my  wife  mail  take  charge  of  him. 

Enter  Alphonfo  in  the  orator's  deaths. 
Mec%  'Tis  well  devis'd,  fee  where  he  comes* 
He  may  not  fee  my  prefence,  think  upo&'t, 

Your 
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■■i  — 

Your  charge  is  trufty,  and  of  mighty  weight. 
Parewel,  [Exit  Me  chant. 

i.  Watch.  Fear  not:  com£  my  hearts,  compafs  him. 
about,  and  feize  on  him  all  at  once,  like  fo  many  ra- 
vens On  adeadhorfe, 

Alph.  Now  an  eternal  fieep,  an  apoplex,  afwoon 
Sieze  on  their  fenfes,  who  in  this  difguife, 
Shall  view  or  note  my  vile  deformity. 
I  was  bewitcl/d  by  fpslls  to  my  misfortune : 
Or  clfe  ftar-crofs  d  with  feme  iiagg's  hellifhnefs. . 
Sure  I  faid  my  prayers,  rfc'ct  on  my  right  fide, 
Waih'd  hards  and  eyes,  put  on  my  girdle  laft ; , 
Sure  I  met  no  rplea-footed  baker, 
No  hare  did  cr  ft  me,  nor  no  bearded  witch, 
Nor  odber  ominous  fign.     O  then  why 
Should  I  be  thus  damn'd  in  the  devil's  nets  ? 
Is't  poilible  ?  this  habit  that  I  wear 
Should  become  any  man  ?  now  of  my  foul* 
I  loath  to  fee  myfelf,  and  willingly 
I  would  even  vomit  at  my  countenance. 

i.  Wath.  Stand,  fir,  we  arreft  you. 

Alph. .  Arreft  me,  why  I  injure  no  man  but  myfelf. 

2.  Watch.  You're  the  more  unkind,  he  that  wrongs 
Jiimfelf,  will  not  flick  to  wrong  the  whole  world  alfo. 

i.  Watch.  Nay  ftrive  not,  for  we. arreft  you  by  vef- 
tue  of  the  king's  comrniffion. 

Alph.  Well  my  mailers  be  careful,. you  may  miftake 
me. 

z,  Wath.  Indeed  it  is  no  marvel,  you  are  fo  like  o- 
thermen. 

Alph.  Indeed  .at  this  time,  I  am  hardly  like  one  of 
God's  making. 

i .  Watch.  Faith,  and  I  am  fure  you  are  no  man  of 
a  good  taylor's  making,  you  are  but  piee'd-work. 

Jlpb.  Well,  yet  I  may  hap  to  prove  a  nobleman.  ^ 

2.  Watch.  A  whoremafter  or  an  unthrift,  away  with 
fym,  and  let  no  man  catechife  him  upon  pain  of  my 
iifpleafure.  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  duke  ef  Epire  alone. 
EpL  Roul  on  the  chariot-wheels  of  my  dear  plots,,. 
And  bear  mine  ends  to  their  defired  marks : 
As  yet  there's  not  a  rub  of  wit,  a  gulf  of  thought*. 
No  rocky  mifconftruclion,  thorny  maze, 
Or  other  let  of  any  doubtfulnefs : 
As  yet  thy  way  is  fmooth  and  plain, 
Like  the  green  ocean  in  a  filent  calm. 
Blefled  credulity,  thou  great  God  of  error, 
That  art  the  ftrofig  foundation  of  huge  wrongs, 
To  thee  give  I  my  vov/s  and  facrifice  5 
By  thy  great  deity  he.doth  believe 
Falfhoods,  that  faiftiood's  felf  could  not  invent* 
And  from  that  mifbelief  doth  draw  a  courfe 
To  overwhelm  even  virtue,  truth  and  fanclity. 
Let  him  go  on  bleft  ftars,  'tis  meet  he  fall, 
Whof«  blindfold  judgment  hath  no  guide  at  all. 
But  O  thefe  fhadows  have  bewitched  long,. 
To  threat  and  not  to  do,  doth  malice  wrong. 
And  fee,  here  comes  the  queen. 

Enter  the  Queen ,   Mariana,  and  other  ladUi. 

2>n.  My  lord  the  duke,  your  prefence  and  my  wifh 
jump  in  an  even  line  together:    come,   we  mnft  to 

cards, 
I  have  fome  crowns  I  needs  muft  lofe  to  you. 

Epi.  I  humbly  befeech  your  highnefs  pardon  me, 
I  have  important  bufinefs  of  the  king's, 
Which  doth  command  mine  inftant  diligence. 

Mar.  Brother  indeed  you  (hall  attend  the  queen, 
Another  time  will  fervQ  thofe  ftate  difpatches. 

EpL  Sifter  content  you,  the  affairs  of  ftate 
Muft  give  their  beft  attendance  on  the  times, 
And  great  occurrents  muft  not  lofe  their  minutes. 

Mar.  Now  I'll  ftand  to  it,  that  to  be  aftatefman  or 
a  lawyer,  is  to  be  of  th§  moft  tjianklefs  occupation 
that  ever  was  deriv'd  from  human  invention. 

%.  Why  I  pray  thee  wench  ? 

Mars 
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Mar.  Becaufe  they  bellow  all  the  laborious  toil  of  the 
mind  until  they  be  forty,  that  they  may  live  imprifoned 
in  a  ftudy-chamber  'till  they  be  fourfcore,  only  for  this 
world's  mammon,  a  great  name  and  riches,  which  like 
a  firing  between  a  galley- fi a ve's  legs,  is  the  only  eafe 
of  their  fetters. 

.%,  A  notable  conflruclion  of  a  noble  labour:  but 
fhall  we  not  have  your  company,   my  lord? 

Epi.  My  fervice,  madam,  but  my  pJrefehce  the  king- 
hath  employed ;  only  if  you  pleafe,  I  will  fend  prince 
PhylocUs  to  your  majefty. 

Qu.  No  creature  better,  for  his  (kill  in  play 
Is  equal  with  our  knowledge.      Good  my  lord, 
Send  him  to  my  privy-chamber  prefently. 

\Exii  S^etn  and  Mariana. 

Enter  Phylcclcs. 

Epi.  I  will,  and  lend  affliction  after  him; 
And  fee  where  he  comes :  my  lord  your  prefence  hath 
Saved  me  much  labour,  and  a  little  care, 

s  in  queft  for  your  fair  company  : 
The  queen  my  lord  intreats  you  earneftly 
You  will  attend  her  in  her  privy  chamber. 

Pby.  Unto  what  end? 

Epi.  Only  to  wafle  fome  time  at  cards  with  her, 
The  lazy  hours  ftick  heavy  on  her  thoughts, 
Which  (he  would  lofe  with  fome  forgetfulnefs. 

Phy.  Faith  and  play  ne'er  relifn'd  wcrfe  within  my 
thoughts : 
I  know  not  how,  but  loaden  heavinefs 
Draws  me  to  be  in  love  with  melancholy. 

Epi.  The  fitter  for  you  with  more  light  fports 
To  chafe  that  blood-confumer  from  your  breail, 
Who  with  a  honey -poifon  doth  devour, 
And  kill  the  very  life  of  livelihood. 

Phy.  Tissue,  and  therefore  mall  your  counfel  tutor 
me, 
Where  is  her  majefty  ? 

Epi.  Gone  to  her  privy-chamber,  where   fne  doth 

«xf>e&  yon. 

Phy. 
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Phy.  I  will  attend  her  prefently.  [Exit  Phykclcs* 

Epi.  Do,  and  I  will  attend  thee  to  thy  grave, 

Poor  {hallow  lord,  by  much  too  virtuous. 

Ko,  who's  within  there? 

Enter  Florio. 
Flo.  Your  grace's  pleafure  ? 

Epu  Go  tell  his  majelty  that  I  mufl  fpeak  with  him. 
Flo.  I  go. 

Enter  ale  ft  to  cards,  the  ^uccn  and  Phy  lodes. 

?/;.  Come  my  lord  take  your  place,  here  are  cards, 
and  here  are  my  crowns. 

Ply.  And  here  are  mine,  at  what  game  will  your  ma- 
jeity  play? 

£>u.  At  mount-faint. 

Phy.  A  royal  game,  and  worthy  of  the  name, 
And  meeteil  even  for  faints  to  exercife : 
Sure  it  was  of  a  womans  firii  invention. 

£>u.  It  is  not  faint,  but  cent,  taken  from  hundreds. 

Fhy.  True,  for   'rnongft  millions  hardly  is  found  one 
faint. 

Qu.  Indeed  you  may  allow  a  double  game, 
But  come  lift  for  the  dealing,  it  is  my  chance  to  deal. 

Ply.  An  action  moil,  moil  proper  to  your  fex. 

Enter  Cypres. 
Cyp.  How  now  my  waking  dragon,  thou  whofe  eyes 
Do  never  fall  or  clofe  through  Lethean  fleep, 
What  is  there  a  Hercules  that  dare  to  touch, 
Or  enter  the  Hefperian  rofarks  ? 

Efi.  Speak  ioMy  gentle  lord,  behold,  bohold 
Thcfilly  birds  are  tabled  in  yo^r  mare, 
And  nave  no  way  to  'icaoe  your  punifhment  : 
See  how  htr  eyes   do  court  him,  and  his  looks   jay  to 

her 
Love  a  double  intereir.    Fie,  f  e,  they  are  to  blame, 
i^.   What  are  you  my  Lord? 

Pby\  Your  highneiles  iervant,  but  misfortune's  fiave. 

%. 
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^u.  Your  game  I  mean. 

Phy.  Nothing  in  mow,  yet  fomewhat  in  account* 
Madam,  I  am  blank. 

££u.  You  are  a  double  game,  and  I  am  no  lefs,  there's 
and  hundred,  and  all  cards  made  but  one  knave. 

Epi.  Mark  that,  of  my  life  me  means  your  majefty. 

Cyp.  True,  I  know  fhe  holds  me  as  her  varlet, 
A~nd  that  I  am  imperfect  in  her  game; 
But  my  revenge  mail  give  me  better  place, 
Beyond  the  hate  of  her  foul  impudence. 

Epi.  Nay  good  my  lord  obferve,  they  will  confirm 
you  better. 

£>u.  What's  your  game  now  ? 

Phy.  Four  kings  as  I  inagine. 

£>u.  Nay  I  have  two,  yet  one  doth  me  little  good. 

Phy.  Indeed,    mine  are   two   queens,  and   one  I'll 
throw  away, 

Epi.  Doth  your  majefty  mark  that? 
You  are  the  king  that  fhe  is  weary  of, 
And  my  fitter  the  queen  that  he  will  cafl  away. 

Phy.  Can  you  decard,  madam? 

£>u.  Hardly,  but  I  mull  do  hurt. 

Phy.  JBut  fpare  not  any  to  confirm  your  game. 

Epi.  Would  you  have  more  plain  proof  of  their  foul 
treafon? 
They  do  not  plot  your  highnefs's  death  alone. 

Cyp.  But  others  which  they  think  depend  on  me. 

Epi.  Myfelf  and  thofe  which  do  you  fervices, 
They  are  bloody-minded,  yet  for  myfelf, 
Were  knot  for  your  fafety,  I  could  wiih 
You  would  remit  and  blot  thefe  errors  out, 
In  hope  that  time  would  bring  them  to  more  rirtue. 

Cyp.  O  then  thou  didft  not  love  me,  nor  thy  faith 
Took  hold  upon  my  fcandals,  fie,  I'm  mad, 
Sham'd  and  difgrac'd,  all  wit-Hung  wifdomlefs. 
Within  there  ho  ? 

Enter  Florio* 
Flo.  Did  your  majefty  call  ? 
Cyp.  Go  inftantly,  (nay  do  not  look  fad  or  pale, 

Neither 
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Neither  difpute  with  me  nor  with  thy  thoughts : 

But  as  thou  lov'ft  thy  life,  effect  my  will) 

Call  all  my  guard,  afcend  the  queen's  privy-chamber, 

And  in  my  name,  arreil  her  and  prince  Phylocles  ef 

treafon. 
Make  no  delay,  but  in  thy  diligence, 
Shew  how  thou  doft  refpecl  me  ;  arretted  once, 
Convey  them  unto  ftraiteft  prifon  :  away.    [Exit  Florfa. 
For  you  my  lord,  go  inftantly  prepare, 
And  fummon  all  the  princes  of  our  land 
Unto  an  inftant  parliament,  where  we 
Will  have  them  both  condemn' d  immediately, 
Without  their  anfwers,  plaints  or  pitioufnels. 
Since  women's  tears  do  blunt  revenge's  fword, 
I  will  not  fee,  nor  hear  them  fpeak  one  word. 

[Ex.  Cypres  and  Ep're. 

Enter  Florio  and  a  guard  aloft  to  the  queen  and  Phylocles. 

Flo.  Madam    and  prince  Phylocles,    in  the  king's 
name,  I  arrefl  you  both  of  high-treafon. 

Phy.  He  lies  that  faith  I  ever  knew  the  word. 

%.  I  pray  thee  do  not  affright  me  gentle  lord, 
Thy  words  do  carry  death  even  in  their  found. 

Flo.  Madam,  I  am  moft  forry  'tis  my  fortune, 
But  what  I  do  is  by  the  king's  commhTion. 

Qu.  Whence  is  that  warrant  grounded,  or  what' sour 
treafon  ? 

Flo.  I  am  his  inftrument,  but  not  his  counfellor. 

£>u.  Witnefs-my  tears  that  I  am  innocent. 

Phy.  Madam  be  patient,  that  we  do  not  know, 
We  have  no  caufe  to  grieve  at.  As  for  envies  toil, 
Let  her  even  break  her  own  gall  with  defire, 
Ouj  innocence  is  our  prevention. 
Be  chearful  madam,  'tis  but  fome  villain's  found, 
Made  only  to  amaze,  not  to  confound. 
And  what  mull  we  do  my  lord  ? 

Flo.  To  prifon  are  the  words  of  my  cbxnmiffion. 

Phy.  Then  lead  the  way,  he  hath  of  grief  no  fenfe, 
Whofe  conftien.ee  doth  not  know  of  his  oiFence. 

Actus 
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Adus  V.     Soena  I.     Mujlck. 

Enter  at  one  door  Epire,  at  another  Mariana. 

Epire.Y  TOW  now  mad  filler,  your  dear  love  is  con- 

II  demn'dj 
A  fweet  adulterer. 

Mar.  How,  condemn'd  before  their  trial  ? 

Epi.  No,  they  were  condemn'd  by  ad  of  parliament. 

Mar.  I  do  not  hold  thee  brother  for  a  man, 
For  it  is  reafonlefs  to  mock  calamity, 
If  he  die  innocent,  thrice  happy  foul ; 
If  guilty,  weep  that  man  mould  fo  tranfgrefs : 
Nature  of  reafon  thus  much  doth  importune, 
Man 'mould  partake  in  grief  with  man's  misfortune. 

Epi.  For  him,    if  e'er  mine  eyes   weep,  may  they 
drop  out, 
And  leave  my  body  blinder  than  my  fenfe : 
Pity  my  foe,  the  ruin  of  my  houfe, 
My  valour's  fcandal,  and  mine  honour's  poifon, 
No  let  him  fall,  for  blood  mull  ftill  quench  lull, 
Law  Lath  coifdemn'd  him,  then  his  death  is  juil. 

Mat .   Spit  out  that  monfler  envy,  it  corrupts  you, 
And  mildly  hear  me  anfwer  for  my  love. 
What  aid  he  againft  you  was  not  honourable, 
Which  you  againft  him  wculd  not  have  gladly  done? 

you  hate  him  for^acting  your  own  thoughts?. 
Can  it  I't  ill  in  him,  yet  good  in  you  ? 
Let  reafon  weigh  "hi:  difference,  then  you'll  find, 
His  honour  poizes  down  his  infamy. 

Epi.  Canfl  uiou  love  him  that  brought  thee  to  thy 
dea 

/■     - ,   3 1     like  a  p^d  he  made  me  with  his  breath. 

Ej  win  thy  love  snd  then  reject  thee  ? 

Mi.r.  His  honour,  not  his  love  doth  now  neglect;  me. 

Ep. 
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Efi.  Fond  maid,  thy  foolifh  dotage  doth  miftakc 
him. 

Mar.  Hell  lhall  have  mercy,  e'er  I  will  forfake  him,; 

Epi.  Farewel  then  filler,  friend  to  my  greatefl  foe, 
Revenge  ftrikes  home,  being  ended  with  one  blow. 

[Exit  Epirel 

Mar.  Prevention,  thou  beft  midwife  to  misfortune 
Unfold  this  ugly  monflers's  treachery; 
And  let  his  birth  be  ominous,  ftruck  dead, 
E'er  it  have  being  in  this  open  world ; 
Love  commands  nature,  brother  pardon  me^ 
Thine  envy  dies  by  my  love's  liberty. 
Invention  (heart  of  wit)  poffeft  xny  brain, 
For  treafon  is  to  treafon  her  own  bane  i 
And  you,  bright  heavens,  now  aid  me  in  my  plots*1 
That  truth  may  fhine  through  faiflioods  leprous  fpots  f 
My  life  I'll  hazard  to  redeem  my  love, 
Firm  conftancy  like  rocks  can  never  move* 
Be  bold  then,  maiden-heart,  in  his  defence  ; 
He  faved  thy  life,  thy  life's  his  recompence  : 
My  wit  and  hopes  have  furuiftYd  me  with  all 
The  helps  of  art,  to  bring  forth  treafon's  falL 
Now  to  the  means :  fome  fay  chat  gold  hath  powerj    i  I 
To  enter  without  force  a  gatelefs  tower  ; 
And  I'll  try  that,  which  if  it  take  fail  hold, 
I'll  never  blame  them  more  that  doat  on  gold* 
Ho,  who fe  within  there  ? 

Enter  Jailer. 

Jail.  Who  calls,  what  would  you  have?  I  thought 
you  were  a  woman  you  were  fo  hafty:  O  madam  is  i% 
you  ?  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Mar.  My  grief  fpeaks  loud  fir,  and  my  fwift  defire; 
O'er-rules  my  tongue,  makes  it  keep  time  with  thought; 
I  long  to  fee  a  prifoner  in  this  ill-built  houfe* 

Jail.  What  prifoner,  madam? 

Mar,  The  worthy  prince  :  the  famous  Phylocles. 

Jail.  Madam,  I  dare  not,  without  efpecial  warrant. 

Mar.  I  have  my  brother's  ftrong  commiiSon,  hold 
there  is  gold. 

Vol.  VI.  K,  Jail. 
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Jail.  This  golden  calf  is  an  excellent  idol,  and  few 
of  my  profefiion  but  ferves  it:  this  dumb  god  gives 
tongue  to  all  men,  wit  to  all  men  ;  honour  to  any  man, 
but  honefty  to  no  man :  and  therefore  as  for  honefcy  I 
mean  not  to  deal  with  fo  dear  a  commodity,  bu  leave  it 
to^my  better:  madam,  thofe  ilairs  direct  you  to  his  lodg- 
ing. 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  fir.  [Exit  Mariana. 

Jail.  This  is  a  worthy  lady,  to  give  thus  much  for 
the  bare  fight  of  a  man  in  affti&ion,  if  he  were  at  liberty 
it  were  nothing  :  but  being  as  it  is,  it  is  mofl  bountiful  : 
but  it  may  be  it  is  for  the  pail  hours  of  former  recrea- 
tion :  well,  let  it  be  what  it  mail  be,  I  am  fure  it  was 
not  that  I  fhould  hold  this  difputation  :  but  fee,  here  flie 
cornes  again. 

Enter  Phy  locks  in  Mariana's  attire ,  and  Mariana  in  his, 

Phy.  Madam  my  foul  cannot  confent  to  leave 
Your  life  in  this  great  hazard,  nor  can  death 
Carry  fuch  ugly  fhape,  as  doth  the  thought 
That  you  are  left  in  this  extremity  : 
Indeed  I  will  not  leave  you. 

Mar.  Will  you  grow  mad?  what  ihall  your  nobler 
fpirit, 
Which  is  the  fchool  of  wifdom,  grow  fo  fond, 
As  to  revolt  from  all  our  happinefs  ? 
Our  plots  you  know,  and  how  to  manage  cares, 
Whole  true  events  have  true  proportions; 
Then  dear  lord  reft  refolv'd,  the  Jailer  over- hears: 
Live  you  with  fafety.  Mofl  worthy  maid,  farewel. 

Phy.  Farewel,  fair  prince :  thanks  mailer  Jailer,  and 
a  kind  commend. 

Jail.  As  much  unto  your  ladyfhip.  So  now  I'll  lock 
my  doors.  [E;c.  Mar.  Phy.   and  Jailer. 

Enter  Cypres,  Mcchant,   Flcrio,  and  attendants. 
Cyp.  Is  our  commiiTion,  as  we  gave  in  charge, 
Delivered  o'er  to  the  corigidors? 

Mec.  It  is,  and  with  fuch  ftriclnefs  and  advice, 
For  fpeedy  execution  of  the  fame, 
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That  by  this  time  I  know  they  are  in  the  way 

Unto  their  execution  ;  for  the  hour 

Of  death  doth  run  upon  his  lateft  minutes. 

Cyp.  'Tis  well :  for  till  their  fhamelefs  lives  have  end 
There  can  no  comfort  creep  into  my  thoughts, 
Or  ought  fave  mifchief  keep  me  company. 
Why  was  I  bora.to  this  malignity 
And  lownefs  of  bafe  fortune  ?  yet  my  place 
Above  the  level  of  the  vulgars  fight  ? 
O  'tis  but  to  let  me  know  thus  much, 
That  thofe  which  lie  within  the  richeit  graves, 
Were  at  the  beft  but  fortunes  glorious  flaves. 
But  fee,  here  comes  my  ihame. 

Enter  corrigidors,  queen,  and  P  by  lodes  hound,  and  a  guard 
of  halberts  <with  the  executioner. 

£>u.  My  deareft  lord. 

Cyp.  Pafs  and  refpect  me  not,  lafcivious  woman  ! 
Thy  tears  are  like  the  tears  of  crocodiles, 
See  how  I  Hop  mine  ears  againft  thy  plaints, 
And  glue  mine  understanding  from  thy  charms. 
Nay  call  on  him  thou  haft  offended  molt ; 
Mercy  for  me  were  worfe  than  cruelty. 

£>u.  My  deareft  dread,  my  beft  beft  fovereign, 
Whom  I  have  ne'er  offended  but  with  zeal 
And  conftant  love,  loyal  and  honourable, 
Vouchfafeme,  though  a  queen,  a  fubjecVs  right, 
And  let  me  know  for  what  offence  I  perifli. 

Cyp.  For  thine  adulterate  and  monftrous  luft, 
Shameful,  and  grofs,  and  moft  unfufferable. 

2>u.  Who  doth  accuie  us  ? 

Cyp.  Ourfelf,  and  our  own  foul  that  have  beheld 
Your  vile  and  moft  lafcivious  pailages. 

Mar.  O  that  my  tongue  would  not  betray  my  kuow* 
ledge ! 
Then  would  I  amaze  them  all  with  mine  aftertions : 
Madam,  challenge  the  law. 

$>u.  My  gracious  lord,  fmce  no  defert  in  me, 
Can  merit  your  belie  %  nor  that  your  eye 
Can  rightly  judge  my  pure  comple&ion  : 
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Yet  as  your  handmaid  let  me  beg  the  right, 
Due  unto  wretches  from  our  country's  laws. 

Cyp.  The  tenure  of  the  law  you  do  demand. 

£>u.  That  in  the  cafe  of  {lander,  where  the  proof 
Proceeds  as  much  from  envy  as  from  truth, 
We  are  allow'd  our  champions  to  defend 
Our  innocence,  with  a  well-ordered  fword. 

Cyp.  I  look'd  for  this  objection  and  allow  it, 
Nor  am  I  unprovided  for  your  befl 
And  ftrongeft  hope  in  any  victory,  lords  attend  on  my 
champion. 

Here  the  noblemen  go  forth,  and  bring  in  the  duke  of  Epire 

like  a  combatant. 

•4>«.  Will  you  my  lord  approve  the  king's  affertion  ? 

Epi.  Madam,  although  againflthe  nature  of  my  fpirit, 
And  my  firit  duty,  bound  to  your  allegiance, 
Yet  now  compell'd  by  duty  and  by  truth, 
I  mull  of  force  become  your  oppofite. 

£>u.  Thou  art  no  true  Italian,  nor  true  gentleman, 
Thus  to  confound  the  glory  of  thy  judgment. 
Hath  not  that  arm  which   now  is  arm'd  againd  me, 
That  valour,  fpirit,  judgment,  and  that  worth, 
Which  only  makes  you  worthy,  Hood  t'  approve 
More  than  myfelf  will  challenge  to  my  virtues  ? 
And  are  you  now  bafely  turn'd  retrograde  ? 
Well,  I  perceive  there's  nought  in  you  but  fpleen, 
And  time's  observance,  Hill  to  hold  the  bell : 
Still  I  demand  the  law. 

Cyp-.  And  ypu  mail  have  it  in  the  ampleft  manner. 
Sound  Comets. 

Here  the  cornets  found  thrice ,  find  at  the  third  foand  enters 
Phyloclcs,  difguifed  like  a  combatant, 
Flo.  There  is  a  combatant  on  the  defendant's  part, 
your  majeily's  pleafure, 

Cyp.  Give  him  his  oath  according  to  the  laws. 
Flo.  Are  the  fair  ends  of  this  your  warlike  pofture, 
To  prove  the  innocence  of  thefe  two  condemn'd  ? 
So  help  you  Jove. 

Phy. 
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Pby.  They  are.     - 

Cyp.  Then  give  the  warlike  fignal  to  the  fight. 

Here  the  combat  being  fought ■,  P  by  lodes  overcomes  the  duke  * 

Pby.  Thou  art  my  flave,  either  confefs  or  die. 

Epi.  Didit   thou  fpeak  true,  I  would  not   found  a 
word 
To  fave  the  world  from  cynders ;  yet  that  thou  may'ft 
With  more  refolved  fury  murder  me, 
This  I-  confefs,  'twas  I  that  only  ftirr'd,, 
Out  of  ftrong  falfhood's  hate  and  jealoufy 
The  king's  eternal  wrath,  and  made  him  think 
Untruths,  that  even  untruth  would  not  fuggeft : 
And  all  my  malice  fprung  from  that  prince  Phylocles. 

Ply.  No,  'twas  from  me,  that  ftill  am  Phylocles. 

Op.  My  Phylocles,  my  queen !  O  double  pardon  me, 
My  jealoufy,  his  envy,  and  your  virtues 
Aie  iprung  from  fuch  impatient  contraries, 
I  cannot  reconcile  them ;  yet  O  pardon  me  : 
My  faith  in  life  mall  make  you  recompence  : 
For  thee  rare  Mariana,  thou  hall  wrought 
A  work  of  noble  conftant  magnitude. 
As  for  this  monfter,  this  my  tempting  devil, 
Whofe  forfeit  life  is  witnefs  to  his  fhame  : 
I  give  his  life  and  fortunes  to  the  queen. 
She  whom  his  malice  would  have  brought  to  death, 
Shall  now  be  judge  and  juror  of  his  breath. 

Mar.  In  which  commimon,  (madam)  let  be  inrolPd, 
He  is  my  brother  and  my  bed  of  blood. 

Qu.  And  only  that  is  charter  for  his  life: 
live  envious  lord,  more  envious  then  thou'rt  great, 
Live  to  lament  thy  worft  of  wretchednefs, 
Live  to  repent,  fmce  this  I  certain  know, 
Thine  own  gaul'd  confeience  will  be  thy  worft  woe. 

Enter  a  guard  of  watchmen  <witb  Alphonfo. 
1 .  Watch.  Come,  bring  him  away,  thruft  him  for- 
ward, though  favour  and  a  great  purfe  were  againft 
him. 
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Cyp.  How  now,  what  tumult  have  we  there  ? 

2.  Watch.  An't  pleafe  your  majefty,  we  have  brought 
you  here  a  flip,  a  piece  of  falfe  coin :  one  that  is  nei- 
ther flampt  with  true  coin  for  his  excufe,  nor  with  good 
deaths  for  his  redemption. 

QfS  Ajphorifo!  in  the  name  of  madnefs,  how  comes 
this  metamorphofis  ?  nay  Hand  forth,  difcourfe,  if  thou 
doft  lie  thou  art  mine  enemy. 

Mec.  Nay  more,  if  thou  flick  in  any  bogg,  and  by  a 
trick  feek  to  wind  out,  I  will  difcover  you. 

Jlph.  This  conjuration  (believe  it  my  lord)  mail 
make  me  leap  out  of  all  fetters,  and  briefly  thus,  I  have 
long  time  loved  the  fair  wife  of  the  orator ;  and  having 
no  opportunity  but  his  abfence  at  the  fenate,  I  took  that 
feafon  :  he"  out  of  negligence,  omitting  his  papers,  re- 
turn'd  unfeafonably,  found  me  inefficiently,  andfore'd 
to  take  fancluary  ftrangely,  which  however  I  purchas'd, 
yet  he  found  mine  apparel,  and  miitaken  in  the  tenure, 
reach'd  it  prefently,  put  it  on  immediately  :  and  now  ia 
the  fenate-houfe  is  pleading  it  ferioufly. 

Cyp.  I  cannot  blame  him,  you  having  got  fo  much 
within  his  inward  garment. 

Mec.  Of  all  which  my  lord,  I  being  (in  a  Uriel:  con-, 
ceit)  a  bawdy  witnefs ;  and  having  both  from  the  orator's 
icorns  and  delays  received  many  indignities;  thought  by 
this  difcovery  to  cry  quittance  with  my  proud  enemy. 

Cyp.  And  you  have  amply  done  it  ;  yet  this  jell, 
So  perfect  doth  deferve  more  memory. 
Florio,  go  bid  the  orator  attend  us  prefently. 

[Ex.  F lor io. 
And  now  to  you,Drap  and  Veloups,  I  did 
Refer  you  long  fince  to  the  orator. 
Yet  I  note  your  attention  :  come  there  is 
Some  too  clofe  filled  hardnefs  in  you$  hearts ; 
You  gripe  too  hard,  your  bribes  will  not  difburfe  : 
Come  tell  me  truly,  as  you  look  for  heaven, 
What  mud  you  pay  for  your  difpatches  ? 

Drap.  &Vel.  A  thoufand  crowns  we  ofFer'd  willingly. 
Cyp.  And  will  your  fuit  avail  with  fuch  difburfement  ? 
Drap,  tif  VeL  It  will,  and  we  moll  richly  fatisfied. 

Cyp. 
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Cyp.  We'll  fee  the  bufinefs  perfected. 
Drap.  &  Vel.  With  all  our  hearts,  and  be  full  joy'd 
thereat;  here  are  the  crowns. 

Cyp.  You  (hall  have  your  difparches. 

Enter  Prate  and  Florio. 
See,  here  comes  the  orator.  Prate;  come  hither: 
Thefe  gentlemen  whom  long  fince  I  referred 
To  your  difpatches,  are  yet  unfatisfied. 

Prate.  Alas,  my  lord,  the  flate--- 

Cyp.  I  know  imploys  you,  yet  there's  many  minutes, 
May  give  your  bell  cares  leifure  ;  come  there  is 
Some  odd  difburfe,  fome  bribe,  fome  gratulance, 
Which  makes  you  lock  up  leifure  :  come  tell  true, 
What  bribe  mud  they  give,  what  is  your  utmofl  price  ? 

Prate.  But  f*ve  hundred  crowns,  of  my  beil  confcience, 

Cyp.  Tut,  k  is  nothing,  hold,  here'?  the  coin, 
And  let  them  have  their  patents  prefently  : 
Or  look  to  lofe  both  place  and  fovereignty. 

Prate.  Legions  of  devils  haunt  their  diligence. 

Cyp.  Fie,  I  would  not  have   a  man   of  your  high 
place, 
Or  for  refpeS  of  wealth,  or  bafe  obfervance, 
In  fmallefl  things  thus  to  neglect  your  era  i.e. 
Why  look  you,  my  lords,  this  orator  is  n:>    lite  others 

of  his  rank, 
Who  from  their  gainifh  and  fantaflick  humo  irs, 
Go  through  the  ftreets,  fpotted  with  peacoccY^h  rces, 
Wearing  all  colours,  laces,  broideries, 
Sattins  and  filks,  fo  antick  garniihed, 
That  when  their  gowns  are  off,  you  cannot  find 
In  Italy,  a  mailer  fhap'd  more  nice. 
But  this  fellow  Prate  here's  of  another  fort, 
Cloath'd  like  himfelf,  demure  and  foberly  : 
Nay,  you  mall  fee  him  for  a  prefident. 

\U?i gowns  the  water* 
Paflion  of  mine  eye-fight,  who  have  we  here? 
This  is  Alphonfo,  there's  the  orator. 

Prate.  Heart  of  impatience,  I  am  then  a  cuckold  ! 
A  fcorn,  a  by-word,  and  a  laughing  (lock, 
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What  is  my  wife  turned  whore  ?  and  mull  her  depth 

Be  founded  by  the  plumbs  of  foreigners  ? 

Well,  the  revenge  that  I  will  take  for  this  my  fhame, 

Shall  make  all  whores  hereafter  dread  my  name. 

Cyp.  Not  for  thy  life,  not  for  my  love,  I  charge  thee: 

Thy  wife  as  honeft,  chafte  and  virtuous : 

Only  this  wanton  lord,  with  luft  and  coin 

Hath  much  attempted,  but  prevaiPdin  nought. 

For  proof,  fee  here  the  crowns  he  would  have  given 

To  have  purchas'd  her  bed's  honour,  but  {he  would  not; 

Which  I  bellow  on  you  for  recompencc. 

Therefore  as  thou  doft  hope  my  grace  to  find, 

So  to  thy  wife,  be  loving,  gentle,  kind. 

te.  Your  majefty  may  mold  me  to  your  pleafurc. 
Cjp.  I  thank  you,  and  will  quittance  it» 

Mow  Mechant,  we  reflore  you  to  your  lands. 

Your  honours  and  near  places,  next  ourfelf  •• 

To  all  that  feel  diftafte  in  any  fore, 

Wc  give  to  cure  them  all  our  grace  and  favour. 

Thus  ftorms  bring  gentle  fun-fhine  5  and  our  hands 
May,  after  fhip-wrcck,  bring  us  to  fafe  lands. 
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THomas  Randolph  was  born  at 
Houghton  in  Northamptonfhire, 
in  1605,  educated  at  Weftminfter- School, 
and  became  Fellow  of  Trinity-  College  in 
Cambridge.  His  Genius  to  Poetry  ap- 
pear d  even  when  a  Child)  and  he  foongrew 
intofuch  Reputation  for  Wit>  that  Ben. 
Johnfon  adopted  him  one  of  his  Sons.  His 
rifing  Genius  promifed  great  Things  ;  but 
being  an  excellent  Companion^  and  indulg- 
ing him f elf  too  much  with  thofe  who  fought 
and  delighted  in  his  Company  >  he  was  too 
early  cut  oj}\  dying  in  1634,  in  the  2gth 
Tear  of  his  Age.  This  Piece  has  been  al- 
ways cjleemed  an  excellent  Common-place- 
hook  for  Dramatick  Author s,  to  inftruEl 
them  in  the  Art  of  drawing  Characters. 
It  was  fir  ft  cairdby  the  Author  The  En- 
tertainment. The  rejl  of  his  Pieces  arey 
The  Jealous  Lovers,  a  Comedy  ;  Amyn- 
tas,  or9  The  Impofiible  Dowry,  a  Pafto- 
ral  ;  and  Ariftippus,  or  the  Jovial  Phi!o-> 
fbpher  ;  to  which  is  added  a  fmall  Piece 
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catfdy  The  conceited  Pedlar,  from  whence 
1  took  the  fir  ft  Hint  of  the  Toy  (hop.  He 
alfo  tranjlated  the  Plutus  ^Ariftophanes, 
which  he  intitled  Heigh  for  Honefty, 
down  with  Knavery.  His  Poems*  and 
Plays  were  all  printed  together >  except  this 
lafty  after  his  Deaths  by  his  Brother, 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

Jlofaus,  a  Player. 

Bird,  a  Feather  mail. 

Mrs.  Flower-dew,  a  Haberdafher  of  fmall  Wares, 

A  deformed  Fellow. 

"Comedy. 

*Iragedy% 

Mime* 

Satire. 

Cdlax. 

Dyfcclus. 

Dtilus. 

Aphobus. 

Acolajfies. 

Anaifthetus* 

Afotus. 

Aneleuthenu. 

Cannus. 

Micropfychus. 

Orgy/us. 

Aorgm% 

Ala%on, 

Eiron*    m 

Thilotimia. 

Luparus. 

Anaijkintia. 

Katapleitus. 

Juftice  Nimis,  andjdfiict  Nihil. 

Plus  and  Minus,  their  clerks. 

Jgrcicus,  a  clown. 

Bomolochus* 

Medi  verity, 
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COMEDY. 


Actus  I.     Scasna  I. 


Enter  TSird  the  Feather-man,  and  Mrs.  Flowrdew,  Wife 
to  a  Haberdajher  of  fmall  Wares  ;  the  one  having 
brought  Feathers  to  the  Play-houfe  ;  the  other  Fins  and 
Looking- glajfes  ;  two  of  the  fanftiffd  Fraternity  of 
Black-Fryars. 


■Flow. 


EE  brother,  how  the  wicked   throng 
and  crowd 
To  works  of  vanity  !    Not  a  nook,  or 

corner 
In  all  this  houfe  of  fin,    this   cave  cf 


filthinefs, 

This  den  of  fpirkual  thieves,  but  it  is  fluff 'd, 

Stuff'd,  and  fluff1  d  full  as  is  a  cufluon 
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With  the  lewd  reprobate. 

Bird.  Sifter,  were  there  not  before  inns, 
Yes,  I  will  fay  inns,  for  my  zeal  bids  me 
Say  filthy  inns,  enough  to  harbour  fuch 
As  travelPd  to  definition  the  broad  way  ; 
But  they  build  more  and  more,  more  fhops  of  fatan. 

Flow.  Iniquity  aboundeth,  though  pure  zeal 
Teach,  preach,  huff,  puff,  and  fnufF  at  it ;  yetftill, 
Still  it  aboundeth.     Had  we  feen  a  church, 
A  new  built  church  erected  North  and  South, 
It  had  been  fomething  worth  the  wondring  at. 

Bird.  Good  works  are  done. 

FJc*v.  I  fay  no  works  are  good; 
Good  works  are  merely  popifh,  and  apocryphal. 

Bird.  But  th'bad  abound,  furround,  yea,  and  con- 
found us. 
No  marvel  now  if  play-houfes  increafe, 
For  they  are  all  grown  fo  obfcene  of  late, 
That  one  begets  another. 

Flow,  Flat  fornication  ! 
I  wonder  any  body  takes  delight 
To  hear  them  prattle. 

Bird.  Nay,  and  I  have  heard 
That  in  a~*Tragedy,  I  think  they  call  it, 
They  make  no  more  of  killing  one  another, 
Than  you  fell  pins. 

Flow.  Or  you  fell  feathers,  brother  ; 
But  are  they  not  hang'd  for  it  ? 

Bird.  Law  grows  partial, 
And  finds  it  but  chance-medley  :    And  their  comedies 
Will  abufe  you,  or  me,  or  any  body  \ 
We  cannot  put  our  monies  to  increafe 
By  lawful  ufury,  nor  break  in  quiet, 
Nor  put  off  our  falfe  wares,  nor  keep  our  wives 
Finer  than  others,  but  our  ghofts  mull  walk 
Upon  their  ftages. 

Flouo.  Is  pot  this  flat  conjuring, 
To  make  our  ghofts  to  walk  e'er  we  be  dead  ? 

Bird,    That's  nothing,  Mrs.   Flowdw,   they   will 

play 
■  '  The 


The  Muffs  Looking- Glafs.       23  1 

The  knave,  the  fool,  the  devil    and  all,  for  money. 

Flow.  Impiety  !    O  that  men  endu'd  with  reafon 
Should  have  no  more  grace  in  them  ! 

Bird.  Be  there  not  other 
Vocations,  as  thriving  and  more  honeft  I 
Bayliffs,  promoters,  jaylors,  and  apparators, 
Beadles,  and  martials  men,  the  needful  inftruments 
Of  the  republick  ;  but  to  make  themfelves 
Such  monfters !  for  they  are  monfters,  th'are  monfters; 
Bafe,  fmful,  fhamelefs,  ugly,  vile,  deform'd 
Pernicious  monfters. 

Flow.  I  have  heard  our  vicar 
Call  play-houfes  the  colleges  of  tranfgreffion, 
Wherein  the  feven  deadly  fins  are  lludied. 

Bird.  Why  then  the  city  will  in  time  be  made 
An  univerfity  of  iniquity. 

We  dwell  by  Black-Fryars  college,  where  I  wonder 
How  that  prophane  neft  of  pernicious  birds 
Dare  rood  themfelves  there  in  the  midfl  of  us, 
So  many  good  and  well-difpofed  perfons. 

0  impudence ! 

Flow.  It  was  a  zealous  prayer 

1  heard  a  brother  make,  concerning  play-houfes. 

Bird.  For  charity,  what  is't  ? 

Flow?.  That  the  globe, 
Wherein  (quoth  he)  reigns  a  whole  world  of  vice, 
Kad  been  confum'd  ;  the  Phcenix  burnt  to  afhes. 
The  fortune  whipt  for  a  blind  whore  :    Black-Fryars 
He  wonders  how  it  'fcap'd  demolishing 
I'th1  time  of  reformation  :  Laftly,  he  wiih'd 
The  bull  might  crofs  the  thames  to  the  Bear-garden, 
And  there  be  foundly  beated. 

Bird.  A  good  prayer. 

Flow.  Indeed  it  fomething  pricks  my  confcience, 
I  come  to  fell  'em  pins  and  looking -glaffes. 

Bird.  I  have  their  cuftom  too  for  all  their  feathers : 
'T is  fit  that  we  which  are  fincere  profeffors 
Should  gain  by  infidels. 

Scene 
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Scene  2. 

Enter  Rofcius  a  Player. 

Bird.  Mr.  Rofcius,  we  have  brought  the  things  you 
fpake  for. 

Rofc  Why,  'tis  well. 

Flow.  Pray  fir,  what  ferve  they  for  ? 

Rofc.  We  ufe  them  in  our  play. 

Bird*  Are  you  a  player  ? 

Rofc.  I  am,  fir  ;  what  of  that  ? 

Bird.  And  is  it  lawful  ?j 
Good  filler,  let's  convert  him.     Will  you  ufe 
So  fond  a  calling  ? 

Flow.  And  fo  impious  ? 

Bird.  So  irreligious  ? 

Flo<w.  So  unwarrantable  ? 

Bird.  Only  to  gain  by  vice  ? 

Flew .  To  live  by  fin  ! 

Rofc  My  fpleen  is  up  :    And  live  not  you  by  fin  ? 

Take  away  vanity,  and  you  both  may  break. 

What  ferves  your  lawful  trade  of  felling  pins, 

But  to  joint  gew-gaws,  and  to  knit  together 

Gorgets,  (trips,  neck-cloths,  laces,  ribbands,  ruffs, 

And  many  other  fuch-like  toys  as  thefe, 

To  make  the  baby  pride  a  pretty  puppet  ? 

And  you  fweet  Featherman,  whofe  ware  tho'  light 

O'erweighs  your  confcience,  what  ferves  your  trade 

Eut  to  plume  folly,  to  give  pride  her  wings, 

To  deck  vain- glory  ?    fpoiling  the  peacock's  tail 

T 'adorn  an  idiot's  coxcomb  :  O  dull  ignorance  ! 

How  ill  'tis  underftood  what  we  do  mean 

For  good  and  honeft  !  They  abufe  our  fcene, 

And  fay  we  live  by  vice  :  indeed  'tis  true 

As  the  phyficians  by  difeafes  do, 

Only  to  cure  them  :  they  do  live  we  fee 

Like  cooks  by  pamp'ring  prodigality, 

Which  are  our  fond  accufers.     On  the  ftage 

We  fet  an  ufurer  to  tell  this  age 

How  ugly  looks  his  foul :    A  prodigal 

Is  taught  by  us  how  far  from  liberal 

His  folly  bears  him  :  boldly,  I  dare  fay 

7  There 
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There  has  been  more  by  us  in  fome  one  play 
Laugh'd  into  wit  and  virtue,  than  hath  been 
By  twenty  tedious  lectures  drawn  from  fin 
And  foppiih  humours ;    hence  the  caufe  doth  rife, 
Men  are  not  won  by  th'ears  fo  well  as  eyes. 
Firft  fee  what  we  prefent. 

Flow.  .  The  fight  is  able  to  nnfanclify  our  eyes,  and 
make  them  carnal. 

Rofc.  Will  you  condemn  without  examination  ? 

Bird.  No,  filler,  let  us  call  up  all  our  zeal, 
And  try  the  ftrength  of  this  temptation  : 
Satan  ihall  fee  we  dare  defy  his  engines. 

F/o<wt  I  am  content, 

Rofc.  Then  take  your  places  here  ;  I  will  come   to 
you, 
And  moralise  the  plot. 

Ffmui  That  moralising 
I  do  approve,  it  may  bs  for  inftruftion, 

Scene  3. 

Entit  a  deformed  Fdlomj, 

Deform-,  Rofcius,  I  hear  you  have  a  new  play  to 
ilay. 

Rofc  We  want  not  you  to  play  ;   lyfephoftopholis, 
A  pretty  natural  vizard. 

Deform.  What  have  you  there  ? 

Rofc  A  looking-glafs,  or  two. 

Deform.  What  things  are  they  ? 
Pray,  let  me  fee  them.     Heaven,  what  fights  are  here  ? 
I  have  feen  a  devil.     Looking-glaffes  call  you  them? 
There  is  no  bafilisk  but  a  looking-glafs. 

Rofc.  *Tis  your  own  face  you  faw. 

Deform.  My  own  ?     thou  Heft  : 
I'd  not  be  fuch  a  monfter  for  the  world. 

Rofc.  Look  on  it  now  with  me ;    what  fee'it  thou 
now  ? 

Deform.  An  angel  and  a  devil. 

Rofc.  Look  on  that 

The 
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Thou  calPdil  an  angel,  mark  it  well,  and  tell  me 
Is't  not  like  my  face  ? 

Deform.  As 't  were  the  fame. 

Rofc.  Why  fo  is  that  like  thine.     Doft  thou  not  fee, 
'Tisnot  the  glafs,  but  thy  deformity 
That  makes  this  ugly  fhape  ;  if  they  be  fair 
That  view  the  glafs,  fuch  the  refleclions  are. 
This  ferves  the  body  :  The  foul  fees  her  face 
In  comedy,  and  has  no  other  glafs. 

Deform.  Nay,  then,  farewel  ;  for  I  had  rather  fee 
HeP,  than  a  looking-glafs  or  comedy. 

[Exit  Deform. 

Rofc.  And  yet,  methinks,  if 'twere  not  for  this  glafs, 
Wherein  the  form  of  man  beholds  his  grace, 
We  could  not  find  another  way  to  fee 
How  ne'er  our  fhapes  approach  divinity. 
Ladies,  let  they  who  will,  your  glafs  deride, 
And  fay  it  is  an  inftrument  of  pride  : 
I  will  commend  you  for  it ;    there  you  fee, 
If  you  be  fair,  how  truly  fair  you  be  : 
Where  finding  beauteous  faces,  I  do  know 
You'll  have  the  greater  care  to  keep  them  fo. 
A  heavenly  vifion  in  your  beauty  lies, 
Which  nature  hath  deny'd  to  your  own  eyes  ; 
Were  it  not  pity  you  alone  fhould  be 
Debarr'd  of  that,  others  are  blefl  to  fee"? 
Then  take  your  glaffes,  and  yourfelves  enjoy 
The  benefit  of  yourfelves ;    it  is  no  toy, 
Though  ignorance  at  flight  efteem  hath  fet  her, 
That  will  preferve  us  good  or  make  us  better. 
A  Country-fiut,  (for  inch  fhe  was,  though  here 
I'th'  city  may  be  fome;  as  well  as  there  :) 
Kept  her  hands  clean,  (for  thofe  being  always  fecn 
Had  told  her  elfe  how  iluttifh  (he  had  been) 
But  had  her  face  as  nafty  as  the  flail 
Of  a  fifhmonger,  or  an  ufurer's  hall 
Daub'd  o'er  with  dirt :    One  might  have  dar'd  to  fay 
She  was  a  true  piece  of  Promethean  clay, 
Not  yet  informed  :     And  then  her  uncomb'd  hair 
Drefs'd  up  with  cobwebs,  made  her  hag-like  ftare. 

One 
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One  day  within  her  pail  (for  country  laffes, 
Fair  ladies,  have  no  other  looking-glafTes  : ) 
She  fpy'd  her  uglinefs,  and  fain  fhe  wou'd 
Have  blufh'd,  if  thorough  fo  much  dirt  fhe  cou'd  : 
Aiham'd,  within  that  water,  that  I  fay 
Which  ftiewM  her  filth,  me  wafh'd  her  filth  away. 

So  comedies,  as  poets  do  intend  them, 

Serve  firft  to  mew  our  faults,  and  then  to  mend  them. 
Upon  our  ftage  two  glaftes  oft'  there  be, 
The  comic  mirror,  and  the  tragedy  : 
The  comic  glafs  is  full  of  merry  ftrife, 
The  low  reflection  of  a  country  life. 
Grave  tragedy  void  of  fuch  homely  fports 
Is  the  fad  glafs  of  cities  and  of  courts. 
I'll  (hew  you  both;  Thalia  come  and  bring 
Thy  bu&in'd  fitter,  that  of  blood  doth  fing. 

Scene  4, 

Comedy ,  tragedy ,  Mime>  Satire. 

Com.  Why  do  you  flop  ?   go  on, 

7/fcjj.  I  charge  him  ft  ay. 
My  robe  of  ftate,  bufkins,  and  crown  of  gold 
Claim  a  priority. 

Com.  Your  crown  of  gold 
Is  but  the  wreath  of  wealth;   'tis  mine  of  laurel 
Is  virtue's  diadem  :    this  grew  green  and  flouriftf  d, 
When  nature  pitying  poor  mortality, 
Hid  thine  within  the  bowels  of  the  earth  : 
Men  looking  up  to  heaven  found  this  that's  mine, 
Digging  to  find  out  hell,  they  li't  on  thine. 

clrag.  I  know  you've  tongue  enough. 

Com.  Belides,  my  birth -right 
Gives  me  the  firft  poffeflion. 

Trag.  How,  your  birth  right  ? 

Co?n.  Yes,  fifter,  birth-right :   and  a  crown  befides, 
Put  on  before  the  altar  of  Apollo, 
By  his  dear  prieft  Phemonoe ;  fhe  that  firft, 
Full  of  her  god,  rag'd  in  heroick  numbers. 

Trag% 
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Trag.  How  came  it  then  the  magiilrate  decreed 
A  pubhck  charge  to  furnifh  out  my  chorus ; 
When  you  were  fain  to  appear  in  rags  and  tatters, 
And  at  your  own  expences? 

Com.  My  reward 
Came  after,  my  deferts  went  before  yours. 

Trag.  Deferts?  yes  !  what  deferts  ?  when  like  a  gypfy 
You  took  a  poor  and  beggarly  pilgrimage 
From  village  unto  village ;  when  I  then 
As  a  fit  ceremony  of  religion 
In  my  full  ftate  contended  at  the  tomb 
Of  mighty  Thefeus. 

Com.  I  before  that  time, 
Did  chaunt  out  hymns  in  praife  of  great  Apollo  1 
The  Shepherd's  deity,  whom  they  reverence 
Under  the  name  of  Nomius  *    in  remembrance 
How  with  them  once  he  kept  Admetus  Iheep. 
And  'caufe  you  urge  my  poverty,  what  were  you  ? 
'Till  Sophocles  laid  guilt  upon  your  bufkins, 
You  had  no  ornaments,  no  robes  of  irate, 
No  rich  and  glorious  fcene;  your  firft  benefactors 
Who  were  they,  but  the  reeling  priefts  of  Bacchus ; 
For  which  a  goat  gave  you  reward  and  name? 

Trag.  But  filler,  who  were  yours,  I  pray,  but  fuch 
As  chaunted  forth  religious,  bawdy  fonnets ; 
In  honour  of  the  fine  chafte  god  Priapus  ? 

Com.  Let  age  alone,  merit  mull  plead  our  title. 

Trag.  And  have  you  then  the  forehead  to  contend? 
I  flalk  in  princes  courts ;  great  kings,  and  emperours 
From  their  clofe  cabinets,  and  council  tables  * 
Yield  me  the  fatal  matter  of  my  fcene. 

Com.  ^  Inferior  perfons,  and  the  lighter  vanities, 
(Of  which  this  age  I  fear  is  grown  too  fruitful,) 
Yield  fubje&s  various  enough  to  move 
Plentiful  laughter. 

Trag.  Laughter  !  a  fit  object 
For  poetry  to  aim  at. 

Com.  Yes,  laughter  is  my  object :  'tis  a  property 
In  man  effential  to  his  reafon. 

Trag. 
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Trag.  So ; 
But  I  move  horror ;  and  that  frights  the  guilty 
From  his  dear  fins :  he  that  fees  Oedipus 
Inceftuous,  (hall  behold  him  blind  withal. 
Who  views  Oreftes  as  a  parricide, 
Shall  fee  him  laftVd  with  furies  too  ;  the  ambitious 
Shall  fear  Prometheus  vulture;  daring  gluttony- 
Stand  frighted  at  the  fight  of  Tantalus : 
And  every  family,  great  in  fins  as  blood, 
Shake  at  the  memory  of  Pelop's  houfe. 
Who  will  rely  on  fortunes  giddy  fmile, 
That  hath  feen  Priam  acted  on  the  flage  ? 

Com.  You  move   with  fear,  I  work  as  much  with 
fhame  ; 
A  thing  more  powerful  in  a  generous  breaft. 
Who  fees  an  eating  parafite  abus'd  ; 
A  covetous  bawd  laugrfd  at ;  an  ignorant  gull 
Cheated  ;  a  glorious  foldier  knocked,  andbanTd; 
A  crafty  fervant  whipp'd  ;  a  niggard  churl 
Hoarding  up  dicing-monies  for  his  fon ; 
A  fpruce  fantaftick  courtier,  a  mad  roarer, 
A  jealous  tradefman,  an  over- weening  lady, 
Or  corrupt  lawyer  rightly  perfonated  ; 
But  (if  he  have  a  blufh)  will  biufh  ;  and  fhame 
As  well  to  act  thofe  follies  as  to  own  them. 

Trag.  The  fubjecl  of  my  fcene  is  in  the  perfons 
Greater,  as  in  the  vices ;  atheifls,  tyrants, 
O'er-daring  favourites,  traitors,  parafites, 
The  wolves  and  cats  of  flate,  which  in  a  language 
High  as  the  men,  and  loud  as  are  their  crimes, 
I  thunder  forth  with  terror  and  amazement 
Unto  the  ghaftly  wondering  audience. 

S  a  tyre.  And  as  my  lady  takes  defer  ved  place 
Of  thy  light  miilrefs,  fo  yield  thou  to  me, 
Fantaftick  Mime. 

Mime.  Fond  Satyre,  why  to  thee  ? 
Sat.  As  the  attendant  of  the  nobler  dame  ; 
And  of  myfelf,  more  worthy. 
Mime*  How   more  worthy? 

Sat* 
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Sat.  As  one  whofe  whip  of  fteel  can  with  a  lafh 
Imprint  the  characters  of  lhame  fo  deep, 
Even  in  the  brazen  forehead  of  proud  fin, 
That  not  eternity  (hall  wear  it  out. 
When  I  but  frownM  in  my  Lucilius  brow, 
Each  confcious  cheek  grew  red,  and  a  cold  trembling 
Freez'd  the  chill  foul ;  while  every  guilty  breall 
Stood  fearful  of  dhTection,  as  afraid 
To  be  anatomiz'd  by  that  fkilful  hand ; 
And  have  each  artery,  nerve,  and  vein  of  fin, 
By  it  laid  open  to  the  publick  fcorn. 
I  have  untrufs'd  the  proudeft ;  greateft  tyrants 
Have  quak'd  below  my  powerful  whip,  half  dead 
With  expectation  of  the  fmarting  jerk, 
Whofe  wound  no  falve  can  cure  :  each  blow  doth  leave 
A  lafting  fear,  that  with  a  poifon  eats 
Into  the  marrow  of  their  fames  and  lives ; 
Th'  eternal  ulcer  to  their  memories ! 
What  can  your  apiih-  fine  geiticulations, 
My  manlike-monkey  Mime,  vie  down  to  this  ? 
Mime.  When  men  through  fins  were  grown  unlike 

the  gods, 
Apes  grew  to  be  like  men ;  therefore  I  think 
My  apiih  imitation,  brother  beadle, 
Ooes  as  good  fervice  to  reform  bad  manners 
As  your  proud  whip,  with  all  his  ferks,  and  jerks. 
The  Spartans,  wJien  they  ftrove  t'exprefs  the  loathfome- 

nefs 
Of  drunkennefs  to  their  children,  brought  a  flave, 
Some  captive  Helot,  overcharg'd  with  wine, 
Reeling  in  thus ; — his  eyes  mot  out  with  flaring. 
A  fire  in  his  nofe,    a  burning  rednefs 
Blazing  in  either  cheek,  his  hair  upright, 
IIis  tongue  and  fenfes  faltring,  and  his  flomach 
O'erburden'd,  ready  to  difcharge  her  load 
In  each  man's  face  he  met.     This  made  'em  fee 
And  hate  that  fin  of  fwine  and  not  of  men. 
Would  I  exprefs  a  complemental  youth, 
That  thinks  himfelf  a  fpruce  and  expert  courtier, 
Bending  his  fupple  hsms,  kiffing  his  hands, 

Honour- 
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Honouring  fhoeflrings,  fcrewing  his  writh'd  face 

To  all  the  feveral  poilures  of  affettion, 

Dancing  an  entertainment  to  his  friend, 

Who  would  not  think  it  a  ridiculous  motion  ? 

Yet  fuch  there  be  that  very  much  pleafe  themfelves 

In  fuch  like  antiek  humours.     To  our  own  fins 

We  will  be  moles,  even  to  the  groifeft  of  'em  : 

But  in  another's  life,  we  can  fpy  forth 

The  lead  of  faults,  with  eyes  a?  (harp  as  eagles, 

Or  the  Epidaurean  ferpent :  now  in  me, 

Where  felf  love  calls  not  her  Egyptian  mills, 

They  find  this  mifbecoming  ibppimnefs, 

And  afterwards  apply  it  to  themfelves : 

This  (Satyre)  is  the  ufe  of  Mimick  elves. 

Trag.  Siller,  let's  lay  this  poor  contention  by, 
And  friendly  live  together ;  if  one  womb 
Couid  hold  us  both,  why  mould  we  think  this  room 
Too  narrow  to  contain  us  ?  On  this  flage 
We'll  plead  a  tryal ;  and  in  one  year  contend 
Which  (hall  do  bell :  that  pafl,  (he  then  that  fhall 
By  the  moil  facred  and  impartial  judgment 
Of  our  Apollo,  bell  deferve  the  bays, 
Shall  hold  th'  entire  pofTeihon  of  the  place. 

Com.  I  were  unworthy  if  I  ihould 
Appeal  from  this  tribunal ;  be  it  fo  : 
I  doubt  not  but  his  ceniure  runs  with  me; 
N  ever  may  any  thing  that's  fad  and  tragical 
Dare  to  approach  his  prefence ;  let  him  be 
So  happy  as  to  think  no  man  is  wretched, 
Or  that  there  is  a  thing  call'd  miiery. 

Trag.  Such  is  my  prayer,  that  he  may  only  fee, 
Not  be  the  fubjecl  of  a  tragedy  ! 
Siller,  a  truce  till  then  j  that  vice  may  bleed, 
Lef  us  join  whips  together. 

Com.  'Tis  agreed. 

Mime.  Let  it  be  your  office  to  prepare 
The  malic  which  we  intended. 

Mime.  'Tis  my  care.  {Exeunt. 

Flow.  How  did  (lie  fay  ?    a  mafs  ?  brother  fly  hence, 
Fly  hence,  idolatry  will  overtake  us. 

Rofc. 
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Rofc.  It  was  a  mafque  ihe  fpake  of,  a  rude  dance 
Prefented  by  the  feven  deadly  fins. 

Bird   Still  'tis  a  mafs,  filter  !   away,  I  tell  you  ; 
It  is  a  mafs,  a  mafs  of  vile  idolatry. 

Rofc .  'Tis  but  a  fimple  dance,  brought  in  to  fhew 
The  native  foulnefs  and  deformity 
Of  our  dear  fin,  and  what  an  ugly  gueft 
He  entertains,  admits  him  to  his  brealt. 

Song  and  Dance. 

Say,  in  a  dance  howj  Jhall  ive  go, 
That  newer  could  a  meafure  k?io<w  / 
Ho<w  Jhall  <we  Jing  to  pleafe  the  /cent , 
That  newer  yet  could  keep  a  mean  ? 
D  if  order  is  the  mafque  woe  bring  5 
And  dif cords  are  the  tunes  woe  fing. 
No  found  in  our  harfh  ears  can  find  a  place, 
But  highefi  trebles,  or  the  lowoefl  bafe. 

Flow.  See,  brother,  if  men's  hearts  and  confcienees 
had  not  been  fear'd  and  cauteriz'd,    how    could   they 
afFec\  thefe  filthy  harbinger  of  hell ! 
Thefe  pro&ors  of  Belzebub,  Lucifer's  link-boys  ! 

Rofc.  I  pray  youftir  yourfelves  within,  a  while.   ' 

[Exeunt. 
Rofcius  folus . 
And  here--— unlefs  your  favourable  mildnefs 
With  hope  of  mercy  do  encourage  us, 
Our  author  bids  us  end  :    he  dares  not  venture 
Neither  what's  paft,  nor  that  which  is  to  come 
Upon  his  country  ;  'tis  fo  weak  and  impotent 
It  cannot  ftand  a  tryal ;  nor  dares  hope 
The  benefit  of  his  clergy  ;  but  if  rigour 
Sit  judge,  muft  of  neceflity  be  condemned 
To  Vulcan  or  the  fpunge  :    All  he  can  plead 
Is  a  defire  of  pardon  ;  for  he  brings  you 
No  plot  at  all,  but  a  meer  Olla  Podrida, 
A  medley  of  ill-plac'd,  and  worfe-pean'd  humours. 
His  defire  was  in  fingle  fcenes  to  mew 

How 
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How  comedy  prefents  each  fmgle  vice 
Ridiculous ;  whofe  number,  as  their  chara&er,' 
He  borrows  from  the  man  to  whom  he  owes 
All  the  poor  fkill  he  has,  great  Ariftotle. 
Now  if  you  can  endure  to  hear  the  reft, 
You're  welcome ;  if  you  cannot,  do  but  tel! 
Your  meaning  by  fome  fign,  and— all  farewelj 
If  you  will  flay,  refolve  to  pardon  firft  ; 
Our  author  will  defer  ve  it  by  offending. 
Yet  if  he  mifs  a  pardon,  (as  in  juftice 
You  cannot  grant  it,   though  your  mercy  may,)f 
Still  he  hath  this  left  for  a  comfort  to  him ; 
That  he  picks  forth  a  fubjed  of  his  rhime 
May  lofe  perchance  his  credit,  not  his  thus.'        £&tfftj 
Finis  Aclus  i. 


A&us  IL    Scaena  u 

Rofcius,  Bird,  Fiowrdew, 
Rofc.  TTI  Eceive  your  places.  The  firft  that  <we  prefect 
JLv.  are  the  extreams  of  a  virtue  neceffary  in  our 
converfation,  calPd  Comitas  or  court  efy,  which,  as  all  o~ 
ther  virtues,  hath  her  deviations  from  the  mean.  The  ove 
Colax,  that  to  feem  over  courteous,  falls  into  a  fervih  flat- 
tery ;  the  other,  (as  fools  fall  into  the  contraries  which 
theyfhun)  is  Difcolus,  who  hating  to  be  a  flavifh paraftte, 
grows  into  peevifhnefs  a7id  impertinent  diftafte.. 

Flow.  I  thought  you  taught  two  vices  for  one  virtue. 

Rife.  So  does  philofophy;  but  the  a&ors  enter, 

Colax,  Dyfcolus. 
Colax.  How  far  they  fin  againit  humanity 
That  ufe  you  thus !  believe  me,  'tis  a  fymptoni 
Of  barbariim,  and  rudenefs,  fo  to  vex 
A  gentle,  modeft  nature  as  yours  is. 
Dyfc  Why  doft  thou  vex  me  then  ? 

Vol.-  VI.  h  Colaxl 
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Co/ax.  I?  heaven  defend ! 
My  breeding  has  been  better  ;  I  vex  you  f 
You  that  I  know  fo  vertuous,  juft,  and  wife, 
So  pious  and  religious,  fo  admir'd, 
Solov'dof  all? 

Dy/e.  Wilt  thou  not  leave  me  then, 
Eternal  torture  ?  could  your  cruelty  find 
No  back  but  mine  that  you  thought  broad  enough 
To  bear  the  load  of  all  thefe  epithets  ? 
Pious  ?  religious  ?  he  takes  me  for  a  fool. 
Virtuous?  and  juft?  fir,  did  I  ever  cheat  you, 
Cozen,  or  gull  you  ;  that  you  call  me  juft, 
And  vertuous  ?  I'm  grown  the  common  feoff 
Of  all  the  world';  the  feoff  of  all  the  world ! 

Co/ax.  The  world  is  grown  too  vile  then. 

Dyfc  So  art  thou. 
Heaven  !  I'm  turn'd  ridiculous ! 

Colax.  You  ridiculous  ? 
But  'tis  an  impious  age ;  there  was  a  time, 
£And  pity  'tis,  fo  good  a  time  had  wings 
To  fly  away,)  when  reverence  was  paid 
To  a  jrey  head  ;  'twas  held  a  facrilege 
Not  expiable,  to  deny  refpect 
To  one,  fir,  of  your  years  and  gravity. 

Dyfc.  My  years  and  gravity  !  why,  how  old  am  I  ? 
I  am  not  rotten  yet,  or  grown  fo  rank 
As  I  mould  fmell  o'th'  grave  :  O  times  and  manners  ! 
Well  Colax,  well ;  go  on  :  you  may  abufe  me, 
Poor  dull  and  ames,  worm's  meat:  years  and  gravity  I 
He  takes  me  for  a  carcafs !  what  fee  you 
So  crazy  in  me  ?  I  have  half  my  teeth  : 
I  fee  with  fpedtacles,  do  I  not  ?  and  can  walk  too, 
With  the  benefit  of  my  ftaff:  mark,  if  I  cannot  !--- 
But  you,  fir,  at  your  pleafure,  with  years  and  gravity 
Think  me  decripid. 

Colax,  'How  ?  decripid,  fir  ! 
I  fee  young  rofes  bud  within  your  cheeks ; 
And  a  quick  active   blood  run  free  and  frcih 
Thorough  your  veins. 
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Dyfc.  I'm  turn'd  boy  again  I 
A  very  ftripling  fchool-boy  !  have  I  not 
The  itch  and  kibes  ?  am  I  not  fcabb'd  and  mangjt 
About  the  wrifls  and  hams? 

Co/ax.  Still,  Dyfcolus,    ,  ,  ,■«■' 

Dyfc  Dyfcolus !  and  why  Dyfcolus  ?  when  were  Tgj 
Grown  fo  familiar  ?  Dyfcolus !  by  my  name  ? 
Sure  we  are  Pylades  and  Oreftes !  are. we  not? 
Speak,  good  Pylades. 

Co/ax.  Nay,  worthy  fay 
Pardon  my  error,  'twas  without  intent 
Of  an  offence.     I'll  find  fome  other  name 
To  call  you  by— 

Dyfc  What  do  you  mean  to  call  me  t 
Fool,    afs,   or  knave?  my  name  is  not  fo  bad* 
As  that  I  am  aftiam'd  on't. 

Colox.  Still  you  take  all  worfe  than  it  was  meant^ 
You  are  too  jealous. 

Dyfc  Jealous  ?  I  ha'  not  caufe  for't,  my  wlfeYltej 
neft; 
Doft  fee  my  horns  ?  Doft  ?  if  thou  doeft, 
Write  cuckold  in  my  forehead  ;  do,  write  cuckold 
With  Aqua-  for  tis,  do.     Jealous!  I  am  jealous- -- 
Free  of  the  company!  v/ife,  I  am  jealous  j 

Co/ax,  I  mean  fufpicious. 

Dyfc.  How  !  fufpicious  ? 
For  what  ?  for  treafon,  felony,  or  murder  ? 
Carry  me  to  the  juftice;  bind  me  over 
For  a  fufpicious  perfon  :  hang  me  too 
For  a  fufpicious  perfon !  oh,  oh,  oh, 
Some  courteous  plague  feize  me,  and  free  my  fouJ 
From  this  immortal  torment !    every  thing  x 

I  meet  with,  is  vexation :  and  this,  this 
Is  the  vexation  of  vexations  ; 
The  hell  of  hells,  and  devil  of  all  devils ! 

Flew.  For  pity's  fake,  fret  not  the  good  old  gentle-] 
man. 

Dyfcl  O !  have  I  not  yet  torments  great  enough, 
But  you  mull  add  to  my  a'ffli&ion  ? 
Eternal  filence  feize  you ! 

.  L  z  Cslax0 
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Colax.  Sir,  we  ftrive 
To  pleafe  you,  but  you  ftill  mifconftrue  us. 

Dyfo.  I  muft  be  pleas" d  ?  a  very  babe,  an  infant ! 
I  muft  be  pleas'd  ?  give  me  fome  papp,  or  plumbs  ; 
Buy  me  a  rattle,  or  a  hobby-horfe, 
To  ftill  me,  do!  be  pleas'd?  wouldft  have  me  get 
A  parafite,  to  be  flatter'd  ? 

Colax.  How  ?  a  parafite  ? 
A  cogging,  flatt'ring,  flavifh  parafite  ? 
Things  I  abhor  and  hate.     'Tis  not  the  belly 
Shall  make  my  brains  a  captive.     Flatterers ! 
Souls,  below  reafon,  will  not  ftoop  fo  low 
As  to  give  up  their  liberty ;  only  flatterers 
Move  by  another's  wheel.     They  have  no  paffions 
Free  to  them felves.     All  their  affections, 
Qualities,  humours,  appetites,  defires, 
Nay  wifhes,  vows  and  prayers,  difcourfe  and  thoughts 
Are  but  another's  bondman.     Let  me  tugg 
At  the  Turks  gallies ;  be  eternally 
Damn'd  to  a  quarry  :  In  this  ftate  my  mind 
Is  free :  a  flatterer  has  nor  foul  nor  body  i 
"What  fliall  I  fay?---No,  I  applaud  your  temper, 
That  in  a  generous  bravenefs  take  diftafle 
At  fuch,  whofe  fervile  nature  ftrives  to  pleafe  you. 
'Tis  royal  in  you,  fir. 

Dyfc.  Ha!  what's  that? 

Colax.  A  feather  ftuck  upon  your  cloak. 

Dyfc  A  feather ! 
And  what  have  you  to  do  with  my  feathers  ? 
Why  mould  you  hinder  me  from  telling  the  world 
I  do  not  lye  on  flock  -beds  ? 

Colax.  Pray  be  pleas' d. 
I  brufh'd  it  off  for  meer  refpedl  I  bear  to  you. 

Dyfc.   Refpect !  a  fine  reipect,  fir,  is  it  not, 
To  make  the  world  believe  I  nourifh  vermin  ? 
O  death,  death,  death  !  if  that  our  graves  hatch  worms 
Without  tongues  to  torment  us,  let  'em  have 
What  teeth -they  will.     I  meet  not  here  an  object, 
Buz  adds  to  my  affliction  !  Sure  I  am  not 
A  man ,  J  could  not  then  be  fo  ridiculous : 

My 
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My  ears  are  overgrown,  I  am  an  afs ; 

It  is  my  ears  they  gaze  at.     What  ftrange  harpy, 

Centaur  or  Gorgon  am  I  turn'd  into  ? 

What  Circe  wrought  my  metamorphofis  ? 

If  I  be  a  beaft,  me  might  have  made  me  a  lion, 

Or  fomething  not  ridiculous !  O  Acteon, 

If  I  do  branch  like  thee,  it  is  my  fortune ! 

Why  look  they  on  me  elfe  ?  There  is  within 

A  glafs,  they  fay,  that  has  ftrange  qualities  in  it  ; 

That  fhall  refolve  me.     I  will  in  to  fee 

Whether  or  no,  I  man  or  monfter  be.  [Exit. 

Scene  2, 

To  them  Dei/us,  Aphobus. 

Bh<J„  Who  be  thefe?  they  look  like  preemption, 
and  defpair. 

Rvfc.  And  fucli  they  are.  That  is  Aphobus,  one  thai 
out  of  an  impious  cotifidence  fears  nothing.  The  other 
Deliiu,  that  from  an  atheifiical  difruf,  /bakes  at  the 
motion  of  a  reed.  Thefe  are  the  ex  tr  earns  of  fortitude,  that 
peers  an  even  courfe  beteween  overmuch  darings  and  ever- 
much  fearing ; 

Flew.  Why  ftays  this  reprobate  Colax  ? 

Rofc.  Any  vice 
Yields  work  for  flattery. 

Flow.  A  good  doctrine,  mark  it. 

Dei/us.  Is  it  poffible?  did  you  not  fear  it,  fay  you  ? 
To  me  the  meer  relation  is  an  ague. 
Good  Aphobus,  no  more  foch  terrible  ilories  ; 
1  would  not  for  a  world  lie  alone  to-night : 
I  fhall  have  fuch  ftrange  dreams ! 

Apho.  What  can  there  be 
Thatlfnouldfear?   The  Gods  ?  If  they  be  good, .. 
'Tis  fin  to  fear  them  ;  if  not  good,  no  gods ; 
And  then  let  them  fear  me.     Or  are  they  devils 
That  muft  affright  me  ? 

Dei/us.  Devils  !  where  good  Aphobus? 
I  thought  there  was  fome  conjuring  abroad, 

l  3  n# 
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'Tis  fuch  a  terrible  wind  !  O  here  it  is ; 
Now  it  is  here  again  !  O  ftill,  Ml,  ftill ! 

Aph'o.  What's  the  matter  ?  ^ 

Deilus.  Still  it  follows  me  ! 
The  thing  in  black,  behind  ;  foon  as  the  fun 
But  fhines,  it  haunts  me  :  gentle  fpirit,  leave  me  ! 
Cannot  you  lay  him,  Aphobus  ?  what  an  ugly  look  it 

has! 
With  eyes  as  big  as  fawcers,  noftrils  wider 
Than  barbers  bafons  ! 

Apho.  'Tis  nothing,  Deilus. 
But  your  weak  fancy,  that  from  every  object 
Draws  arguments  of  fear.     This  terrible  black  thing-  -- 

DeiL  Where  is  it,  Aphobus ! 

Aphc.  -—Is  but  your  fhadow,  Deilus, 

Dei  I.  And  mould  we  not  fear  fhadows  ? 
-  Jpbo.  No  !  why  mould  we  ? 

DeiL  Who  knows  but  they  come  leering  after  us, 
To  fteal  away  the  fubftance  ?  Watch  him,  Aphobus. 

Apbo.  I  nothing  fear. 

Colcx.  I  do  commend  your  valour, 
That  fixes  your  great  foul  fait  as  a  center, 
Not  to  be  mov'd  with  dangers  ;  let  flight  cock-boats 
Ee  (haken  with  a  wave,  while  you  Hand  firm 
Like  an  undaunted  rock ;  whofe  conftant  hardnefs 
Rebeats  the  fury  of  the  raging  fea, 
Dafhing  it  into  froth.     Bafe  fear  doth  argue 
A  low  degenerate  foul. 

DeiL  Now,  I  fear  every  thing. 

Cclax.  'Tis  your  difcretion.  Every  thing  has  danger, 
And  therefore  every  thing  is  to  be  fear'd. 
I  do  applaud  this  wifdom  :  'Tis  a  fymptom 
Of  wary  providence.     His  too  confident  rafhnefs 
Argues  a  itupid  ignorance  in  the  foul, 
A  blind  and  fenfelefs  judgment ;  give  me  fear 
To  man  the  fort,  'tis  fuch  a  circumfpecl: 
And  wary  fentinel.-— 

F/oto.  Now  fhame  take  thee,  for 
A  lukewarm  formalift. 

Co/ax.  —But  daring  valour, 

Uncapable 
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Uncapable  of  danger  fleeps  fecurely, 

And  leaves  an  open  entrance  to  his  enemies. 

DeiL  What,  are  they  landed? 

Apho.  Who  ? 

DeiL  The  enemies 
That  Colax  talks  of. 

Apho.  If  they  be,  I  care  not; 
Though  they  be  giants  all,  and  arm'd  with  thunder, 

DeU.  Why  do  you  not  fear  thunder  ? 

Apho.  Thunder  ?  no  ! 
No  more  than  fquibs  and  crackers. 

DM.  Squibs  and  crackers  ? 
I  hope  there  be  none  here  !  s'lid,  fquibs  and  crackers  I 
The  meer  epitomes  of  the  gunpowder- treafon, 
Faux  in  a  lelfer  volume. 

Apho.  Let  fools  gaze 
At  bearded  iters,  it  is  all  one  to  me, 
.As  if  they  had  been  fhavM--- thus,  thus  would  I 
Out-beard  a  meteor  !  for  I  might  as  well 
Name  it  a  prodigy,  when  my  candle  blazes. 

DeiL  lis  there  a  comet  fay  you  ?  nay,  I  faw  it  : 
It  reach'dfrom  Paul's  to  Charing,  and  portends 
Some  certain  eminent  danger  to  th'  inhab^ant'* 
'Twixt  thofe  two  places :  I'll  go  get  a  lodging 
Out  of  its  influence. 

Colax.  Will  that  ferve  ?— I  fear 
It  threatens  general  ruin  to  the  kingdom. 

Dei/.  I'll  to  fome  other  country. 

Colax.  There's  danger  to  crofs  the  feas. 

DeiL  Is  there  no  way,  good  Colax, 
To  crofs  the  fea  by  land  ?  O  the,  fituation j 
The  horrible  fituation  of  an  ifland  ! 

Colax.  You,  fir,  are  far  above  fuch  frivolous  thoughts* 
You  fear  not  death. 

Apho.  Not  I. 

Colax.  Not  fudden  death. 

Apho.  No  more  than  fudden  fleeps :  fir,  I  dare  die. 

DeiL  I  dare  not  •,  death  to  me  is  terrible : 
I  will  not  die. 

Apho.  How  can  you,  fir,  prevent  it? 

L  4  DM\ 
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Dei/.  Why,— I  will  kill  myfelf. 

Co/ax  %  A  valiant  courfe  ; 
And  the  right  way  to  prevent  death  indeed . 
Your  fpirit  is  true  Roman !— -But  your's  greater, 
That  fear  not  death,  nor  yet  the  manner  of  it : 
Should  heaven  fall— 

Apho.  Why,  then  we  mould  have  larks. 

Veil,  f  thall  never  eat  larks  again  while  I  breathe  I 

Co/ax.  Or  ihouid  the  earth  yawn  like  a  fepulchre, 
And  with  an  open  throat  fwallow  you  quick  ? 

Apho.  'Twouldfave  me  the  expences  of  a  grave. 

Dei/.  I'd  rather  trouble  my  executors  by  the  half. 

Apho*  Cannons  tome  are  pot-guns. 

Dei/.  Pot- guns  to  me 
Are  cannons ;  the  report  will  ftrike  me  dead. 

Apho.  A  Rapier's  but  a  bodkin. 

Dei/.  And  a  bodkin 
Is  a  moft  dangerous  weapon  ;  fince  I  read 
Of  Julius  Cajfar's  death,  I  durft  not  venture 
Into  a  taylor's  (hop,  for  fear  of  bodkins. 

Aphe:  O  that  the  valiant  giants  fhould  again 
Rebel  againft  the  gods,  and  befiegc  heaven, 
So  1  might  be  their  leader  ! 

Co/ax.  Had  Enccladus 
Been  half  fo  valiant,  Jove  had  been  his  -prifoner. 

Apho.  Why  fhould  we  think  there  be  fuch  things  as 
dangers  ? 
Scylla,  Charybdis,  Python,  are  but  fables. 
Medeas  bull  and  dragon  very  tales  ; 
Sea-monfters,  ferpents,  all  poetical  figments  : 
Nay  hell  itfelf,  and  Acheron  meer  inventions. 
Or  were  they  true,   as  they  are  falfe,  fhould  I  be 
So  timerous  as  to  fear  thefe  bug-bear  Harpies, 
Medufas,   Centaurs,  Gorgons  ? 

Dei/.   O  good  Aphobus, 
Leave  conjuring,  or  take  me  into  the  circle. 
What  mail  I  do,  good  Colax? 

Co /ax.  Sir,  walk  in  ^ 
There  is,  they  fay,  a  looking-glafs ;  a  ftrange  one, 
Of  admirable  vertuf s,  that  will  render  you 

Free 
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Free  from  enchantments. 

Dei/.  How  !  a  looking-glafs  ? 
Doll  think  I  can  endure  it  ?  why  there  lies 
A  man  within' t  in  ambufh  to  entrap  me. 
I  did  but  lift  my  hand  up,  and  he  prefently 
Catch'd  at  it, 

Co/ax.  'Twas  the  fhadow,  fir,  of  yourfelf; 
Truft  me  a  meer  reflection. 

Deil.  I  will  truft  thee.  \Epcit^ 

Apho.  What  glafs  is  that  ? 

Co/ax.  A  trick  to  fright  the  idiot 
Out  of  his  wits,  a  glafs  fo  full  of  dread, 
Rendering  unto  the  eye  fuch  horrid  fpeclacles, 
As  would  amaze  even  you.     Sir,  I  do  think 
Your  optick  nerves  would  fhrink  in  the  beholding: 
This  if  your  eye  endure,  I  will  confefs  you 
The  prince  of  eagles. 

Apho.  Look  to  it,  eyes  !  if  you  refufe  this  light, 
My  nails  fhall  damn  you  to  eternal  night.  [Exit* 

Col.  Seeing  no  hope  of  gain,  I  pack  them  hence; 
'Tis  gold  gives  flattery  ail  her  eloquence. 

Scene  3. 

Acolaftus,  Anaiilhetus. 

Rofc.  Temperance  is  the  mediocrity  of  enjoying  p  leaf;  res  9 
iv hen  they  are  prefent;  and  a  moderate  dejire  of  them  being 
abfent  l  An. I  the fe  are  the  ex tr earns  of  that  virtue.  Acc- 
1  aft  us  a  voluptuous  epicure,  that  out  of  an  immoderu:?, 
a?td  untamed  defire  feeks  after  all  pleafures  pro?nifcuvfjy 
without  refpeel  ofhoneft  or  lawful.  The  other  Anaiftheiv.sy 
a  meer  Anchorite  that  delights  in  nothiag,  not  in  theft  lc:gi~  ■ 
timate  recreations  allmsfd  of  by  God  and  nature. 

Acolafl.  O  now  for  an  eternity  of  eating ! 
Fool  was  he  that  wiih'd  but  a  crane's  fhort  neck  ; 
Give  me  one,  nature,  long  as  is  a  cable, 
Or  founding -line;  and  all  the  way  a  palate, 
To  tafle  my  meat  the  longer.     I  would  have 
My  fenfes  feaft  together  ;  nature  envied  us, 
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In  giving  fmgle  pleafures ;  let  me  have 
My  ears,  eyes,  palate,  nofe,  and  touch,  at  once 
Enjoy  their  happinefs:  lay  me  in  ft  bed 
Made  of  a  fummer's  cloud  ;  to  my  embraces, 
Give  me  a  Venus  hardly  yet  fifteen, 
Frefh,  plump,  and  adlive ;  me  that  Mars  enjoy'd 
Is  grown  too  ftale  :  And  then  at  the  fame  inftant 
My  touch  is  pleas'd,  I  would  delight  my  fight 
With  pictures  of  Diana,  and  her  nymphs, 
Naked,  and  bathing,  drawn  by  fome  Apelles  $ 
By  them  fome  of  our  fairefl  virgins  ftand ; 
That  I  may  fee  whether  'tis  art  or  nature 
Which  heightens  moil  my  blood  and  appetite. 
Nor  ceafe  I  here.     Give  me  the  feven  orbs 
To  charm  my  ears  with  their  celeftial  lutes ; 
To  which  the  angels,  that  do  move  thofe  fpheres, 
Shall  fing  fome  amorous  ditty  :  Nor  yet  here 
Fix  I  my  bounds.   The  fun  himfelf  fhaU  fire 
The  phoenix,  neft  to  make  me  a  perfume, 
While  I  do  eat  the  bird,  and  eternally 
Quaff  of  eternal  nedtar.     Thefe  fmgle,  are 
But  torments ;  but  together,  O  together  ! 
Each  is  a  paradice.     Having  got  fuch  objedts 
To  pleafe  the  fenfes,  give  me  fenfes  too 
Fit  to  receive  thofe  objedls:  give  me  therefore 
An  eagle's  eye,  a  blood- hound's  curious  fmell, 
A  ftagg's  quick  hearing;  let  my  feeling  be 
As  fubtle  as  the  fpiders,  and  my  tafte 
Sharp  as  a  fquirril's :  Then  I'll  read  the  Alcoran, 
And  what  delights  that  promifes  in  future, 
I'll  pradtife  in  the  prefent. 
Bird.  J leathenifh  glutton ! 
Flow*  Bafe  belly-god,  licencious  libertine  \ 
Anai.  And  I  do  think  there  is  no  pleafure  at  all, 
But  in  contemning  pleafures  :  happy  N  iobe, 
And  bleffed  Daphne,  and  all  fuch  as  are 
Turn'd  Hocks  and  ftones !  would  I  were  laurel  too, 
Or  marble,  ay,  or  any  thing  inienfible. 
It  is  a  toil  for  me  to  eat  or  drink, 
for  nature's  fatisfadtion ; 
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Would  I  could  live  without  it.     To  my  ear 
Mulick  is  but  a  mandrake.     To  my  fmell 
Nard  fcents  of  rue,  and  wormwood  :  and  I  tafts 
Nectar  with  as  much  loathing,  and  diftafte, 
As  gall,  or  alloes,  or  my  doctor's  potion. 
My  eye  can  meet  no  object  but  I  hate  it. 

Acola.  Come,  brother  Stoick,  be  not  fo  melancholy. 

Anai.  Be  not  fo  foolifh,  brother  Epicure. 

Acola.  Come,  we'll  go  and  fee  a  comedy,  that  will 
raife 
Thy  heavy  fpirit's  up. 

Anai.  A  comedy  ? 
Sure  I  delight  much  in  thofe  toys ;  I  can 
With  as  much  patience  hear  the  mariners 
Chide  in  a  florm. 

Acola.  Then  let's  go  drink  a  while. 

Anai.  'Tistoo  much  labour ;  happy  Tantalus, 
That  never  drinks. 

Acola.  A  little  venery 
-Shall  recreate  thy  foul. 

Anai*  Yes,  like  an  itch  ; 
For  'tis  no  better.     I  could  wiih  an  heir, 
But  that  I  cannot  take  the  pains  to  get  one. 

Acola.  Why,  marry  ;  if  your  confcience  be  fo  tender, 
As  not  to  do  it  other  wife  ;  then  'tis  lawful. 

Anai.  True ;  matrimony's  nothing  elfe  indeed, 
But  fornication  licensed  >  lawful  adultery. 

0  heavens !  how  all  my  fenfes  are  wide  flukes 
To  let  in  difcontent  and  miferies  ! 

How  happy  are  the  moles  that  have  no  eyes ! 

How  bleil  the  adders  that  have  no  ears  ! 

They  never  fee  nor  hear  ought  that  afflicts  them. 

But  happier  they  that  have  no  fenfe  at  all ; 

That  neither  fee,  nor  hear,  tafte,  fmell,  nor  feelj 

Any  thing  to  torment  them:  fouls  were  given    , 

To  torture  bodies  :  man  has  Reafon  too, 

To  add  unto  the  heap  of  his  diffractions. 

1  can  fee  nothing,  without  fenfe  and  motion, 
But  I  do  wifh  myfelf  transformed  into  it. 

L  6  £ffi 
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CcL  Sir,  I  commend  this  temperance ;  your  arm 'd 
foul, 
Is  able  to  contemn  thefe  petty  baits, 
Thefe  flight  temptations,  which  we  title  pleafures, 
That  are  indeed  but  names ;  heaven  itfelf  knows 
No  fuch  like  thing  ;  the  flars  nor  eat  nor  drink, 
Nor  lie  with  one  another  ;  and  you  imitate 
Thofe  glorious  bodies :  by  which  noble  abftinence 
Vougain  the  names  of  moderate,  chafte,  and  fober; 
While  this  effeminate  gets  the  infamous  terms 
Of  glutton,  drunkard,  and  adulterer  ; 
Pleafures,  that  are  not  man's,  as  man  is  man, 
But  as  his  nature  fympathies  with  beafls. 
You  ftiall  be  the  third  Cato.     This  grave  look 
And  rigid  eye-brow  will  become  a  cenfor  ; 
But  I  will  fit  you  with  an  object,  fir, 
My  noble  Anaiithetus,  that  will  pieafe  you. 
-It  is  a  looking-glafs,  wherein  at  once 
You  may  fee  all  the  difmal  groves  and  caveg, 
Tfce  horrid  vaults,  dark  cells,  and  barren  deferts, 
With  what  in  hell  itfelf  can  difmal  be. 

Anai*  That  is  indeed  a  profped  fit  for  me.        [Exit. 

AaoL   He  cannot  fee  a  flock  or  ftone,  but  prcfently 
He  wifhes  to  be  turn'd  to  one  of  thofe  : 
I  have  another  humour  ;  I  cannot  fee 
A  fat  voluptuous  fow  with  full  delight, 
Wallow  in  dirt,  but  I  do  wifli  myfeif 
Transform' d  into  that  bleffed  Epicure. 
Or  when  I  view  the  hot  falacious  fparrow 
Renew  his  pleafures  with  frefh  appetite, 
I  vvifn  myfeif  that  little  bird  of  love. 

Colax.  It  fhews  you  a  man  of  a  foft  moving  clay  ; 
Not  made  of  flint  :  nature  has  been  bountiful 
To  provide  pleafures,  and  fhall  we  be  niggards 
At  plenteous  boards  ?  He's  a  cifcourteous  guefl 
That  will  obferve  a  diet  at  a  feafl. 
When  nature  thought  the  earth  alone  too  little 
To  find  us  meat,  and  therefore  ftor'dthe  air 
With  winged  creatures  ;  not  contented  yet, 
She  made  the  water  fruitful  to  delight  us  ; 
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Nay,  I  believe  the  other  element  too 

Doth  nurfe  fome  curious  dainty  for  man's  food  ; 

If  we  would  ufe  the  fk.il!  to  catch  the  falamander. 

Did  fhe  do  this  to  have  us  eat  with  temperance  ? 

Or  when  fhe  gave  fo  many  different  odours 

Of  fpices,  unguents,  and  all  forts  of  flowers, 

She  cry'd  not— flop  your  nofes :  would  fhe  give  us 

So  fvveet  a  choir  of  wing'd  muficians 

To  have  us  deaf  ?  Or  when  fhe  plac'd  us  here, 

Here  in  a  paradice,  where  fuch  pleafmg  profpects, 

So  many  ravifhing  colours  entice  the  eye, 

Was  it  to  have  us  wink  ?    When  fhe  beflow'd 

So  powerful  faces,  fuch  commanding  beauties 

On  many  glorious  nymphs,  was  it  to  fay 

Be  chaile  and  continent  ?     Not  to  enjoy 

All  pleafures,  and  at  fall,  were  to  make  nature 

Guilty  of  that  fhe  ne'er  was  guilty  of, 

A  vanity  in  her  works. 

AcoL  A  learned  lecture  ! 
'Tis  fit  fuch  grave  and  folid  arguments 
Have  their  reward— here— -half  o£.my  eftate 
T 'invent  a  pleafure  never  tailed  yet, 
That  I  may  be  the  firft  fhall  make  it  ftale. 

Col.  Within,  fir,  is  a  glafs,  that  by  reflection 
Doth  fhew  the  image  of  all  forts  of  pleafures 
That  ever  yet  were  acted  ;  more  variety 
Than  Aretine's  pictures. 

Aco%  I'll  fee  the  jewel  ; 
For  tho'  to  do,  moil  moves  my  appetite  ; 
I  love  to  fee,  as  well  as  act  delight.  {Exit. 

Bird.    Thefe  are    the  things  indeed  the  flage  doth 
teach, 
Dear  heart,  what  a  foul  fink  of  fins  run  here  ! 

Flow*  In  footh,  it  is  the  common  more  of  lewdnefs. 
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Scene  4. 

Afotus,  Anelutherus. 

Rofc.  Thefe  are,  Aneleutherus,  an  illiberal  niggardly  u- 
furer,  that  will  fell  heaven  to  pur  chafe  earth  :  That,  his 
Sen  Afotus,  a  profufe  prodigal,  that  will  fell  earth  to 
buy  hell.  The  extremes  of  liberality,  which  prefer ibes  a 
mediocrity  in  the  getting  and  fpending  of  riches. 

And.  Come,  boy,  go  with  me  to  the  fcrivener's,  go. 

Afot.  I  was  in  hope  you  would  have  faid  a  bawdy- 
houfe. 

AneL  Thence  to  th'  exchange. 

Afot.  No,  to  the  tavern  father. 

AneL  Be  a  good  hufband,  boy,  follow  my  counfel. 

Afot.  Yourcouufel  ?  No,  dad,  take  you  mine, 
And  be  a  good  fellow— mail  we  go  and  roar  ? 
'Slid,  father,   I  fhall  never  live  to  fpend 
That  you  have  got  already— Pox  of  attornies, 
Merchants  and  fcriveners  !  I  would  hear  you  talk 
Of  drawers,  punks,  and  panders. 

And,  Prodigal  child ! 
Thou  doft  not  know  the  fweets  of  getting  wealth. 

Afot.  Nor  you  the  pleafure  that  I  take  in  fpending 
it; 
To  feed  oncaveare,  and  eat  anchovies ! 

AneL  Afotus,  my  dear  fon,  talk  not  to  me 
Of  your  anchovies,  or  your  caveare. 
No,  fted  on  widows  ;  have  each  meal  an  orphan 
Serv'd  to  your  table,  or  a  glibbery  heir 
With  all  his  lands  melted  into  a  mortgage. 
The  gods  themfelves  feed  not  on  fuch  fine  dainties ; 
Such  fatting,  thriving  diet. 

Afot.  Truft  me,  fir, 
I  am  afnamed,  la— to  call  ycu  father, 
Ne'er  truft  me,  now  I'm  come  to  be  a  gentleman : 
One  of  your  havings,  and  thus  cark  and  care  ? 
Come,  I  will  fend  for  a  whole  coach* or  two 

Of 
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Of  Bank-fide  ladies,  and  we  will  be  jovial. 

Shall  the  world  fay  you  pine  and  pinch  for  nothing  ? 

Well,  do  your  pleafure,  keep  me  fhort  of  monies  ; 

When  you  are  dead,  as  dye  I  hope  you  muft, 

I'll  make  a  fhift  to  fpend  one  half  at  leait 

E'er  you  are  coffin'd,  and  the  other  half 

E'er  you  are  fully  laid  into  your  grave. 

Were  not  you  better  help  away  with  fome  of  it  ? 

But  you  will  ftarve  yourfelf,  that  when  you're  rotten, 

One— -Have  at  all !  or,  of  mine  may  fet  it  flying  : 

And  I  will  have  your  bones  cut  into  dice, 

And  make  you  guilty  of  the  fpehding  of  it ; 

Or  I  will  get  a  very  handfome  bowl 

Made  of  your  skull,  to  drink't  away  in  healths. 

Ane.  That's  not  the  way  to   thrive.     No,    fit   and 
brood 
On  thy  eftate  ;  as  yet  it  is  not  hatch'd 
Into  maturity, 

Afot.  Marry,  I  will  brood  upon  it, 
And  hatch  it  into  chickens,  capons,  and  hens, 
Larks,  thrufhes,  quails,  woodcocks,  fnipes,  andphea- 

fants, 
The  beft  that  can  be  got  for  love  or  money. 
There  is  no  life  to  drinking  ! 

AneL  O  yes,  yes  ; 
Exaction,  ufury,  and  oppreflion, 
Twenty  i'th'  hundred  is  a  very  ne&ar. 
And  wilt  thou,  wafteful  lad,  fpend  in  a  fupper 
What  I  with  fweat  and  labour,  care  and  induftry,] 
Have  been  an  age  afcraping  up  together? 
No,  no,  Afotus,  trull  gray-headed  experience ; 
As  I  have  been  an  ox,  a  painful  ox, 
A  diligent,  toiling,  and  laborious  ox, 
To  plough  up  gold  for  thee  ;  fo  I  would  have  thee— 

Afot%  Be  a  fine,  filly  afs  to  keep  it. 

AneL  Be  a  good  watchful  dragon  to  preferve  it. 

Co/ax.  Sir,  I  over-heard  your  wife  inftru&ions, 
And  wonder  at  the  gravity  of  your  counfel. 
This  wild  unbridled  boy  is  not  yet  grown 
Acquainted  with  the  world ;  he  has  not  felt 

The 
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The  weight  of  need  ;  that  want  is  virtue's  clog  ; 

Of  what  necefTity,  refpect,  and  value 

Wealth  is ;  how  bafe  and  how  contemptible 

Poverty  makes  us.     Liberality 

In  fome  circumftances  may  be  allow'd  ; 

As  when  it  has  no  end  but  honefty, 

With  a  refpecl  of  perfon,  quantity, 

Quality,  time,  and  place  ;  but  this  profufe, 

Vain  injudicious  fpending  fpeaks  him  idiot. 

And  yet  the  bell  of  liberality 

Is  to  be  liberal  to  ourfelves ;  and  thus 

Your  wifdom  is  raoft  liberal,  and  knows 

How  fond  a  thing  it  is  for  difcreet  men 

To  purchafe  with  the  lofs  of  their  eftate 

The  name  of  one  poor  virtue,  liberality, . 

And  that  too  only  from  the  mouth  of  beggars  ! 

One  of  your  judgment  would  not,  I  am  fure, 

Buy  all  the  virtue's  at  fo  dear  a  rate. 

Nor  are  you,  fir,  I  dare  prefume,  fo  fond 

As  for  to  weigh  your  gains  by  the  ftrict  fcale 

Of  equity,  andjuftice,  names  invented 

To  keep  us  beggars :    I  would  counfel  now 

Your  fon  to  tread  no  fteps  but  yours^  for  they 
Will  certainly  direct  him  the  broad  way 
That  leads  unto  the  place  where  plenty  dwells^ 
And  flie  fhall  give  him  honour. 

And.  Your  tongue  is  powerful  : 
Pray  read  this  leclure  to  my  fon ;  I  go 
To  find  my  fcrivener  who  is  gone,  I  hear* 
To  a  ftrange  glafs  wherein  all  things  appear.  [ExiU 

AJot.  To  fee  if  it  can  mew  him  his  loft  ears. 
Now  to  your  leclure. 

Col.  And  to  fuch  an  one 
As  you  will  be  a  willing  pupil  to. 
Think  you  I  meant  all  that  I  told  your  father  ? 
No,  'twas  to  blind  the  eyes  of  the  old  huncks, 
I  love  a  manlike  you,  that  can  make  much 
Of  his  bleir.  genius  :  Miracle  of  charity  ! 
That  open  hand  becomes  thee  ;  let  thy  father 
Scrape  like  the  dunghill  cock  the  dirt,  and  mire, 
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To  find  a  precious  gem  for  thee,  the  chicken 

Of  the  white  hen  to  wear.     It  is  a  wonder 

How  fuch  a  generous  branch  as  you,  could  fpring 

From  that  old  root  of  ^damned  avarice  ! 

For  every  widow's  houfe  the  father  fwallows, 

The  fon  mould  fpew  a  tavern.     How  are  we 

Richer  than  others  ?  not  in  having  much, 

But  in  beftowing ; 

And  that  mines  glorious  in  you.     The  chuffs  crowns 

Imprifon'd  in  his  tnifly  cheft,  methinks, 

I  hear  grown  out,  and  long  till  they  be  thine, 

In  hope  to  fee  the  light  again.     Thou  canft  not 

Stand  in  a  flood  of  neclar  up  to  th'  chin, 

And  yet  not  dare  to  fup  it ;  nor  can'it  fuffer 

The  golden  apples  dangle  at  thy  lips, 

But  thou  wilt  taile  the  fruit.     'Tis  generous  this. 

Jfot.  Grammercy,  thou  malt  be  doctor  o1  th1  chair. 
Here---'tis  too  little,  but  'tis  all  my  flore, 
Til  in  to  pump  my  dad,  and  fetch  thee  more.       [Jfefil* 

Col.  How  like  you  now  my  art  ?  Is't  not  a  fubtle  one. 

Flow.  Now,  out  upon  thee,  thou  lewd  reprobate  ! 
Thou  man  of  fin  and  fhame,  that  fowefl  camions 
Unto  the  elbows  of  iniquity. 

Col.  I  do  commend  this  zeal ;  you  cannot  be 
Too  fervent  in  a  caufe  fo  full  of  goodnefs. 
There  is  a  general  frofl  hath  feiz'd  devotion ; 
And  without  fuch-like  ardent  flames  as  thefe. 
There  is  no  hope  to  thaw  it.     The  word,  puritan, 
That  I  do  glorify,  and  efteem  reverend, 
As  the  moil  fandified,  pure,  and  holy  fed 
Of  all  profeffors,  is  by  the  prophane 
Us'd  for  a  name  of  infamy,  a  by-word,  a  dander. 
That  I  footh  vice  [  I  do  but  flatter  them  ; 
As  we  give  children  plumbs  to  learn  their  prayers, 
T1  entice  them  to  the  truth,  and  by  fair  means 
Work  out  their  reformation. 

Bird.   'Tis  well  done. 

I  hope  he'll  become  a  brother,  aud  make 

A  feparatift  ! 

Flow.  You  mall  have  the  devotions 

Of 
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Of  all  the  elders.     But  this  foppifhnefs 
Is  wearifome ;   I  could  at  our  faint  Antlins, 
Sleeping  and  all,  lit  twenty  times  as  long. 

Rofc.  Go  in  with  me  to  recreate  your  fpirits, 
(As  mufick  theirs)  with  forne  refrefhing  fong, 
Whofe  patience  our  rude  fcene  hath  held  too  long. 

[Exit. 
Finis  ASIus  fecundi. 


A<5tus  III.     Scsena  I. 

Rofcius,  Bird,  end  Flcivrdezu. 

Bird,  I   Will  no  more  of  this  abomination. 

J      Rofc.  The  end  crowns  every  a&ion,    ftay  till 

that; 
A  jtfige  that's  juft,  will  not  prejudicate. 
.   Flaw.  Pray,  iir,  continue  ilill  the  moralizing. 

Rofc.  The  next  nueprefent  are  the  extremes  of  magnifi- 
cence, iv ho  teaches  a  decorum  in  great  expences,  as  liberality 
in  the  lejjer  :  One  is  Banaufus,  out  of  a  mere  ofientation 
cvain-glorioufly  expenfi^e  ;  the  other  Micrcprepes,  one  in 
glorious  works  extremely  bafe  and  penurious, 

BanaufuSy   Microprepes, 
Ban.    Being   born   not  for    ourfelves   but  for  our 
friends, 
Our  country  and  our  glory  ;  it  is  fit 
We  do  exprefs  the  majefty  of  our  fouls 
In  deeds  of  bounty  and  magnificence. 

Micro.  The  world  is  full  of  vanity  ;  and  fond  fools 
Fromife  themfelves  a  name  from  building  churches, 
Or  any  thing  that  tends  to  the  re-publick  ; 
'Tis  the  re- private  that  I  ftudy  for. 

Batiau.  Firft,  therefore,  for  the  fame  of  my  repub- 
lick, 

I'll  imitate  a  brave  ^Egyptian  king, 

And 
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And  plant  fuch  itore  of  onions  and  of  garlick, 
As  fhall  maintain  fo  many  thoufand  workmen 
To  th'  building  of  a  pyramid,  at  faint  Albans ; 
Upon  whofe  top  I'll  fet  a  hand  of  brafs, 
With  a  fcrowl  in't  to  mew,  the  way  to  London, 
For  the  benefit  of  travellers. 

Col.  Excellent  ; 
*Tis  charity  to  direct  the  wandring  pilgrim. 

Micro .  I  am  church-warden,  and  we  are  this  year , 
To  build  our  fteeple  up  ;  now  to  fave  charges 
I'll  get  a  high-crown'd  hat  with  five  low  bells, 
To  make  a  peal  fhall  ferve  as  well  as  Bow. 

CcL  'Tis  wifely  call, 
And  like  a  careful  fleward  of  the  church  ; 
Of  which  the  fteeple  is  no  part,  at  leafl 
No  necefTary. 

Bird.  Verily,  'tis  true  : 
They  are  but  wicked  fynagogues,  where  thole   inftru- 

ments 
Of  fuperftition  and  idolatry  ring 
Warning  to  fin,  and  chyme  all  in-  to  the  devil. 

Banatu  And  'caufe  there  be  fuch  fwarms  of  herefies 
rifing: 
I'll  have  an  artifl  frame  two  wondrous  weather-cocks 
Of  Gold,  to  fet  on  Paul's,  and  Grantham  fteeple  ; 
To  ihew  to  all  the  kingdom,  what  faihion  next 
The  wind  of  humour  hither  means  to  blow. 

Micro.  A  wicker  chair  will  fit  them  for  a  pulpit. 

Col,  It  is  the  doctrine,  fir,  that  you  refpedh 

FIvw.  Infooth,  I  have  heard  as  wholefome  inftruc- 
lions 
From  a  zealous  wicker-chair,  as  e'er  I  did 
From  the  carv'd  idol  of  wainfcot. 

Banau.  Next,  I  intend  to  found  an  hofpital 
For  the  decay'd  profefibrs  of  the  fuburbs  ; 
With  a  college  of  phyficians  too  at  Cheifea, 
Only  to  Itudy  the  cure  of  the  French  pox  : 
That  fo  the  iinners  may  acknowledge  me 
Their  only  benefactor,  and  repent. 

CvL 
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CcL    You    have  a    care,    fir,    of  your   country's 
health. 

Micro.  Then  I  will  fell  the  lead  to  thatch  the  chan- 
cell. 

Ban.  I  have  a  rare  device  to  fet  Dutch  windmills 
Upon  Newmarket  heath,  and  Salisbury  Plain, 
To  drain  the  f 

Col.  The  fens,  fir,  are  not  there. 

Ban.  But  who  knows  but  they  may  be  ? 

Col.  Very  right. 
You  aim  at  the  prevention  of  a  danger. 

Micro.  A  porter's  frock  {hall  ferve  me  for  a  furplice. 

Flew.  Indeed  a  frock  is  not  fo  ceremonious. 

Ban.  But  the  great  work  in  which  I  mean  to  glory, 
Is  in  the  railing  a  cathedral  church  : 
It  fhall  be  at  Hog's- Norton  ;  with  a  pair 
Of  flately  organs  ;  more  than  pity  'twere 
The  pigs  mould  lofe  their  skill  for  want  of  pra&ice. 

Bird.  Organs,  Me  on  them  for  Babylonian  bag-pipes. 

Micro.  Then  for  the  painting,  I  bethink  myfelf 
That  I  have  feen  in  mother  Redcap's  hall, 
In  painted  cloth  the  ftory  of  the  prodigal. 

Col.  And  that  will  be  for  very  goodufe  and  moral. 
Sir,  you  are  wife  ;  what  ferve  ^Egyptian  pyramids, 
Ephefian  temples,  Babylonian  towers, 
Carian  Coloflirs,  Trajan's  water- works, 
Domitian's  amphitheatres,  the  vain  coft 
Of  ignorance  and  prodigality  ? 
Rome  flourilh'd  when  her  capitol  was  thatch'd, 
And  all  her  gods  dwelt  but  in  cottages  ; 
Since  Parian  marble  and  Corinthian  brafs. 
Enter'd  her  gaudy  temple,  foon  me  fell 
To  fuperftition,  and  from  thence  to  ruin. 
You  lee  that  in  our  churches  glorious  ftatues, 
Rich  copes,  and  other  ornaments  of  flate, 
Draw  wondring  eyes  from  their  devotion 
Unto  a  wanton  gazing  ;  and  that  other 
Rich  edifices,  and  fuch  gorgeous  toys 
Do  more  proclaim  our  country's  wealth  than  fafety, 
And  ferve  but  like  fo  many  gilded  baits 

T' entice 
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T'entice  a  foreign  foe  to  our  invafion. 
Go  in,  there  is  a  glafs  will  mew  you,  fir, 
What  fweet  fimplicity  our  grandfires  us'd, 
How  in  the  age  of  gold  no  church  was  gilded. 

[Exit  Micro. 
Ban.    O,   I  have  thought  on't,  I  will  ilraightway 
build 
A  free-fchool  here  in  London,  afree-fchool 
For  th'  education  of  young  gentlemen, 
To  fludy  how  to  drink,  and  take  tobacco ; 
To  fwear,  to  roar,  to  dice,  to  drab,  to  quarrel : 
'Twill  be  the  great  Gymnafium  of  the  realm, 
The  Frontifterium  of  Great  Britanny. 
And  for  their  better  ftudy,  I  will  furnifti  them 
With  a  large  library  of  drapers  books. 

Col.  'Twill  put  down  Bodlies,  and  the  Vatican. 
Royal  Banaufus  !  how  many  fpheres  fly  you 
Above  the  earthly  dull  Microprepes  ! 
I  hope  to  live  to  fee  you  build  a  ilews 
Shall  out-brave  Venice  :  to  repair  old  Tyburn, 
And  make  it  cedar.     This  magnificent  courfe 
Doth  purchafe  you  an  immortality. 
In  them  you  build  your  honour  to  remain 
Th1  example  and  the  wonder  of  polterity  ; 
While    other    hy de-bound  churls    do    grudge    them- 

felves 
The  charges  of  a  tomb. 

Ban.  But  I'll  have  one 
In  which  I'll  lie  embalm' d  with  Myrrh  and  Cafiia, 
And  richer  unguents  than  the  ./Egyptian  kings : 
And  all  that  this  my  precious  tomb  may  furnifh 
The  land  with  mummy. 
Col.  Yonder  is  a  glafs 
Will  fhew  you  plots  and  models  of  all  monuments 
Form'd  the  old  way ;  you  may  invent  a  new, 
'Twill  make  for  your  more  glory. 
Ban.  Colax,  true. 

Scene* 
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Scene  2. 

Rofc.  Thefe  are  the  extremes  of  magnanimity.  Cau- 
nus,' a  fellow  fo  highly  conceited  of  his  own  parts ,  that  he 
thinks  no  honour  above  him  \  the  0/^rMicropfychus,  a  hafe 
and  low -fpir it  ed  fellow  >  that  undervaluing  his  own  quali- 
ties, dares  not  afpire  to  thofe  dignities ,  that  otherwife  his 
merits  are  capable  of 

Caunus,  Micropfychus. 

Can.  I  wonder  that  I  hear  no  news  from  court. 

Col.  All  hail  unto  the  honourable  Caunus. 

Cau.  The  honourable  Caunus  !    'Tis  decreed 
I  am  a  privy  councillor ;   our  new  honours 
Cannot  fo  alter  us,  as  that  we  can 
Forget  our  friends  ;  walk  with  us  our  familiar. 

Mic.  It  puzzles  me  to  think  what  worth  I  have, 
That  they  fhould  put  fo  great  an  honour  on  me. 

Col.  Sir,  I  do  know  and  fee,  and  fo  do  all 
That  have  not  wilful  blindnefs,  what  rare  skill 
Of  wifdom,  policy,  judgment,  and  the  reft 
Of  the  ftate  virtues  fit  within  this  breaft, 
As  if  it  were  their  parliament  ;  but  as  yet 
I  am  not,  fir,  the  happy  meffenger 
That  tells  you,  you  are  calPd  unto  the  helm  ; 
Or  that  the  rudder  of  Great  Brittany 
Is  put  into  your  hands,  that  yon  may  fleer 
Our  floating  Delos,   till  fhe  be  arriv'd 
At  the  blefs'd  port  of  happinefs,  and  furnam'd 
The  Fertunate  Ifle,  from  you  that  are  the  fortunate. 

Cau.  'Tis  ftrange  that  I  the  beft  experiene'd 
The  fkilfullefi  and  the  rareftof  all  carpenters, 
Should  not  be  yet  a  privy  councillor  ! 
Surely  the  itate  wants  eyes  ;  or  has  drunk  Opium, 
And  ileeps !  but  when  it  wakes  it  cannot  chufe 
But  meet  the  glorious  beams  of  my  deferts 
Bright  as  the  rifmg  fun,  and  fay  to  England  ; 
England,  behold  thy  light ! 

Micro, 
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Micro.  Make  me  a  conftable  \ 
Make  me,  that  am  the  fimpleft  of  my  neighbours, 
So  great  a  magiftrate  !    So  powerful  an  officer  ! 
I  blufh  at  my  unworthinefs :  A  conftable  I 
The  very  prince  o'  th'  parilh  !    You  are  one,  fir, 
Of  an  ability  to  difcharge  it  better, 
Let  merefign  to  you. 

Cau.  How  !    I  a  conftable  ? 
What  might  I  be,  in  your  opinion,  fir  ? 
Micro.  A  carpenter  of  worfhip. 
Cau.  Very  well ; 
And  yet  you  would  make  me  a  conftable. 
I'll  evidently  demonftrate  that  of  all  men 
Your  carpenters  are  beft  ftatefmen  ;  of  all  carpenters 
I  being  the  beft,  am  beft  of  ftatefmen  too  : 
Imagine,  fir,  the  commonwealth  a  log, 
Or  a  rude  block  of  wood;  your  ftatefman  comes, 
(For  by  that  word  I  mean  a  carpenter) 
And  with  the  faw  of  policy  divides  it 
Into  fo  many  boards,  or  feveral  orders, 
Of  prince,  nobility,  gentry,  and  the  other 
Inferior  boards,  calPd  vulgar;  lit  for  nothing 
But  to  make  ftiles,  or  planks  to  be  trod  over, 
Or  trampled  on  :  this  adds  unto  the  log, 
Call'd  common-wealth,  at  leaft  fome  {mail  perfe&ion  5 
But  afterwards  he  planes  them,  and  fo  makes 
The  common-wealth,  that  was  before  a  board, 
A  pretty  wainfcot ;  fome  he  carves  with  titles, 
Of  lord,  or  knight,  or  gentleman;  fome  ftand  plain, 
And  ferve  us  more  for  ufe  than  ornament, 
^  We  call  them  yeomen;  ^boards,  now  out  of  fafhion;) 
And  left  the  difproportion  break  the  frame, 
He  with  the  pegs  of  amity  and  concord. 
(As  with  the  glue-pot  of  good  government) 
joints  'em  together,  makes  an  abfolute  edifice 
Of  the  republick.     State-fkilPd  Machiavel 
Was  certainly  a  carpenter :  yet  you  think 
A  conftable  a  giant-dignity. 

Micro.  Pray  heaven  that,  Icarus  like,  I  do  not  melt 
The  waxen  plumes  of  my  ambition  ! 

Or 
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Or,  that  from  this  bright  chariot  of  the  fun 
Jl  fall  not  headlong  down  with  Phaeton  ; 
I  have  afpir'd  fo  high  :  make  me  a  conftable, 
That  have  not  yet  attain'd  to  the  Greek  tongue  ! 
Why  'tis  his  office  for  to  keep  the  peace, 
His  majefty's  peace  :  I  am  not  fit  to  keep 
His  majefty's  hogs,  much  lefs  his  peace,  the  belt 
Of  all  his  jewels  :  how  dare  I  prefume 
To  charge  a  man  in  the  king's  name  !  I  faint 
Under  the  burthen  of  fo  great  a  place, 
Whofe  weight  might  prefs  down  Atlas :  magiftrates 
Are  only  fumpter-horfes.     Nay,  they  threaten  me 
To  make  me  warden  of  the  church. 
Am  I  a  patriot  ?  or  have  I  ability 
To  prefent  knights-recufant,  clergy -reelers, 
Or  gentlemen-fornicators  ? 

Col.  Y  ou  have  worth 
Richly  enamell'd  with  modefly  ; 
And  though  your  lofty  merit  might  fit  crown'd 
On  Caucatus,  or  the  Pyrrenean  mountuins, 
You  choofe  the  humbler  valley,  and  had  rather 
Grow  a  fafe  fhrub  below  ;  than  dare  the  winds, 
And  be  a  cedar.     Sir,  you  know  there  is  not 
Half  fo  much  honour  in  the  pilot's  place, 
As  danger  in  the  ftorm.     Poor  windy  titles 
Of  dignity,  and  offices  that  puff  up 
The  bubble  pride  'till  it  fwell  big  and  burft, 
What  are  they  but  brave  nothings  ?  Toys,  calTd  ho- 
nours. 
Make  them  on  whom  they  are  beftow'd,  no  better 
Than  glorious  flaves,  the  fervants  of  the  vulgar : 
Men  fweat  at  helm,   as  much  as  at  the  oar. 
There  is  a  glafs  within  fhall  mew  you,  fir, 
The  vanity  of  thefe  filk- worms,  that  do  think 
They  toil  not,  'caufe  they  fpin  fo  fine  a  thread. 

Micro.  I'll  fee  it.     Honour  is  a  baby's  rattle  ; 
And  let  blind  Fortune  where  me  will,  bellow  her  : 
Lay  me  on  earth,  and  I  fhall  fall  no  lower.  [Exit. 

Cau%  Colax,  what  news  ? 

Col. 
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Col.  The  Perfian  emperor 
Is  defperately  fick. 

Cau,  Heaven  take  his  foul ! 
When  I  am  the  Grand  Sophy,  (as  'tis  like!/ 
I  may  be)  Colax  thou  art  made  for  ever. 

Col.  The  Turk,  they  fay,  prepares  again  for  f^g 

land. 
Cau,  And  I  no  bafhaw  yet  !    Sultan  repent  it ! 
Col.  The  ftateof  Venice  too  is  in  diftraclion. 
Cau.  And  can  fhatflate  be  fo  fupinely  negligent, 
As  not  to  know  whom  they  may  chufe  their  duke  ? 
Col.  Our  merchants  do  report  th'  inhabitants  there 
Are  now  in  confutation  for  the  fettling 
The  crown  upon  a  more  deferving  head 
Than  his  that  bears  it. 

Cau.  Then  my  fortunes  rife 
On  confident  wings,  and  all  my  hopes  fly  certain, 
Colax9  be  bold,  thou  feeft  me  Prefter-John. 
Well,  England,  of  all  countries  in  the  world 
Moil  blind  to  thine  own  good.     Other  nations  | 

Woo  me  to  take  the  bridle  in  my  hands 
With  gifts  and  prefents ;  had  I  liv'din  Rome 
Who  durft  with  Caunus  Hand  a  candidate  ? 
I  might  have  choice  of  /Edile,  'Conful,  Tribune, 
Or  the  perpetual  dictator's  place. 
1  cou'd  discharge  'em  all,  I  know  my  merits 
Are  large  andboundlefs  :  A  Csefar  might  be  hew'd 
Out  of  a  carpenter,  if  a  skilful  workman 
But  undertake  it. 

Col.  'Tis  a  worthy  confidence. 
Let  birds  of  night  and  fhame,  with  their  owls  eyes. 
Not  dare  to  gaze  upon  the  fun  of  honour  ; 
They  are  no  prefidents  for  eagles :   bats, 
Like  dull  Micropfychus,  things  of  earth  and  lead, 
May  love  a  private  fafety  ;  men  in  whom 
Prometheus  has  fpent  much  of  his  flol'n  fire, 
Mount  upwards  like  a  flame,  and  court  bright  honour, 
Hedg'd  in  with  thoufand  dangers !    What's  a  man 
Without  defert  ?  And  what's  defert  to  him 
That  does  hot  know  he  has  it  ?    Is  he  rich 

Vol.  VI.  M  That 
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That  holds  within  his  houfe  fome  buried  chefts 

Of  gold,  or  pearl,  and  knows  not  where  to  look  them ; 

What  was  the  load-ftone,  'till  the  ufe  was  found, 

But  a  foul  dotard  on  a  fouler  miftrefs  ? 

I  praife  your  Argus'  eyes,  that  not  alone 

Shoot  their  beams  forwards,  but  reflect  and  turn 

Back  on  themfelves,  and  find  an  object  there 

More  worthy  their  intentive  contemplation  : 

You  are  at  home  no  flranger,  but  are  grown 

Acquainted  with  your  virtues,  and  can  tell 

What  ufe  the  pearl  is  of,  which  dunghil  cocks 

Scrape  into  dirt  again.     This  fearching  judgment 

Was  not  intended  to  work  wood,  but  men. 

Honour  attends  you.     I  fhall  live  to  fee 

A  diadem  crown  that  head.     There  is  within 

A  glafs  that  will  acquaint  you  with  all  places 

Of  dignity,  authority,  and  renown, 

The  ftate,  and  carriage  of  them  :  Chufe  the  belt* 

Such  as  deferve  you,  and  refufe  the  reft. 

Can.  I  go,  that  want  no  worth  to  merit  honour  ; 
'Tis  honour  that  wants  worth  to  merit  me. 
Fortune,  thou  arbitrefs  of  human  things, 
Thy  credit  is  at  flake  :  if  I  but  rife, 
The  world's  opinion  will  conceive  th'  haft  eyes.    [Exit. 

Scene   3. 

Orgy /ks,   Aorgus.  % 

Rofc.  Thefe  are  the  extremes  of  meehiefs.  Orgylus, 
mi  angry  quarrel  fome  man,  monfd  with  the  lea  ft  Jbadow, 
or  appearance  of  injury.  The  other  in  defecl,  Aorgus,  a 
fellow  too  patient,  or  rather  infenfihle  of  wrong,  that  he  is 
not  capable  of  the  groffeft  abufe. 

Org.  Perfwade  me  not,  he  has  awak'd  a  fury 
That  carries  fteel  about  him.     Dags  and  piftols ! 
To  bite  his  thumb  at  me. 

Aor.  Why  fhould  not  any  man 
Bite  his  own  thumb  ? 
Or?.  At  me!   Wear  I  a  fword 
*  To 
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To  Tee  men  bite  their  thumbs !  ----  Rapiers  and  dag- 
gers- 
He  is  the  fon  of  a  whore. 

Aor.  That  hurts  not  you. 
Had  he  bit  yours,  it  had  been  fome  pretence 
T'have  mov'd  this  anger  ;  he  may  bite  his  ow* 
And  eat  it  too. 

Org.  Muskets  and  cannons!— eat  it? 
If  he  dare  eat  it  in  contempt  of  me, 
He  fhall  eat  fomething  elfe  too  that  rides  here ; 
I'll  try  his  oftrich  ftomach. 
Aor.  Sir,  be  patient 

Org.  You  lye  in  your  throat,  and  I  will  not.' 
Aor.  To  what  purpofe  is  this  impertinent  madnefs  ? 
Pray,  be  milder. 
Org.  Your  mother  was  a  whore,  and  I  will  not  put 

it  up. 
Aor.  Why  fhould  fo  flight  a  toy  thus  trouble  you  ? 
Org.  Your  father  was  hang'd,  and  I  will  be  reveng'd* 
Aor.  When  reafon  doth  in  equal  balance  poizs 
The  nature  of  two  injuries,  yours  to  me 
Lies  heavy,  when  that  other  would  not  turn 
An  even  fcale  ;  and  yet  it  moves  not  me  ; 
My  anger  is  not  up. 

Org.  But  I  will  raife  it ; 
You  are  a  fool  !  ' 

Aor.  I  know  it,  and  lhall  I 
Be  angry  for  a  truth  ? 

Org.  You  are  b elides 
An  arrant  knave  ! 

Aor.  So  are  my  betters,  fir. 
Org.  I  cannot  move  him---0  my  fpleen— it  riles, 
For  very  anger  I  cou'd  eat  my  knuckles. 

Aor.  You  may,  or  bite  your  thumb,    all's  one  t$ 

me: 
Org.  You  are  a  horned  beaft,  a  very  cuckold. 
Aor.  'Tis  my  wife's  fault,  not  mine,  I  have  no  rea«? 
fon 
Than  to  be  angry  for  another's  fin, 

M  z  Org, 
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Org.  And  I  did  graft  your  horns,    you  might  have 
come 
And  found  us  glew'd  together  like  two  goats, 
And  flood  a  witnefs  to  your  transformation. 

Aor.  Why  if  I  had,  I  am  fo  far  from  anger 
I  wou'd  have  e'en  fal'n  down  upon  my  knees, 
And  defir*d  heav'n  to  have  forgiven  you  both. 

Org.  Your  children  are  all  bailards,  not  one  of  them, 
Upon  my  knowledge,  of  your  own  begetting. 

Aor.  When  then  I  am  the  more  beholden  to  them 
That  they  will  call  me  father .;  it  was  lull 
Perchance  that  did  beget  them,  but  I  am  fure 
'Tis  charity  to  keep  the  infants. 

Org,  Not  yet  ftirr'd  ! 
9 Tis  done  of  meer  contempt,  he  will  not  now 
Be  angry,   to  exprefs  his  fcorn  of  me. 
' Tis  above  patience  this,  infufrerable. 
Proclaim  me  coward,  if  I  put  up  this ! 
Dotard,  .you  will  be  angry,  will,  you  not  ? 

Aor.  To  fee  how  firange  a  courfe  fond  wrath  doth 

go; 

You  will  be  angry  'caufe  I  am  not  fo. 

Org.  I  can  endure  no  longer,  if  your  fplecn 
Lie  in  your  breech,  thus  I  will  kick  it  up.— 

[IL'  kicks  hi n;. 

Aor.  Alpha,  Beta,  Gamma 9  Delta,  Epfdon,.  Zeia, 
Eta,  Theta,  Iota,  Kappa,  Lambda,  Mu9  Nu,  Xi,  Ovi'icroti, 
Pi,   Ro ,  Sig?na,  Tau,   Upfilcn,   Phi,   Chi,  Pfi,   Omiga. 

Org.  How  !  What  contempt  is  this  ? 

Aor.  An  antidote 
Againft  the  poyfon,  anger  :    'twas  prefcrib'd 
A  Roman  emperor,  that  on  every  injury 
Repeated  the  Greek  alphabet ;  that  being  done 
His  anger  too  was  over.     This  good  rule 
I  icarn'd  from  him,  and  pra&ife. 

Org.  Not  yet  angry  ? 
Still  will  you  vex  me  ?    I  will  pra&ife  too, 

\Kicks  agaih. 

Aor.     Aleph,  Beth,  Gimel. 

Or?. 
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Org.  What  new  alphabet 
Is  this  ? 

Aor.  The  Hebrew  alphabet  that  I  ufe, 
A  fecond  remedy. 

Org.  O,  my  torment  Hill  ! 
Are  not  your  buttocks  angry  with  my  toes  ? 

Aor.  For  ought  I  feel  your  toes  have  more  occafion 
For  to  be  angry  with  my  buttocks. 

Org.  Well, 
I'll  try  your  phyikk  for  the  third  afTault  ; 
And  exercife  the  patience  of  your  nofe. 

Aor.     J,   B,   C,   D,  E,  F,  G,  H.   I,  K,  L,  M% 

n.  o,  p,  <t,  r9  s,  t,  u,  w,  x,  r,  z. 

Org.  Are  you  not  angry  now  ? 

Aor.  Now,  fir  ;  why  now  ? 
Now,  have  you  done  ? 

Org.  O,  'tis  a  meer  plot  this, 
To  jeer  my  tamenefs  ;  will  no  fenfeof  wrong 
Waken  the  lethargy  of  a  coward's  foul  ? 
Will  not  this  roufe  her  from  her  dead  Deep,  nor  this  ? 

Aor.  Why  mould  I,  fir,  be  angry  if  I  fuffer 
An  injury  ?     It  is  not  guilt  of  mine  ; 
No,  let  it  trouble  them  that  do  the  wrong  ; 
Nothing  but  peace  approaches  innocence. 

Org.  A  bitternefso'erflowsme  ;  niyeyes  flame, 
My  blood  boils  in  me,  all  my  faculties 
Of  foul  and  body  move  in  a  diforder, 
Kis  patience  hath  fo  tortur'd  me  :  firrah,  villain, 
I  will  dislecl  thee  with  my  rapier's  point, 
Rip  up  each  vein,  and  fmew  of  my  ftoick, 
Anatomize  him,  fearching  every  intrail* 
To  fee  if  nature,  when  fne  made  this  afs, 
This  fufteri»g  afs,  did  not  forget  to  give  him 
Some  gall. 

Col.  Put  it  up,  good  Orgylus, 
Let  him  not  glory  in  fo  brave  a  death, 
As  by  your  hand  ,*  it  Hands  not  with  your  honour 
To  ilain  your  rapier  in  a  coward's  blood. 
The  Lesbian  lions  in  their  noble  rage 
Will  prey  on  bulls,  or  mate  the  unicorn; 
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But  trouble  not  the  painted  butterfly  ; 
Ants  crawl  fecurely  by  them. 

Org.  'Tis  intolerable  ! 
Wou'd  thou  wer't  worth  the  killing. 

Col.  A  good  wifh, 
Savouring  as  well  difcretion,  as  bold  valour. 
Think  not  of  fuch  a  baffled  afs  as  this, 
More  flone  than  man,  Medufa's  head  has  turned  him. 
There  is  in  ants  a  choler,  every  fly 
Carries  a  fpleen  :    poor  worms  being  trampled  on, 
Turn  tail,  as  bidding  battle  to  the  feet 
Of  their  opprefibrs.     A  dead  palfy  fure 
Hath  ftruck  a  defperate  numbnefs  thro'  his  foul, 
'Till  it  be  grown  infenfible.     Meer  flupidity 
Kath  feiz'd  him.     Your  more  manly  foul  I  find 
Is  capable  of  wrong,  and  like  a  flint 
Throws  forth  a  fire  into  the  ftriker's  eyes. 
You  bear  about  you  valour's  whetflone,  anger, 
Which  fets  an  edge  upon  the  fword,  and  makes  ic 
Cut  with  a  fpirit  ;  you  conceive  fond  patience 
Is  an  injuflice  to  ourfelves,  the  fuffering 
One  ii  jury  invites  a  fecond,  that 
Calls  on  a  third,  till  wrongs  do  multiply 
And  reputation  bleed.     How  bravely  anger 
Eecomes  that  martial  brow.     A  glafs  within 
Will  fhew  you,  fir,  when  your  great  fpleen  doth  rife 
How  fury  darts  a  lightning  from  your  eyes. 

Org.  Learn  anger,  fir,  againft  you  meet  me  next, 
Never  was  man  like  me  with  patience  vex'd.         [Exit. 

Aor.  I  am  fo  far  from  anger  in  myfelf, 
That  'tis  my  grief  I  can  make  others  fo. 

Col.  It  proves  a  fweetnefs  in  your  difpofition, 
A  gentle,  winning  carriage-- -dear  Aorgus, 
O  give  me  leave  to  open  wide  mybreafl, 
And  let  fo  rare  a  friend  into  my  foul  ; 
Enter,  and  take  pofTeflion  ;  fuch  a  man 
As  has  no  gall,  no  bitternefs,  no  exceptions  ; 
Wrhom  nature  meant  a  dove,  will  keep  alive 
The  flame  cf  amity,  where  all  difcourfe 
flows  innocent,  and  each  fret  jell  is  taken. 

He's 
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He's  a  good  friend  will  pardon  his  friends  errors, 
But  he's  a  better  takes  no  notice  of  them. 
How  like  a  beaft  with  rude  and  favage  rage 
Breath'd  the  diftemper'd  foul  of  Orgylus  ? 
The  pronenefs  of  this  pafiion  is  the  nurfe 
That  foflers  all  confufion,  ruins  Hates, 
Depopulates  cities,  lays  great  kingdoms  wafte ; 
'Tis  that  affection  of  the  mind  that  wants 
The  ftrongeft  bridle ;  give  it  reins,  it  runs 
A  defperate  courfe,  and  drags  down  reafon  with  it. 
It  is  die  whirlwind  of  the  foul,  the  ftorm 
.And  tempeft  of  the  mind,  that  raifes  up 
The  billows  of  difturbed  paffions 
To  fhip wreck  judgment*  O,  afoul  like  yours 
Conilant  in  patience  !    Let  the  North  wind  meet 
The  South  at  fea,  and  Zephyrus  breathe  oppofite 
To  Eurus  ;    let  the  two-and-thirty  fons 
Of  Eolus  break  forth  at  once,  to  plough 
The  ocean,  and  difpeople  all  the  woods  ; 
Yet  here  cou'd  be  a  calm  :  It  is  not  danger 
Can  make  this  cheek  grow  pale,  nor  injury 
Call  blood  into  it.     There's  a  glafs  within 
Will  let  you  fee  yourfelf,  and  tell  you  now 
How  fweet  a  tamenefs  dwells  upon  your  bro    . 

Aor.  Colax,  I  mufi  believe,  and  therefore  £0  ; 
Who  is  diftruftful  will  be  angry  too. 

Scene  4. 

Alazon,  Eiron. 

Rofc.  The  next  are  the  extremes  of  truth%  Alazen  eve 
that  arrogates  that  to  himfelf  which  is  not  his  ;  and  Eiron 
one  that,  out  of  an  itch  to  be  thought  mode/?,  diffembles  his 
qualities  ;  the  o?ie  erring  in  defending  a  fal/bood,  the  other 
offending  in  denying  a  truth . 

Aiax.  I  hear  you're  wondrous  valiant  ? 

Eir.  I !  alas. 
Who  told  you  I  was  valiant  ? 

A/az,  The  world  fpeaks  it. 
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Eir.  She  is  deceiv'd  ;    but  doesihe  fpeak  truly  ? 

Ala*.  I  am  indeed  the  He&or  of  the  age* 
Eut  (he  calls  you  Achilles. 

Eir.  I  Achilles  f 
No,  I  am  not  Achilles :  I  confefs 
I  am  no  coward.— That  the  world  ihould  think 
That  I  am  an  Achilles !  yet  the  world  may 
Call  me  what  me  pleafe. 

Ala%.  Next  to  my  valour, 
(Which  but  for  yours  could  never  hope  a  fecond) 
Yours  is  leported. 

Eir.  I  may  have  my  ihare  ; 
Eut  the  laft  valour  fhew'd  in  Chriftendom, 
Was  in  Lepanto. 

Alaz.  He  might  be  thought  fo,  fir,  by  them  that 
knew  him  not ; 
'But  I  have  found  him  a  poor  bafrFd  fnake  : 
Sir,  I  have  writ  him,  and  proclaim^  him  cowasd 
On  tv'xy  poll  FtrF  city. 

Eir.  Who  ? 

Alaz.  Lepanto, 
The  valour,  fir,  that  you  fo  much  renown, 

Eir.  Lepanto  was  no  man,  fir,  but  the  place 
Made  famous  by  the  fo-much  mentioned  battle 
Betwixt  the  Turks  and  Chriftians. 

Alaz.  Cry  you  mercy  ! 
"Then  the  Lepanto  that  I  meant,  it  feems, 
Was  but  Lepanto's  name-fake.     I  can 
Find  that  you  are  well-skilPd  in  hiftory. 

Eir.  Not  a  whit !   a  novice,  I !  I  could  perchance 
Difcourfe  from  Adam  downward,  but  what's  that 
To  hiftory  ?    All  that  I  know  is  only 
Th'  original,  continuance,  height,  and  alteration 
Of  every  commonwealth.     I  have  read  nothing. 
But  Plutarch,  Livy,  Tacitus,  Suetonius, 
Appian,  Dion,  Junius,  Paterculus, 
With  Florus,  Juftin,  Saluft,  and  fome  few 
More  of  the  Latin.     For  the  modern,  I 
Have  all  without  book.     Gallo-Belgicus, 
Philip  de  Comines,  Machiavel,  Guicciarcline, 

The 
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The  Turkifh  and  ^Egyptian  hiftories, 

With  thofe  of  Spain,  France,  and  the  Netherlands, 

For  England,  Polydore  Virgil,  Cambden,  Speed. 

And  a  matter  of  forty  more  ;    nothing 

Alas  to  one  that's  read  in  hiftories. 

In  the  Greek  I  have  a  fmack  or  {o9  at 

Xenophon,  Herodotus,  Thucydides,  and 

Stow's  chronicle. 

Alaz,  Believe  me,  fir,  and  that 
Stow's  chronicle  is  very  good  Greek  ;  you  little 
Think  who  writ  it !    Do  you  not  fee  him  ?  Are 
You  blinded  ?     I  am  the  man. 

Eir.  Then  I  muft  number 
You  with  my  bed  authors  in  my  library. 

jilaz.  Sir,  the  reft  too  are  mine,  but  that  I  venture 
'em 
With  other  names,  to  fhun  the  opinion 
Of  arrogance  ;   fo  the  fubtle  cardinal 
Calls  one  book  Bellarmine,  'nother  Toftatus, 
Yet  one  man's  labour  both.     You  talk  of  numb'ring  ; 
You  cannot  chufe  but  hear  how  loud  fame  fpeaks 
Of  my  experience  in  Arithmetick  : 
She  fays  you  too  grow  near  perfeclion. 

Eir.  Far  from  it  I  ;  fome  infight,  but  no  more. 
I  count  the  ftars>  can  give  the  total  fum, 
Mow  many  fands  there  be  i'tb1  fea,  but  thefe 
Are  trifles  to  the  expert,  that  have  iludy'd 
Penkethman's  prefident.     Sir,  I  have  no  skill 
In  any  thing,  if  I  have  any,  'tis 
In  languages,  but  yet  in  footh  I  fpeak 
Only  my  mother  tongue  ;  I  have  not  gain'd 
The  Hebrew.  Chaldee,  Syriack,  or  Arabick  ; 
Nor  know  the  Greek  with  all  her  Dialecls. 
Scaliger  and  Tom  Choriate  both  excel  me. 
I  have  no  skill  in  French,  Italian,  Spanifh, 
Turkifh,  ^Egyptian,  China,  Perfian  tongues. 
Indeed  the  Latin  I  was  whipt  into  ; 
ButRufcian,  Sclavonian,  and  Dalmatian 
With  Saxon,  Daniih,  and  Albanian  fpeech, 

M  5  Thut 


274      ^be  Muje's  Looking-Glafs. 

That  of  the  Coffacks,  and  Hungarian  too, 
With  Bifcays,  and  the  prime  of  languages  ; 
Dutch,  Welch,  and  Irifh,  are  too  hard  for  me 
To  be  familiar  in  :  And  yet  fome  think 
(But  thought  is  free)  thajt  I  do  fpeak  all  thefe 
As  I  were  born  in  each  ;   but  they  may  erf^ 
That  think  {o  ;  'tis  not  ev'ry  judgment  fits 
In  the  infallible  chair.     To  confefs  truth. 
All  Europe,  Afia,  and  Africa  too; 
But  in  America,  and  the  new-found  world, 
I  very  much  fear  there  be  fome  languages 
That  would  go  near  to  puzzle  me. 

A/az.  Very  likely. 
You  have  a  pretty  pittance  in  the  tongues, 
"But  Eiron,  I  am  now  more  general  \ 
I  can  fpeak  all  alike,  there  is  no  ftranger 
Of  fo  remote  a  nation  hears  me  talk, 
But  confidently  calls  me  countryman. 
The  witty  world  giving  my  worth  her  due 
Surnames  me  the  confufion :    I  but  want 
An  orator  like  you  to  fpeak  my  praife. 

Eir.  Am  I  an  orator,  Alazon  ?   no  ; 
Tho'  it  hath  pleas'd  the  wifer  few  to  fay 
Demofthenes  was  not  fo  eloquent ; 
But  friends  will  flatter,  and  I  am  not  bound 
To  believe  all  hyperboles:  fomething,  fir, 
Perchance  I  have,  but  'tis  not  worth  the  naming, 
Efpecially,  Alazon,  in  your  prefence. 

A/az.    Your  modelty,    Eiron,  fpeaks   but   truth  in 
this. 

CoL'l  need  not  flatter  thefe,  they'll  do't  themfelve*. 
And  crofs  the  proverb,  that  was  wont  to  fay, 
One  mule  doth  fcrub  another,  here  each  afs 
Hath  learn'd  to  claw  h'imfelf. 

Alaz.  I  do  furpafs' 
All  orators.     How  like  you  my  orations  ? 
Thofe  againft  Cataline,  I  account  them  belt, 
Fxcept  my  Philipicks ;  all  acknowledge  me  . 
Above  the  three  great  orators  of  Rome. 

iVr.  What  three,  Alazon  ? 

Ala*. 
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Alaz.  Marcus,  Tullius, 
And  Cicero,  the  beft  of  all  the  three. 

Eir.  Why  thofe  three  names  are  all  the  felf-fame 

man's. 
Alaz.  Then  all  is  one.     Were  thofe  three  names 
three  men, 
I  mould  excell  them  all.     And  then  for  poetry— - 
Eir.  There  is  no  poetry,  but  Homer's  Iliads. 
A  lax.  Alas  'twas  writ  i'th'  nonage  of  my  mufes. 
You  underftand  th'  Italian  ? 

Eir.  A  little,  fir; 
I  have  read  TafTo. 

Alaz.  And  Torquato  too  ? 
Eir.  They're  ftill  the  fame  ! 
Ala.  I  find  you  very  skilful. 
I  err  only  to  found  your  judgment. 
You  are  a  poet  too  ? 
^  Eir.  The  world  may  think  fo, 
But  'tis  deceiv'd,  and  I  am  forry  for  it. 
But  I  will  tell  you,  fir,  fome  excellent  verfes 
Made  by  a  friend  of  mine ;    I  have  not  read    - 
A  better  epigram  of  a  Neoterique. 

Alaz.  Pray,  do  my  eyes  the  favour,  fir,  to  let  me 
learn  'em.  . 

Eir.   Strange  fights  there  late  were  feen,  that   did  af- 
fright 
The  multitude  ;    the  moon  was  feen  by  night 9 
And  fun  appeared  by  day— is  it  not  good  ? 

Alaz.  Excellent  good  !  proceed, 

Eir.   Without  remorfe, 
Each  far  and  planet  kept  their  wonted  courfe. 
What  here  could  fright  them  ?     ( mark  the  atlfwer  now  J 

O,  fir,  ajk  not  that  £ 
The  Vulgar  know  not  why  they  fear,  nor  what* 
But  in  their  hwncurs  too  incemjiant  he, 
plotting  fcctm  firatige  to  them  but  conftancy* 
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Has  not  my  friend  approv'd  himfelf  a  poet  ? 

Alaz.    The  verfes,   fir,    are  excellent ;    but    your 
friend 
Approves  himfelf  a  thief. 

Eir.  Why,  good  Alazon  ? 

Alaz.  A  plagiary,  I  mean :  the  verfes,  fir, 
Were  ftolen. 

Eir.  From  whom  ? 

Alaz.  From  me,  believe't,  I  made  'em. 

Eir.  They  are,  alas,  unworthy,  fir,  your  owning  y 
Such  trifles  as  my  mufe  had  {tumbled  on 
This  morning. 

Alaz.  Nay,  they  may  be  yours :  I  told  you 
That  you  came  near  me,  fir.     Your's  they  may  be. 
Good  wits  may  jump  :  but  let  me  tell  you,  Eiron, 
Your  friend  muft  ileal  them,  if  he  have  'em. 

Col.  Wh^l  pretty  gulls  are  thefe  ?     I'll  take  them 
off. 
You  are  learned. 

Alaz.  I  know  that. 

Col.  And  virtuous. 

Alaz.  'Tis  confefs'd. 

Col.  A  good  hiftorian. 

Alaz.  Who  dares  deny  it  ? 
-  Col.  A  rare  arithmetician . 

Alaz.  I  have  heard  it  often. 

Col.  I  commend  your  care, 
That  know  your  virtues,  why  fhould  modefly 
Stop  good  men's  mouths  from  their  own  praife  ?    our 

neighbours 
Are  envious,  and  wilt  rather  blaft  our  memories 
With  infamy,  than  immortalize  our  names ; 
When  fame  hath  taken  cold,  and  loft  her  voice, 
We  muft  be  our  own  trumpets  ;    careful  men 
Will  have  an  inventory  of  cheir  goods ; 
And  why  not  of  their  virtues  ?    fhould' you  fay 
You  were  not  wife,  it  were  a  fin  to  truth. 
Let  Eiron's  modeity  tell  bafhful  lies, 
To  cl  >ak  and  ma?k  his  parts  ;  he's  a  fool  for't. 
'Twas  heavenly  ounfelbid  us  know  our f dues. 
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You  may  be  confident,  chaunt  your  own  encomiums, 

Ring  out  a  panegyrick  to  yourfelf ; 

And  yourfelf  write  the  learned  commentary 

Of  your  own  actions. 

dlaz.  So  I  have. 

CoL  Where  is  it  ? 

Alaz.  'Tisitolen. 

CoL  I  know  the  thief,  they  call  him,  Csefar. 
Go  in,  good  fir,  there  is  within  a  glafs, 
That  will  prefent  you  with  the  felon's  face.  [Exit  Alaz. 
Eiron,  you  hear  the  news  ? 

Eir\  Not  I,  what  is  it  ? 

CoL  That  you  a*e  held  the  only  man  of  art. 

Eir.  Is't  current,  Colax  ? 

CoL  Current  as  the  air, 
Every  man  breathes  it  for  certain. 

Mir.  This  is  the  firft  time  I  heard  on't,  in  truth* 
Can  it  be  certain  ?  fo  much  charity  left 
In  men's  opinion  ? 

CoL  You  call  it  chanty 
Which  is  their  duty :  virtue  fir,  like  your's, 
Commands  men's  praifes.     Emptinefs  and  folly, 
Such  as  Alazon  is,  ufe  their  own  tongues, 
While  real  worth  hears  her  own  praife,  not  fpeaks  it. 
Other  men's  mouths  become  your  trumpeters, 
And  winged  fame  proclaims  you  loudly  forth 
From  eaft  to  weft,  'till  either  pole  admire  you. 
Self-praife  is  bragging,  and  begets  the  envy 
Of  them  that  hear  it,  while  each  man  therein 
Seems  undervalued  :  you  are  wifely  filent 
In  your  own  worth,  and  therefore  'twere  a  fin 
For  others  to  be  fo  :  the  fifh  would  lofe 
Their  being  mute,  e'er  fuch  a  modefl  worth 
Should  want  a  fpeaker  :  yet,  fir,  I  would  have  you 
Know  your  own  virtues,  be  acquainted  with  them. 

Eir.  Why,  good  fir,    bring  me  but  acquainted  with, 
them. 

CoL  There  is  a  glafs  within  fhews  you  yourfelf 
By  a  reflection  ;  go  and  fpeak  'em  there,. 

Eir> 
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Eir.  I  fhould  be  gkd  to  fee  'em  any  where. 

[Exit  Eir. 
Rofc.  Retire  yourfelves  again,  for  thefe  are  fights 
Made  to  revive,  not  burden  with  delights. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
Finis  Aclus  3. 


Aftus  IV.    Scaena  i. 

Flowrdeiv,  Bird,  Rofcius, 

B*r^-\  M Y  indignation  boileth  like  a  pot, 

1VX  An  over-heated  pot,  ftill,  ftill  it  boileth  ; 
It  boileth,  and  it  bubbleth  with  difdain. 

Flow.  My  fpirit  within  me  too  fumeth,  I  fay 
Fumeth,  and  fteemeth  up,  and  runneth  o'er 
With  holy  wrath,  as  thefe  delights  of  flefh, 

Rofc.  The  actors  beg  your  filence— The  next  vertue 
<whofe  extreme  ave  would  prefent,  wants  a  name  both  in 
the  Greek  and  Latin% 

Bird.  Wants  it  a  name  ?  'tis  an  unchriftian  virtue. 

Rofc.  But  they  defer  the  it  fuch  a  modefty,  as  dire  els  us  in 
the  furfuit,  and  refufal  of  the  meaner  honours ,  and  fo  an- 
fwers  to  magnanimity ,  as  liberality  to  magnificence  :  But 
here,  that  humour  of  the  perfons,  being  already  for  eft  alVd 
and 710  pride  noiv  fo  much  pr  ait  is^d,  or  countenanced  as  that 
of  apparel,  let  me  prefent  you  Philotimia,  an  over-curious  la- 
dy, too  neat  in  her  attire ;  and  for  Aphilotimus,  Luparius 
a  nafiy  fordid fio<ven. 

Flow.  Pride   is  a  vanity  worthy  the  correction. 

Philotimia,  Luparus,   Colax. 
Phil,  What  mole   drefs'd  riie  to-day  ?  O  patience  !• 
Who  would  be  troubled  with  thefe  moap-ey'd  chamber- 
maids ? 
There's  a  whole  hair  on  this  fide  more  than  t'other, 
I  am  no  lady  elfe  !  come  on  you  floven. 

Was 
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Was  ever  chriftian  madam  fo  tormented 
To  wed  a  fwine  as  I  am?  make  you  ready. 

Lup.  I  would  the  taylor  had  been  hang'd  for  me, 
That  firft  invented  cloaths  - -O  nature,  nature! 
More  cruel  unto  man  than  all   thy  creatures ! 
Calves  come  into  the  world  with  doublets  on  ; 
And  oxen  have  no  breeches  to  put  off. 
The  lamb  is  born  with  her  freeze-coat  about  her  : 
Hogs  go  to  bed  in  reft,  and  are  not  troubled 
With  pulling  on  their  hofe  and  fhoes  i'th'  morning, 
With  gartering,  girdling,  truffing,  buttoning, 
And  a  thoufand  torments  that  afmcl  humanity. 

Phi.  To  fee  her  negligence !  me  hath  made  this  cheek 
By  much  too  pale,  and  hath  forgot  to  whiten 
The  natural  rednefs  of  my  nofe  ;  (lie  knows  not 
What  'tis  wants  dealbation.     O  fine  memory  \ 
If  me  has  not  fet  me  in  the  felf-fame  teeth 
That  I  wore  yefter day,  I  am  a  Jew. 
Doesihethink  that  I  can  eat  twice  with  the  fame, 
Or  that  my  mouth  ftands  as  the  vulgar  does  ? 
What  ?  are  you  fnoring  there,  you'll  rife  you  fluggard, 
And  make  you  ready  ? 

Lupa.  Rife,  and  make  you  ready  ? 
Two  works  of  that  your  happy  birds  make  one  ; 
They  when  they  rife  are  ready.     Bleffed  birds  ! 
They,  fortunate  creatures  !  fleep  in  their  own  cloaths, 
And  rife  with  all  their  feather-beds  about  them. 
Would  nakednefs  were  come  again  in  faihion  ; 
I  had  fome  hope  then  when  the  breafts  went  bare, 
Their  bodies  too  would  have  come  to't  in  time. 

Phi.  Befhrew  her  for't,   this  wrinkle  is  notnlPd, 
You'll  go  and  wafh— you  are  a  pretty  hufband  ! 

Lupa.  Our  fow  ne'er  waflies,  yet  me  has  a  face 
Methmks  as  cleanly,  madam,  as  your's  is, 
If  you  durft  v/ear  your  own, 

CoL  Madam  Superbia, 
You're  fludyingthe  lady's  library, 
The  looking-glafs;  'tis  well  !  fo  great  a  beauty 
Mud  have  her  ornaments.     Nature  adorns 
The  peacock's  tail  with  ilars  \  'tis  me  attires 

The 
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The  bird  of  paradife  in  all  her  plumes ; 
She  decks  the  fields  with  various  flowers ;  'tis  me 
Spangled  the  heavens  with  all  thofe  glorious  lights ; 
She  fpotted  the  ermin's  fkin  ;  and  arm'd  the  fifti 
In  filver  male,     But  man  me  fent  forth  naked, 
Not  that  he  mould  remain  fo,  but  that  he 
Indued  with  reafon  mould  adorn  himfelf 
With  every  one  of  thefe.     The  filk-worm  is 
Only  man's  fpinfter,  elfe  we  might  fufpeft 
That  me  efteem'd  the  painted  butterfly 
Above  her  matter-piece.     You  are  the  image 
Of  that  bright  goddefs,  therefore  wear  the  jewels 
Of  all  the  eaft  ;  let  the  red  fea  be  ranfack'd, 
To  make  you  glitter,  look  on  Luparus 
Your  hufband  there,  and  fee  how  in  a  floven, 
All  the  befl  characters  of  divinity. 
Not  yet  worn  out  in  man,  are  loll  and  buried. 

Phil.  I  fee  it  to  my  grief,  pray  counfel  him. 

Col.  This  vanity  in  your  nice  lady's  humours, 
Of  being  fo  curious  in  her  toys,  and  drefles, 
Makes  me  fufpicious  of  her  honefty. 
Thefe  cobweb-lawns  catch  fpiders,  fir,  believe  $ 
You  know  that  cloaths  do  not  commend  the  man, 
But  'tis  the  living  ;  though  this  age  prefer 
A  cloak  of  plum,  before  a  brain  of  art. 
You  under  Rand  what  mifery  'tis  to  have 
No  worth  but  that  we  owe  the  draper  for  ; 
No  doubt,  you  fpend  the  time  your  lady  lofes 
In  tricking  up  her  body,  to  cloath  the  foul. 

Lup.  To  cloath   the   foul  ?    muft  the  foul  too  be 
cloath'd  ? 
I  proteft,  fir,  I  had  rather  have  no  foul, 
Than  be  tormented  with  the  cloathing  of  it. 

Rof.  To  thefe  enter  the  extreams  of  mode  fly  >  a  'near 
kjnflwoman  of  the  virtues,  Anaijkyntia  or  I?npudencey  a 
bawdy  and  Katapleclus  an  over-bajhful  fcholar :  where 
our  author  hopes  the  women  will  pardon  him,  if  of  fur  - 
and- twenty  vices,  he  prefents  but  fcvo  (pride  and  impu- 
dence)  of  thtirfex.. 

.  '  Scene 
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Scene  2. 

Anaijkynfia,  KatapleSIus, 

PhiL  Here  comes  Anaifkyntia  too;--=0  fates  I 
Acolaftus,  antl  Afotus  have  fent  for  me, 
And  my  breath  not  perfum'd  yet ! 

Kat.  O  fvveet  mother, 
Are  the  gentlemen  there  already  ? 

Anaif%  Come  away, 
Are  you  not  afhamMto  be  fo  bafhful  ?  well 
If  I  had  thought  of  this  in  time,  I  would 
As  fodn  have  (cqr  you  fairly  hang'd  as  fent  you 
To  the  Univerfity. 

Phil.  What  gentleman  is  that  ? 

Anaif.  A  fhamefac'd  fcholar,    madam  :    look  upon 
her, 
Speak  to  her,  or  you  lofe  your  exhibition : 
—you'll  ipeak  I  hope,  wear  not  away  your  buttons. 

Kata.  What  mould  I  fay  r 

Anaif.  Wliy  tell  her  you  are  glad 
To  fee  her  ladyfhip  in  health,  nay  out  with  it, 

Katap—Gaudeo  te  bene  <valere-«- 

PhiL  A  pretty  proficient ! 
What  {landing  is  he  of  i'th'  univerfity  ? 

Anaif.  He  dares  not  anfwer  to  that  queflion,  madam.— 

PhiL  How  long  have  you  beeri  in  the  academy? 

Katap,  Profetto  Do—Dominafum  Bac—Bac—Baccha- 
laureus  Art  turn. 

PhiL  What  pity  'tis  he  is  not  impudent ! 

Anaif.  Nay  all  my  coft  I  fee  is  fpent  in  vain  ;, 
I  having,  as  your  ladyfhip  knows  full  well, 
Good  pradlice  in  the  fuburbs  ;  and  by  reafon 
That  our  mortality  there  is  very  fubjed 
To  an  infection  of  the  French  difeafe, 
I  brought  my  nephew  up  i'th'  univerfity, 
Hoping  he  might  (having  attained  fome  knowledge) 
Save  me'  the  charge  of  keeping  a  phyfician  ; 

But 
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But  all  in  vain :  he  is  fo  bafhful,  madam, 
He  dares  not  look  upon  a  woman's  water. 

Co/ax.  Sweet  gentleman,  proceed  in  bafhfulnefs, 
'Tis  virtue's  beft  preferver--- 

Kata.  Rede  diets,  fie  intuit  Ariftote/es. 

Col.  That  being  gone, 
The  reft  foon  follow,  and  a  fwarm  of  vice 
Enter  the  foul ;  no  colour  but  a  blufh 
Becomes  a  young  man's  cheek  :  pure  fhamefacMnefs 
Is  porter  to  the  lips,  and  ears,  that  nothing 
Might  enter,  or  come  out  of  man,  but  what 
Is  good,  and  modeft  :  nature  ftrives  to  hide 
The  parts  of  fhame,  let  her,  the  beil  of  guides,  -- 

Katap.  Nature,  dux  optima* 

CoJax.  Teach  us  to  do  fo  too  in  our  difcourfe. 

Katap.   Gratia s  tibi  ago. 

Phil.  Inure  him  to  fpeak  bawdy. 

Anaif.  A  very  good  way  ;  Katapleftus,  here's  a  lady, 
Would  hear  you  fpeak  obfcenely. 

Katap.  Obfcenum  eft,  quod  intra  fcenam  agi  non  opcr- 
tuit. 

Anaif.  Off  goes  your  velvet  cap  \  did  I  maintain  you 
To  have  you  difobedient  ?  you'll  beperfwaded? 

Katap.   Liber  is  operam  dare. 

Anaif.   What's  that  in  Englifh  ? 

Katap.  To  do  an  endeavour  for  children. 

Anaif.  Some  more  of  this,  it  may  be  fomething  one 
day  ?■ 

Katap.   Communis  eft  omnium  animantium    conjunftwiis 
appetitus  procreandi  caufa. 

Phil.  Conftrue  me  that. 

Katap.  All  creatures  have  a  natural  defire,  or  ap- 
petite to  be  joined  together  in  the  lawful  bonds  of  ma- 
trirnony,  that  they  may  have  fons  and  daughters. 

Anaif.  Your  landrefs  has  beftow'd  her  time  but  ill. 
Why  could  not  this  have  been  in  proper  terms  ? 
If  you  mould  catechife  my  head,  and  fay, 
What  is  your  name,  would  it  not  fay,  a  head? 
So  would  my  fcin  confefs  itfelf  a  fkin  ; 

•      Nor 
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Nor  any  part  about  me  be  afham'd 
Of  his  own  name,  although  I  catechised 
All  over.     Come  good  nephew,  let  not  me 
Have  any  member  of  my  body  nicknam'd. 

Co!.  Our  ftoick,  the  graveft  of  philofophers, 
Is  juft  of  your  opinion,  and  thus  argues; 
Is  any  thing  obfcene,  the  nlthinefs 
Is  either  grounded  in  the  things  themfelves. 
Or  in  the  words  that  fignify  thofe  things; 
Not  in  the  things,  that  would  make  nature  guilty* 
Who  creates  nothing  hithy  and  unclean, 
But  chafle,  and  honeil ;  if  not  in  the  things, 
How  in  the  words,  the  fnadows  of  thofe  things  ? 
To  manure  grounds,,  is  a  chafte  honefl  term; 
Another  word  that  fignifies  the  fame, 
Unlawful :  every  man  endures  to  hear, 
He  got  a  child ;  fpeak  plainer  and  he  bluihes, 
Yet  means  the  fame.     The  itoick  thus  difputes, 
Who  would  have  men  to  breathe  as  freely  downward, 
As  they  do  upward. 

Anaif  I  commend  him,  madam, 
Unto  your  ladylhip's  fervice,  he  may  mend 
With  counfel;  let  him  be  your  gentleman-uiher, 
Madam,  you  may  in  time  bring  down  his  leg* 
To  the  juft  fize,  now  overgrown  with' play ing 
Too  much  at  foot-ball. 

PhiL  So  he  will  prove  a  Hoick; 
I  long  to  have  a  itoick  ftrut  before  me  : 
Here  kifs  my  hand.     Come,  what  is  that  in  Latin  ? 

Katap.   Deofculor  manum, 

FhdL  My  lip;— nay,  fir,  you  muft  if  I  command 
you. 

Katap.  Ofculorte,  wel  ofculor  a  te. 

PhiL  His  breath  fmells  ftrong. 

Anaif.  'Tis  but  of  logick,  madam. 

Phil.  He  will  come  to  it  one  day— you  mall  go  with 
me 
To  fee  an  exquifite  glafs  to  drefs  me  by. 
Nay  go  !  you  rnuil  go  firfl ;  you  are  too  mannerly. 
It  is  the  office  of  yofir  place,  fo--on~  {Exeunt. 

Colax, 
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Cclax.  Slow  Luparus  rife,  or  you'll  be  metamor- 
phos'd ; 
A&eon's  fate  is  imminent. 

Lup.  Where's  my  wife  ? 

Co/ax.  She's  gone  with  a  young  fnip,    and  an  old 
bawd. 

Lup.  Then  I  am  cuckolded ;  if  I  be,  my  comfort  is 
She*s  put  me  on  a  cap,  that  will  not  trouble  me 
With  pulling  off;  yet,  madam,  I'll  prevent  you.  [Exit. 

Rofc.  The  next  are  the  extreams  cfjujUce. 

Scene  3. 

Enter  Jujiice  Nimis,  Jujiice  Nihil.    Plus  and  Parurii 
their  clerks. 

Nim.  Plus! 

Plus.  What  fays  your  worfhip  ? 

Nim.  Have  my  tenants, 
That  hold  their  leafe  of  luft  here  in  the  fuburbs. 
By  copy-hold  from  me,  their  lord  in  chief, 
Paid  their  rent-charge  ? 

Plus.  They  have,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip  j 
I,  receiver-general,  gave  'em  my  acquittance. 

Parum.  Sir,  I  refign  my  pen,  and  ink-horn  to  you  ; 
I  fhall  forget  my  hand,  if  I  itay  here, 
I  have  not  made  a  mittimus  fince  I  ferv'd  you. 
Were  I  a  reverend  jufiice  as  you  are, 
I  would  now  fit  a  cypher  on  the  bench, 
But  do  as  juftice  Nimis  does,  and  be 
The  Dominus-fac  totum  of  the  feflions. 

Nihil.   But  I  will  be  a  Dominus-fac-mifericordiam^ 
Inftead  of  your  Tctums:  people  fhall  not  wifh 
To  fee  my  fpurs  hTd  off,  it  does  me  gcod 
To  take  a  merciful  nap  upon  the  bench, 
Where  I  fo  fweetly  dream  of  being  pitiful, 
I  wake  the  better  for  it. 

Nim.  The  yearly  value 
Of  my  fair  manor  of  Clerkenwel,  is  pounds 
So  many— befides  Newyear's  capons,  the  lordh:p 
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Of  Turnbal  fo- -which  with  my  pick-hatch  grange, 
And  Shoreditch  farm,  and  other  premifes 
Adjoining— very  good,  a  pretty  maintaintance 
To  keep  the  jultice  of  peace,  and  coram  too ; 
Befides  the  fines  I  take  of  young  beginners, 
With  harriots  of  all  fuch  as  due :  quatenus  whores^ 
And  ruin'd  bawds,  with  all  amercements  due 
To  fuch  as  hunt  in  purley,  this  is  fomething, 
With  mine  own  game  referv'd. 

Plus,  Befides  a  pretty  pittance  too  for  me, 
That  am  your  worfhip's  bailiff. 

Parum.  Wilt  pleafe  your  worfhip,  fir,  to  hear  the 
catalogue  \ 

Of  fuch  offenders,  as  are  brought  before  you  ? 

Nihil.  It  does  not  pleafe  me,  fir,  to  hear  of  any 
That  do  offend  :  I  would  the  world  were  innocent. 
Yet  to  exprefs  my  mercy,  you  may  read  them. 

Par.  Firft  here  is  one  accus'd  for  cutting  a  purfe. 

Nihil.  Accus'd  ?  is  that  enongh  ?  if  it  be  guilt 
To  be  accus'd,  who  fhail  be  innocent  ? 
Difcharge  him,  Parum. 

Par.  Here's  another  brought 
For  the  fame  facl,  taken  in  the  very  a&ion. 

Nihil.  Alas  it  was  for  need,  bid  him  take  warning, 
And  (o  difcharge  him  too  :  'tis  the  firft  time. 

Nimis.  Plus,  fay,  wiiat  hopes  of   gain  brings    this 
day's  fin  ? 

Plus.  Anaifkyntia,  fir,  was  at  the  door, 
Brought  by  the  conftable. 

Nimis,-  Set  the  conftabie  by  the  heels. 
He's  at  certain  with  us, 

Plus.  Then  there's  Intemperance,  the  bawd. 

Nimus.  A  tenant  too. 

Plus.  'With  the  young,  lady,  madam  Inc  mtinence. 

Nim.  Search  o'er  my  doom's-day  book  ;  is  not  fhe, 
Plus, 
One  of  my  laft  compounders  ? 

Plus.  I  remember  it. 
Then  there  is  jumping  Jude,  heroick  Doll, 
With  houncing  Nan,  and  Cis,  your  worfhip's  finner. 

Nim. 
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Nim.  All  fubfidy  women,  go  free  'em  all. 

Parum.  Sir,  here's  a  known  offender :  one  that  has 
Been  ftock'd,  and  whipp'd  innumerable  times, 
Has  fuffer'd  Bridewel  often ;  not  a  jail 
But  he's  familiar  with,  burnt  in  the  hand, 
Forehead,  and  moulder ;  both  his  ears  cut  off, 
With  his  nofe  flit,  what  mall  I  do  with  him  ? 

Nim.  So  often  punifh'd  ?  nay,  if  no  correction 
Will  ferve  his  turn  j  e'en  let  him  run  his  courfe. 

Plus.  Here's  miftrefs  Frailty  too,   the  waiting-wo- 
man. 

Nim.  For  what  offence  ? 

Plus.  A  fin  of  weaknefs  too. 

Nim.  Let  her  be  ftrongly  whipp'd. 

Plus.  An't  pleafe  your  worihip, 
She  has  a  nobleman's  letter. 

Nim.  Tell  her,  Plus,  me  mull 
Have  the  king's  picture  too. 

Plus.  Befides, 
She  has  promifed  me,  I  mould  examine  her 
Above  i'th*  garret. 

Nim.  What's  all  that  to  me  ? 

Plus.  And  me  entreats  your  worfhip  to  accept. 

Nim.  Nay,  if  fhe  can  intreat  in  Englifh,  Plus, 
Say  fhe  is  injured. 

Par.  Sir,  here's  Snip  the  Taylor 
Charg'd  with  a  riot. 

Nihil.  Parum,  let  him  go. 
He  is  our  neighbour. 

Parum.  Then  there  is  a  ftranger  for  quarrelling. 

Nihil.  A  ftranger  f  O  'tis  pity 
To  hurt  a  ftranger,  we  may  be  all  ftrangers, 
And  would  be  glad  to  find  fome  mercy ,  Parum. 

Plus.  Sir,  here's  a  gentlewoman  of  St.  Joans,  is 
Charg'd  with  difhonefty. 

Nim.  With  diihonefty? 
Severity  will  amend  her,  and  yet,  Plus, 
Afk  her  a  queftion,  if  fhe  will  be  honeft  ? 

Plus.  And  here's  a  cobler's  wife  brought  for  a  fcold. 

Nim* 
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Nim.  Tell  her  of  cucking-ftools, .  tell  her  there  be 
Oyfter  queans,  with  orange- women, 
Carts  and  coaches  ftore,  to  make  a  noife  ; 
Yet  if  (he  can  fpeak  Englifh, 
We  may  fuppofe  her  filent. 

Par.  Here's  a  batchelor 
And  a  citizen's  wife  for  flat  adultery, 
What  will  you  do  with  them  ? 

Nihil,  A  citizen's  wife ! 
Perchance  her  hufband  is  grown  impotent, 
And  who  can  blame  her  then  ? 

Par.  Yet  I  hope  you'll  bind  o'er  the  batchelor. 

Nihil.  No,  enquire 
Firft  if  he  have  $o  wife,  for  if  the  batchelor 
Have  not  a  wife  of  his  own,  'twas  but  frailty  $ 
And  juilicc  counts  it  venial. 

Plus.  Here's  one  Adieus, 
And  Sophron,  that  do  mutually  accufe 
Each  other  of  flat  felony  I 

Nim.  Of  the  two,  which  is  the  richer? 

Plus.  Adieus  is  the  richer. 

Nim.  Then  Sophron  is  the  thief. 

Plus.  Here  is  withal, 
Panourgus  come  with  .one  call'd  Prodetes , 
Lay  treafon,  fir,  to  one  another's  charge  ; 
Pauourgus  is  the  richer. 

Nim.  He's  the  traitor  then. 

Plus.  How  fir,  the  richer  ? 

Nim.  Thou  art  ignorant,    Plus  ; 
\  We  mull  do  fome  injuftice  for  our  credit, 
Not  all  for  gain. 

Plus.  Eutrapeles  complains,  fir, 
i  Bomolochus  has  abus'd  him. 

Nim.  Send  Eutrapeles  to  the  jail. 

Plus.  It  is  Eutrapeles  that  complains,  fir. 

Nim.  Tell  him  we're  pleas'd  to  think  'twas  he  of- 
fended. 

Will  mud  be  law :  wer't  not  for  Summum  Jus% 
How  could  the  land  fubfift  ? 

Colaxl 
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Colax.  Ay,  or  the  juftices 
Maintain  themfelves~go  on— The  land  wants  fuch 
As  dare  with  rigour  execute  her  laws  ; 
Her  feftered  members  mull  be  lanc'd  and  tented. 
He's  a  bad  furgeon,  that  for  pity  fpares 
The  part  corrupted,  'till  the  grangrene  fpread 
And  all  the  body  perim ;  he  that's  merciful 
Unto  the  bad,  is  cruel  to  the  good. 
The  Pillory  muft  cure  the  ears  difeafes ; 
The  flocks  the  foot's  offences ;  let  the  back 
Bear  her  own  fin,  and  rank  blood  purge  forth 
By  the  .phlebotomy  of  a  whipping-poft : 
And  yet  the  fecret*  and  purfe-punifhment, 
Is  held  the  wifer  courfe  ;  becaufe  at  once 
It  helps  the  virtuous  and  corrects  the  vicious, 
Let  not  the  fword  of  juftice  fleep,  and  rufl 
Within  her  velvet  fheath  •  preierve  her  edge, 
And  keep  it  fharp  with  cutting,  ufe  muft  whet  her, 
Tame  mercy  is  the  breaft  that  fuckles  vice, 
'Till  Hydra-like  fhe  multiply  her  heads. 
Tread  you  on  fin,  fqueeze  out  the  ferpent's  brains, 
All  you  can  find-  -for  fome  have  lurking  holes 
Where  they  lie  hid.     But  there's  within  a  glafs 
Will  mew  you  every  clofe  offender's  face. 

Nim.  Come  Plus,  let's  go   in  to  find  out  thefe  con- 
cealments ; 
We  will  grow  rich,  and  purchafe  honour  thus— 
I  mean  to  be  a  baron  of  Summit  Jus.     [Exit.  Nim.  Plus. 

Parum.  You  are    the   ftrangeft  man,    you  will  ac- 
knowledge ..• 
None  for  offenders,  here's  one  apprehended 
For  murder. 

Nihil.  How  \ 

Par.  He  kill'd  a  man  Iaft  night. 

Nihil.  How  cam't  to  pafs  ? 

Par.  Upon  a  falling  out. 

Nihil.  They  mail  be  friends,  I'll  reconcile  'em,  Pa- 
rum. 

Par.  One  of  them  is  dead. 

Nihil.  Is  he  not  buried  yet  ? 

Tar. 
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Par.  No,  fir. 

Nihil.  Why  then  I  fay  they  fhall  fhake  hands. 

Col.  As  you  have  done 
With  clemency,  moil  reverend juftice  Nihil; 
A  gentle  mildnefs  thrones  itfelf  within  you, 
Your  worfhip  would  havejufticeufe  her  ballance 
More  than  her  fword  ;  nor  can  you  endure  to  die 
The  robe  fhe  wears,  deep  fcarlet,  in  the  blood 
Of  poor  offenders :  How  many  men  hath  rigour, 
By  her  too  hafty  and  fevere  proceeding, 
Prevented  from  amendment,  that  perchance 
Might  have  turn'd  honeft  and  have  prov'd  good  chrifti*; 

ans  ? 
Should  Jove  not  fpare  his  thunder,,  but  as  often 
Discharge  at  us,  as  we  dart  fins  at  him, 
Earth  would  want  men,  and  he  himfelf  want  arms,'  j 
And  yet  tire  Vulcan,  and  Pyracmon  too. 
You  imitate  the  £ods !  and  he  fins  lefs, 
Strikes  not  at  all,  then  he  ftrikes  once  amifs. 
I  would  not  have  juftice  too  falcon-ey'd ; 
Sometimes  a  wilful  blindnefs  much  becomes  her  i 
As  when  upon  the  bench  fhe  fleeps  and  winks 
At  the  tranfgrefTions  of  mortality  : 
In  which  moft  merciful  pofiure  I  have  feen 
Your  pitiful  worfhip  fnorting  out  pardons 
To  the  defpairing  finner,  there's  within 
A  mirrour,  fir,  like  you  !  go  fee  your  face, 
How  like  Aftrea's  'tis  in  her  own  glafs. 

Par.  And  I'll  petition  juftice  Nktti's  clerk, 
To  admit  me  for  his  under  officer.  [Exeunt,' 

Scene  4. 

Agroicus. 

Rofc.  This  is  Agroicus,  a  n/flick  clownifh  fellow  ? 
tvhofe  difconrfe  is  all  ecu,? try ;  an  extream  of  urbanity , 
whereby  yen  may  obfer<ve  there  is  a  virtue  in  je fling. 

Agro.  They  talk  of  witty  difcourfe  and  fine  conceits, 
and  I  ken  not  what  a  deal  of  prittle  prattle,  would  make 
a  catpifs  to  hear  'em.  Cannot  they  be  content  with  their 

Vol.  VI.  N  grandanVs 
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grandanVs  Englifh  ?  they  think  they  talk  learnedly, 
when  \  had  rather  hear  our  brindled  cur  howl,  or  fow 
grunt.  They  mull  be  breaking  of  jells  with  a  murrain, 
when  I  had  as  leave  hear  'em  break  wind,  fir- reverence. 
My  zon  Dick  is  a  pretty  bookifh  fcholar  of  his  age, 
God  blefs  him ;  he  can  write  and  read,  and  makes 
bonds  and  bills,  and  hobligations,  God  fave  all.  But, 
by'rlady,  if  I  wotted  it  would  make  him  fuch  a  Jack- 
fa  wee,  as  to  have  more  wit  than  his  vore-fathers,  he 
mould  have  learn'd  nothing  for  old  Agroicus,  but  to 
keep  a  talley.  There  is  a  new  trade  lately  come  up  to 
be  a  vocation,  I  wis  not  what ;  they  call  'em-— boets, 
a  new  name  for  beggars  I  think,  fince  the  flatute  againfl 
gypfies.  I  would  not  have  my  zon  Dick  one  of  thefe 
t»  ets,  for  the  beft  pig  in  my  flye,  by  the  mackins :  boets? 
Heaven  fhield  him,  and  zend  him  to  be  a  good  varmer ; 
if  he  can  cry,  hy,  ho,  gee,  hut,  gee,  ho,  it  is  better, 
I  trow,  than  being  a  boet.  Boets  ?  I  had  rather  zee 
him  remitted  to'  the  jail,  and  have  his  twelve  god  va- 
thers,  good  men,  and  true,  contemn  him  to  the  gal- 
lows, and  there  fee  him  fairly  profecuted.  There  is 
Bomolochus,  one  of  the  boets,  now  a  bots  take  all  the 
red-nofe  tribe  of  'cm  for  Agroicus  !  he  does  fo  abufe 
his  betters !  well,  'twas  a  good  world,  when  I  virll 
held  the  plow ! 

Col,  They  car'd  not  then  fo  much  for  fpeaking  well, 
As  to  mean  honefl ;  and  in  you  Hill  lives 
The  good  fimplicity   of  the  former  times : 
When  to  do  well  was  rhetorick,  not  to  talk. 
The  tongue-difeafe  of  court  fpreads  her  infections 
Through  the  whole  kingdom  ;  flattery,  that  was  wont 
To  be  confn'd  within  the  verge,  is  now 
Grown  epidemical,  for  all  our  thoughts 
Are  born  between  our  lips :  the  heart  is  made 
A  firanger  to  the  tongue;  as  if  it  us'd 
A  language  that  me  never  underwood. 
What  is  it  to  be  witty  in  thefe  days, 
But  to  be  bawdy,  or  prophane  ?  at  leaft 
Abufive  ?   wit  is  grown  a  petulant  wafp, 
And  flings  Ihe  knows  not  whom,  not^where,  nor  why  ; 

Spews 
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Spews  vinegar  and  gall  on  all  fhe  meets 
Without  diilin&ion,-  buys  laughter  with  the  lofs 
Of  reputation,  father,  kinfman,  friend; 
Hunts  ordinaries  only  to  deliver 
The  idle  timpanies  of  a  windy  brain  ; 
That  beats  and  throbs  above  the  pain  of  child-bed, 
'Till  every  care  fhe  meets  be  made  a  midwife 
To  her  light  baftard  iflfue ;  how  many  times 
Bomolochus  fides*  and  moulders  ake,  and  groan  I 
He's  fo  witty— here  he  comes— -away — 

Jgro.  His  wit  is  dangerous,  and  I  dare  not  ftay. 

Scene  5. 

Bomolochus. 

Rofc.  This  is  the  other  extream  of  urbanity?  Bomolo- 
chus, a  fellow  conceited  of  his  own  wit,  though  indeed  it 
be  nothing  but  the  hafe  dregs  offcandal,  and  a  lump  of  moft 
<vile  and  loaihfome  furrility \ 

Bird.  Ay,  this  is  lie  we  looked  for  all  the.  while ! 
Scurrility,  here  fhe  hath  her  impious  thro&e, 
Here  lies  her  heathenifh  dominion, 
In  this  moll  impious  cell  of  corruption  ; 
For  'tis  a  purgatory,  a  meer  lymbo, 
Where  the  black  devil  and  his  dam  fcurrility 
Do  rule  the  roafl,  foul  princes  of  the  air  !  j 

Scurrility  !  That  is  he  that  throweth  fcandals, 
Soweth,  and  throweth  fcandals,  as  'twere  dirt 
Even  in  the  face  of  holinefs,  and  devotion. 
His  prefence  is  contagious,  like  a  dragon 
He  belches  poifon  forth,  poifon  of  the  pit,  \ 

Brimflone,  hellifh  and  fulphureous  poifon  ; 
I  will  not  flay,  but  fly  as  far  as  zeal 
Can  hurry  me— the  roof  will  fall  and  brain  me, 
If  I  endure  to  hear  his  blafphemies^ 
His  gracelefs  Llafphemies. 

Rofc  He  fhall  vent  none  here  ; 
But  flay,  and  fee  how  juilly  we  have  us'd  him, 

N  2  fJvw. 
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Flow.  Stay,  brother,  I  do  find  the  fpirit  grow  ftrong. 

Col.  Hail  facred  wit  .'---Earth  breeds  not  bays  enough 
To  crown  thy  fpacious  merit. 

Borne.  Oh— oh— oh— 

Ccl.  Cratinus,  Eupolis,  Ariftophaaes, 
Or  whatfoever  other  wit  did  give 
Old  comedies  the  reins,  and  let  her  loofe 
To  ftigmatize  what  brow  fhe  pleas' d  with  flander 
Of  people,  prince,  nobility- --all  mull  yield 
To  this  triumphant  brain. 

Bomo.  Oh— oh— oh— 

Col.  They  fay  you'll  lofe  a  friend  before  a  jeft  ; 
'Tis  true,  there's  not  a  jell  that  comes  from  you, 
That  is  the  true  Minerva  of  this  brain, 
But  is  of  greater  value  than  a  world 
Of  friends,  were  every  pair  of  men  we  meet 
A  Pylades  ana  Oreftes. 

Bomo.  Oh--oh--oh— 

Col.  Some  fay  you  will  sbufe  your  father  too, 
Rather  than  lofe  the  opinion  of  your  wit ; 
Who  would  not  that  has  fuch  a  wit  as  yours  ? 
'Twere  better  twenty  parents  were  expos'd 
To  fcorn  and  laughter,  than  the  fimpleit  thought, 
Orleaft  conceit  of  yours,  ihoulddie  abortive, 
Or  perifh  a  brain-embrio. 

Bomo.   Oh— oh— oh— 

Col.  How's    this?    that     tongue  grown    filent   that 
Syrens 
Stood  flill  to  admire  ? 

Bomo.  Oh— oh— oh— 

Col.  'Twere  better  that  the  fpheres  mould  lofe  their 
harmony, 
And  all  the  choirifters  of  the  wood  grow  hoarfe  : 
What  wolf  hath  fpied  you  firit ! 

Bomo.  Oh— oh--oh— 

Col.  Sure  Hermes  envying  that  there  was  on  earth 
An  eloquence  more  than  his,  has  ftruck  you  dumb  ! 
Malicious  deity ! 

Bomo.  Oh-oh-oh- 

Col. 
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Col.  Go  in,  fir,  there's  a  glafs  that  will  reftore 
That  tongue,  whofe  fweetnefs  angels  might  adore. 

Bomo.  Oh— oh--oh— oh— oh— oh— oh-- 

Rofc.  Thus,  fir,  you  fee  how  we  have  put  a  gagg 
In  the  licentious  mouth  of  bafe  fcurrility  ; 
He  fhall  not  Ibis-like  purge  upward  here, 
T'  infect  the  place  with  peflilential  breath  ; 
We'll  keep  him  tongue-ty'd;  you,  and  all,  I  promife 
By  Phaebus  and  his  daughters,  whofe  chafte  zones 
Were  never  yet  by  impure  hands  unty'd ; 
Our  language  fhall  flow  chafte,  nothing  founds  here 
That  can  give  juft  offence  to  a  Ariel  ear. 

Bird.  This  gagg  hath  wrought  my  good  opinion  of 
you. 

FIo-tv.  I  begin  to  think  'em  lawful  recreations. 

Cdax.  Now  there's  none  left  here,  whereon  to  prac- 
tice, 
I'll  flatter  my  dear  felf— -  O  that  my  (kill 
Had  but  a  body,  that  I  might  embrace  it ! 
Kifs  it,  and  hug  it,  and  beget  a  brood, 
Another  brood  of  pretty  fkillsupon  it  ! 
Were  I  divided  I  would  hate  all  beauties, 
And  grow  enamour'd  with  my  other  half ! 
Self-love,  Narciffus,  had  not  been  a  fault, 
Hadft  thou,  inftead  of  fuch  a  beauteous  face, 
Had  but  a  brain  like  mine  :  I  can  gild  vice, 
And  praife  it  into  alchymy,  till  it  go 
For  perfect  gold,  and  cozen  almoil  the  touchHone  ; 
I  can  perfwade  a  toad  into  an  ox, 
'Till  fwell'd  too  big  with  my  hyperboles 
She  burft  afunder,  and  'tis  virtue's  name 
Lends  me  amafkto  fcandalize  herfelf. 
Vice,  if  it  be  no  more,  can  nothing  do : 
That  art  is  great  makes  virtue  guilty  too. 
I  have  fuchiirange  varieties  of  colours, 
Such  ftiifts  of  ihapes,  blew  Proteus  fure  begot  me 
On  a  camelion,  and  I  change  fo  quick, 
That  I  fufpect  my  mother  did  conceive  me, 
As  they  fay  mares  do,  on  fome  wind  or  other. 
I'll  peep  to  fee  how  many  fools  I  made, 

N  3  Witk 
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With  a  report  of  a  miraculous  glafs. 

— Heaven  blefs  me,  I'm  ruin'd !  O  my  brain 

Witty  to  my  undoing  !  I  have  jelled 

Myfelf  to  an  eternal  mifery. 

I  lee  lean  hunger  with  her  meagre  face 

Ride  poll  to  overtake  me;  I  do  prophecy 

A  lent  immortal;  Phaebus,  I  could  curfe 

Thee  and  thy  brittle  gifts ;  Pandora's  box 

Compared  with  this,  might  be  efteem'd  a  blefling. 

The  glafs  which  I  comceiv'd  a  fabulous  humour, 

Is  to  the  height  of  wonder  prov'd  a  truth, 

The  two  extreams  of  every  virtue  there, 

Beholding  how  they  either  did  exceed, 

Or  want  of  juft  proportion,  join'd  together, 

i\nd  are  reduc'd  into  a  perfect  mean  : 

As  when  the  fkilful  and  deep  learn'd  phyfician 

Does  take  different  poifons,  one  that's  cold, 

The  other  in  the  fame  degree  of  heat, 

And  blends  them  both  to  make  an  antidote; 

Or  as  the  lutanift  takes  flats  and  lharps, 

Ar.d  out  of  thofe  fo  diffonant  notes,  does  ftrike 

A  ravilhing  harmony.     Now  there  is  no  vice, 

•Tie  a  hard  world  for  Colax  :  what  fhift  now  ? 

Dyfcolus  doth  expect  me--fince  this  age 

Is  grown  too  wife  to  entertain  a  parafite, 

I'll  to  the  glafs,  and  there  turn  virtuous  too, 

Still  ftrive  Xe  pleafe,  though  not  to  flatter  you. 

Bird.  There  is  good  ufe  indeed-la  to  be  made 
From  their  converfion. 

JF/giv.  Very  good  infooth-la 
And  edifying. 

Rofc.  Give  your  eyes  fome  refpite. 
You  know  already  what  your  vices  be, 
In,  the  next  aft  youihall  our  virtues  fee.  [Exeunt, 


Aftus 
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A6ius  V.    Scasna  1. 

RofciiiSy   F/ocwrdeftv9  Bird. 

Flow.  T^T  OW  verily,  I  find  the  devout  be« 

i^    May   fuck   the   honey  of  good  doctrine 
thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  hive  of  her  pure  family, 
Whence  the  prophane  and  irreligious  fpider 
Gathers  her  impious  venom  !  I  have  picked 
Out  of  the  garden  of  this  play,  a  good 
And  wholefcme  fallad  of  inflrucuon  ! 
What  do  you  next  prefent  ? 

Rife.  The  feveral  virtues. 

Bird.  I  hope  there  be  no  cardinal  virtues  there  ! 

Rofc.  There  be  not. 

Bird.  Then  Til  iky,  I  hate  a  virtue 
That  will  be  made  a  cardinal :  cardinal- virtues, 
Next  to  pope-virtues,  are  mo&  impious. 
Bifhop-virtues  are  unwarrantable. 
I  hate  a  virtue  in  a  morris-dance. 
I  will  allow  of  none  but  deacon-virtu  $, 
Or  elder-virtues. 

Rofc.  Thefe  are  moral- virtues. 

Bird.  Are  they  lay -virtues  ? 

Rofc.  Yes. 

Bird.  Then  they  are  lawful, 
Virtues  in  orders   are  unfanclified. 

Rofc.  We  do  prefent  them  royal,   as  they  art 
In  all  their  itate,    in  a  full  dance. 

Bird.  What  dance  ? 
No  wanton  jig  I  hope,  no  dance  is  lawful 
But  Prinkum-Prankum  ! 

Flow.  Will  virtues  dance  ? 
O  vile,  abfurd,  maypole— maid-rnarriaa  virtue  ! 

Rofc  Dancing  is  lawful,  &c.  \Fkurifk. 

Enter 
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Rcfc.  It  is 
Flow.  M01 


Enter  Mediocrity, 

Flew.  Who's  this  ? 

the  mother  of  virtues. 
Mother  of  pearl  I  think,  fhe.  isfo  gaudy, 

Rofc.  It  is  the  golden  Mediocrity. 

FIg<w.  She  looketh  like  the  idol  of  Cheapfide. 

Med.  I  am  that  even  courfe  that  muft  be  kept 
To  fhun  two  dangerous  gulfs ;   the  middle  tract 
'Twixt  Scylla  and  Charybdis;  the  fmall  Iflhmus 
That  fuffers  not  the  iEgean  tide  to  meet 
The  violent  rage  of  the  Ionian  wave. 
I  am  a  bridge  o'er  an  impetuous  fca  ; 
Free,  and  fafe  paflage  to  the  wary  ftep  : 
But  he  whofe  wantonnefs,  or  folly  dares 
Decline  to  either  fide,  falls  defperate 
Into  a  certain  ruin.-  -Dwell  with  me, 
Whofe  manfion  is  not  placed  fo  near  the  fun, 
As  to  complain  of 's  neighbourhood,  and  be  fcorch'd 
With  his  direcler  beams  :  nor  fo  remote 
From  his  bright  rays  as  to  be  fituate 
Under  the  icy  pole  of  the  cold  bear; 
But  in  a  temperate  zone  :  'tis  I  am  fhe; 
I  am  the  golden  Mediocrity  : 
The  labour  of  whofe  womb  are  all  the  virtues, 
And  every  pailion  too,  commendable. 
Sifters  fo  like  themfelves,  as  if  they  were 
All  but  one  birth  ;  no  difference  to  diftinguifh  them 
But  a  refpect  they  bear  to  feveral  objects : 
Elfe  had  their  names  been  one  as  are  their  features. 
So  when  eleven  fair  virgins  of  a  blood, 
All  fillers,  and  a-like  grown  ripe  of  years, 
Match  into  feveral  houfes,  from  each  family, 
Each  makes' a  namediitincl,  and  all  are  different : 
They  are  not  of  complexion  red  or  pale, 
But  a  fweet  mixture  of  the  flefti  and  blood, 
As  if  both  rofes  were  confounded  there. 
Their  ftature  neither  dwarf  nor  giantifh, 
But  in  a  comely  well-difpos'd  proportion  ; 
And  all  fo  like  their  mother,  that  indeed , 
They  are  all  mine,  and  I  am  each  of  them. 

1  When 
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When  in  the  midft  of  dangers  I  Hand  up, 

A  wary  confidence  betwixt  fear  and  daring, 

Not  fo  ungodly  bold,  as  not  to  be 

Fearful  of  heaven's  juft  anger,  when  fhe  fpeaks 

In  prodigies,  and  tremble  at  the  hazard 

Of  my  religion,  fhake  to  fee  my  country 

Threatned  with  fire  and  fword.     I'm  a  iTark  coward 

To  any  thing  may  blaft  my  reputation  : 

But  I  can  fcorn  the  worft  of  poverty, 

Sicknefs,  captivity,  banifhment,  grim  death, 

If  fhe  dare  meet  me  in  the  bed  of  honour  ; 

Where,    with  my  country's  caufe  upon  my  fword, 

Not  edg'd  with  hope  or  anger,  nor  made  bold 

With  civil  blood,  or  cuflomary  danger  ; 

Nor  the  fool's  whetftone,  inexperience  ; 

I  can  throw  valour  as  a  lightening  from  me, 

And  then  I  am  the  Amazon  fortitude  ! 

Give  me  the  moderate  cup  of  lawful  pleafures, 

And  I  am  temperance.    Make  me  wealth's  juft  fteward, 

And  call  me,  Liberality  ;  with  one  hand 

I'll  gather  riches  home,  and  with  the  other 

Rightly  diftribute  'em,  and  there  obferve 

The  perfons,  quantity,  quality,  time  and  place  :.. 

And  if  in  great  expences  I  be  fet 

Chief  arbitrefs,  I  can  in  glorious  works, 

As  raifing  temples,  ftatues,  altars,  (brines, 

Veftures,  and  ornaments  to  religion,  be 

Neither  too  thrifty  nor  too  prodigal. 

And  to  my  country  the  like  mean  obferve, 

In  building  mips,  and  bulwarks,  caftles,  walls, 

Conduits,  theatres,  and  what  elie  may  ferve  her 

For  ufe  or  ornament :  and  at  home  be  i^oyal 

In  buildings,  gardens,  coftly  furniture, 

In  entertainments  free  and  hofpitable, 

With  a  refpecl  to  my  eirate,  and  means, 

And  then  I  may  be  nam'd  Magnificence  ; 

As  Magnanimity,  when  I  wifely  aim 

At  greateft  honours,  if  I  may  deferve   'em, 

Not  for  ambition,  but  for  my.,  country's  good, 

And  in  that  virtue  all  the  reltdo  dwell. 

N   ;  la 
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In  leffer  dignities  I  want  a  name ; 

And  when  I  am  not  over  patient, 

To  put  up  fuch  grofs  wrongs  as  call  me  coward, 

But  can  be  angry,  yet  in  that  obferve 

What  caufe  hath  mov'd  my  anger,  and  with  whom*. 

Look  that  it  be  not  fudden,  nor  too  thirfty 

Of  revenge,  nor  violent,  nor  greater 

Than  the  offence  ;  know  my  time  when,  where 

I  muft  be  angry,  and  how  long  remain  fo  ; 

Then,  then  you  may  firname  me  Manfuetude, 

When  in  my  carriage  and  difcourfe  I  keep 

The  mean  that  neither  flatters  nor  offends, 

I  am  that  virtue  the  well-nurtur'd  court 

Gives  name  and  mould  do  being— Courtefy. 

'Twixt  fly  diflembling  and  proud  arrogance, 

I  am  the  virtue  time  calls  daughter,  Truth. 

Give  me  my  fword  and  ballance  rightly  fway'd, 

And  Juflice  is  the  title  I  deferve. 

When  on  this  flage  I  come  with  innocent  wit, 

And  jefis  that  have  more  of  the  fait  than  gall^ 

That  move  the  laughter  and  delight  of  all, 

Without  the  grief  of  one;  free,  chafte  conceits, 

Not  fcurril,  bafe,  obfcene,  illiberal, 

Or  contumelious  flanders,  I  am  then 

The  virtue  they  have  term'd,  Urbanity  : 

To  whom  if  your  leaft  countenance  may  appear, 

She  vows  to  make  her  conftant  dwelling  here. 

My  daughters  now  are  come.— 

The  S  o  n  c. 

Scene  2, 

The  mafi,  wherein  all  the  <virtugs  dance  together. 

Mediae.  You  have  feen  all  my  daughters,  gentlemen, 
Chufe  your  wives  hence  ;  you  that  are  batchelors 
Can  £nd  no  betters  and  the  married  too 
May  wed  'em,  yet  net  wrong  their  forme*  wives. 
Two  may  have  the  fame  wife,  and  the  fame  man 

May 
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May  wed  two  virtues,  yet  no  bigamy ; 

He  that  weds  moil  is  chafteft  ;  thefe  are  all 

The  daughters  of  my  womb  ;  I  have  five  more, 

The  happy  iffue  of  my  intellect, 

And  thence  firnam'd  the  intellectual  virtues. 

They  now  attend  not  on  their  mother's  train, 

We  hope  they  act  in  each  fpedtator's  brain. 

I  have  a  niece  befides,  a  beauteous  one, 

My  daughter's  dear  companion— lovely  friendship, 

A  royal  nymph ;  her  we  prefent  not  too, 

It  is  a  virtue  we  expect  from  you. 

[Exit  cufh  Choro  cant  ant  ium> 

Scene  3. 

Bird.  O  filler,  what  a  glorious  train  they  be. 

Flow.  They  feem  to  me  the  family  of  love, 
But  is  there  fuch  a  glafs,  good  Rofcius  ? 

Rofc.  There  is  !  fent  hither  by  the  great  Apollo, 
Who  in  the  world's  bright  eye  and  every  day 
Set  in  this  car  of  light,  furveys  the  earth 
From  eaft  to  weft,  who  finding  every  place 
Fruitful  in  nothing  but  fantaftick  follies, 
And  molt  ridiculous  humours,  as  he  is 
The  god  of  phyfick,  though  it  appertain'd 
To  him  to  find  a  cure  to  purge  the  earth 
-Of  ignorance  and  fin,  twp  grand  difeafes, 
And  now  grown  epidemical :  many  receipts 
He  thought  upon,  as  to  have  planted  hellebore 
In  every  garden— but  none  pleas'd  like  this. 
He  takes  out  water  from  the  mufe's  fpring, 
And  fends  it  to  the  north,  thera  to  be  freez'd 
Into  a  chryftal— that  being  done,  he  makes 
A  mirrour  with  it  t  and  inftils  this  virtue, 
That  it  mould  by  reflection  fhew  each  man 
All  his  deformities  both  of  foul  and  body, 
And  cure  'em  both-— 

Ff&w.  Good  brother,  let's  go  fee  it ! 
Saints  may  want  fomething  of  perfection. 

Refc,  The^lafs  is  but  of  om  day's  continuance 

N  6  For 
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For  Pluto,  thinking  if  it  fhould  cure  all, 
His  kingdom  would  grow  empty  (for  'tis  fin 
That  peoples  hell)  went  to  the  fates  and  bid  'em 
Spin  it  too  fhort  a  thread  ;  (for  every  thing 
As  well  as  man  is  meafur'd  by  their  fpindle.) 
They,  as  they  mull  obey,  gave  it  a  thread 
No  longer  than  the  beafts  of  Hyppanis, 
That  in  one  day  is  fpun,  drawn  out,  and  cut. 
But  Phaebus,  to  requite  the  black  god's  envy, 
Will,  when  the  glafs  is  broke,  transfufe  her  virtue 
To  live  in  comedy--if  you  mean  to  fee  it, 
Makehafte— 

Flow.  We  will  go  pofl  to  reformation.  [Exeunt. 

Rofc.  Nor  is  the  glafs  of  fo  fhort  life,  I  fear, 
As  this  poor  labour— our  diftruftful  author 
Thinks  the  fame  fun  that  rofe  upon  her  cradle 
Will  hardly  fet  before  her  funeral  : 
Your  gracious,  and  kind  acceptance  may 
Keep  her  alive  from  death,  or,  when  fhe's  dead, 
Raife  her  again,  and  fpin  her  a  new  thread. 

Scene  4. 

Enter  F/oewrdefiv  and  Bird. 

Flow.  This  ignorance  even  makes  religion  fin, 
Sets  zeal  upon  the  rack,  and  ftretches  her 
Beyond  her  length— molt  bleffed  looking-glafs, 
That  didil  iriftruci  my  blinded  eyes  to  day, 
I  might  have  gone  to  hell  the  narrow  way  ! 

Bird.  Hereafter  I  will  vifit  comedies, 
And  fee  them  oft,  they  are  good  exercifes  !-- 
I'll  teach  devotion  now  a  milder  temper, 
Not  that  it  mail  lofe   any  of  her  heat 
Or  purity,  but  henceforth  mall  be  fucli 
As  (hall  burn  bright,  although  not  blaze  fomuch.  [Exe. 
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"V 


EPILOGUa 


Rofcius  folus. 

YOUTEfeenThe  Mufe's  Look'mg-GMs,  ladies  fair, 
And  gentle  youths ;  and  others  too  <who  e^er 
Have  f  lid  this  orb  :  it  is  the  end  vje  meant 
Tcurfelcves  unto  your  felloes  fill  to  prefent* 
^  foldier  Jliall  himfelf  in  Hector  fee  ; 
Grave  counfellors,    "N eft  or,  view  th em f elves  in  thee* 
When  Lucretia^s  part  Jh  all  on  our  ft  age  appear , 
Every  chafle  lady  fees  her  fhadovo  there. 
Nay  come  vjho  vjill,  for  our  indifferent  glaffcs 
Will  Jhevj  both  fools ,  and  knaves,  and  all  their  faces y 
To  vex  and  cure  them  :  but  <we  need  not  fear, 
We  do  not  doubt  but  each  one  tigvj  that's  here, 
That  has  a  fair  foul  and  a  beauteous  face, 
Willvifit  oft  the  Mufe's  Looking- Glais. 
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MR.  Richard  Broome  was  no  more 
than  a  common  Servant  to  Ben. 
John/on;  but  having  a  Genius  to  Comedy, 
and  turning  his  Mind  to  the  Study  of 
Men  and  their  Manners,  he  wrote  him- 
felf  into  great  Reputation.  His  Plots,  Mr. 
Langbaine  informs  us,  are  his  own  ;  and 
all  his  various  Characters  forg'd  from  the 
Mint  of  his  own  Experience  and  Judg- 
ment. This  Piece  was  produced  by  Mr. 
Broome  in  his  old  Age,  and  I  believe  was 
the  lafl:  he  wrote.  It  was  firfl:  preferred 
at  Drury-Lane  Theatre  in  1641,  but  has 
been  often  fince  reviv'd.  Befides  this,  he 
has  wrote  Fourteen  Comedies  more,  viz. 
Antipodes  5  City  Wit>  or  the  Woman  wears 
the  Breeches  j  Covent-Garden  Weeded  \ 
Court  Beggar ,  Damoifelle  ;  EngHJh  Moor  , 
Love-jick  Court y  Mad  Couple  well  matctid, 
New  Academy  ,  Northern  Lafs;  Novella  , 
Queens  Exchange  ,  Queen  and  Concubine  ; 
and  the  Afparagus  Garden.  He  alfo 
join'd  with  Thomas  Heywood,  in  a  Play 
called,   The  Lancajkire  Witches. 
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MEN. 
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k ■•    to  * 2      2t  r>  -  r  Mr.  Pinkethman* 

his  rnend  and  Companion.  3 

Spr  in  glove,   Steward  to  Oldrents*  Mr.  Mills. 

Vincent ,.  (  Two  young  gentlemen,  in  love  f  Mr.   Wilks. 

Milliard,'      with  Oldrpnft  Daughters.      {Mr.  Cibber. 

Juftice  Clack,  a  humowfome  old  Gentleman,  Mr.  Norris. 

Oliver,  his  Son,  Mr.  Booth. 

Tallboy,  in  love  with  Mrs.  Amie,  Mr.  Bullock. 

Martin,  the  Juftice's  Clerk,  Mr.  Bullock,  jun. 
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1  Gentleman, 
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Merry  Beggars, 

A 

COMEDY- 


A    C    T      I. 

SCENE,  a  Room  in  OldrentV  Hoiife. 


Old. 


Enter  Oldrents  and  Hearty. 
T  has,  indeed,    friend,    much  affli&ed 


me. 


Hea.  And  very  juftly,  let  me  tell  you, 
fir,  that  could  fo  impkmfly  be  curious 
to  tempt  a  judgment  on  you  ;  to  give 
ear  and  faith  too  (by  your  leave)  to  fortune-tellers, 
wizards,  and  gypfies  ! 

Old. 
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Old.  I  have  fince  been  frighted  with  it  in  a  thoufand 
dreams. 

Hea.  I  would  go  drunk  a  thoufand  times  to  bed,  ra- 
ther than  dream  of  any  of  their  Riddlemy  Riddlemies. 
If  they  prove  happy,  f o  ;  if  not,  let's  go  :  you'll  ne- 
ver find  their  meaning  till  the  event  ;  if  you  fuppofe 
there  was  at  all  a  meaning,  as  the  equivocating  devil 
had,  when  he  cozen'd  the  monk,  to  let.  him  live  foul- 
free,  till  he  fnould  find  him  fleeping  between  meets : 
The  wary  monk,  abjuring  all  fuch  lodging,  at  laft,  by 
overwatching  in  his  ftudy,  the  foul  fiend  took  him 
napping,  with  his  nofe  between  the  fheet-leaves  of  his 
conjuring  book.  There  was  the  whim,  or  double 
meaning  on't.  But  thefe  fond  fortune-tellers,  that 
know  nothing,  aim  to  be  thought  more  cunning  than 
their  matter,  the  'forefaid  devil,  tho'  truly  not  fo  hurt- 
ful :  Yet,  truft  'em,  and  hang  'em.  Wizards  !  Old 
blind  buzzards!  For  once  they  hit,  they  mifs  a  thou- 
fand times  ;  and  moll  times  give  quite  contrary,  bad  for 
good;  and  bettibr  worfl.  One  told  a  gentleman  his 
fon  mould  be  a  man-killer,  and  be  hang'd  for't ;  who 
after  prov'd  a  great  and  rich  phyfician,  and  with  great 
fame  i'th'  univernty,  hang'd  in  pi&ure  for  a  grave  ex- 
ample. There  was  the  whim  of  that.  Quite  con- 
trary \ 

Old.  And  that  was  happy  ;  would  mine  could  fo  de- 
ceive my  fears ! 

Hea.  They  may;  but  truft  not  to't.  Another  fche- 
mift  found,  that  a  fquint-ey'd  boy  fhould  prove  a  no- 
table pick-purfe,  and  afterwards  a  moil  ftrong  thief  ; 
when  he  grew  up  to  be  a  cunning  lawyer,  and  at  laft 
dy'd  a  judge.  Quite  contrary  !  how  many  have  been 
mark'd  out  by  thefe  wizards  for  fools,  that  have  after 
been  prick'd  for  fheriffs  ?  Was  not  a  fhepherd's  boy 
foretold  to  be  a  drunkard,  and  to  get  his  living  from 
bawds,  whores,  thieves,  quarrelers,  and  the  like  ? 
And  did  he  not  become  a  fuburb  juftice  ?  And  live  in 
wine  and  worfhip  by  the  fees  of  fuch  delinquents  ? 
There's  the  whim  on't.  Now  I  come  to  you  :  Your 
figure-flinger  finds,  that  both  your  daughters,  notwith- 

ftanding 
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I  anding  all  your  great  pofTefTions,  wkich  they  are  co- 
,  ens  of,  (hall  yet  be  beggars  :  May  it  not  be  meant, 
Sf,  as  I  faid,  there  be  a  meaning  in  it)  they  may  prove 
courtiers,  or  great  courtiers  wives,  and  fo  be  beggars 
in  law  ?  Is  not  that  the  whim  on't,  think  you  ?  You 
lhall  think  no  worfe  on't. 

Old.  Would  I  had  your  merry  heart. 

Hea.  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Old.  I  mean  the  like. 

Hea.  I  would  you  had  ;  and  I  fuch  an  eftate  as  yours. 
Four  thoufand  a  year,  with  fuch  a  heart  as  mine,  would 
defy  fortune,  and  all  her  babling  fouthfayers.  I'd  as 
foon  diftruft  in  providence,  as  lend  a  fear  to  fuck  a  de- 
fliny,  for  a  child  of  mine,  while  there  be  fack  and  fongs 
in  town  or  country.  Think  like  a  man  of  confcience, 
(now  lam  ferious)  whatjuftice  can  there  be  for  fuch  a 
cu'rfe  to  fall  upon  your  heirs  ?  Do  you  not  live  free, 
out  of  law,  or  grieving  any  man  ?  Are  you  not  the 
only  rich  man  that  lives  unenvy'd  ?  Have  you  not  all 
the  praifes  of  the  rich,  and  prayers  of  the  poor  ?  Did 
ever  any  fervant,  or  hireling,  neighbour  or  kindred  curfe 
you,  or  wifh  one  minute  Ihortened  of  your  life  ?  Have 
you  one  grudging  tenant  ?  Will  they  not  all  fight  for 
you  ?  Do  they  not  teach  their  children,  and  make  'em 
to  pray  for  you  morn  and  evening,  and  in  their  graces 
too,  as  duly  as  for  queen  and  realm  ?  The  innocent 
things  would  think  they  ought  not  eat  elfe. 
Old.  'Tis  their  goodnefs. 

Hea.  It  is  your  merit.  Your  great  love  and  bounty 
procures  from  heaven  thofe  infpirations  in  'em.  Whofe 
rent  did  ever  you  exact  ?  Whofe  have  you  not  remit- 
ted, when  by  cafualties  of  fire,  of  floods,  of  common 
dearth,  or  ficknefs,  poor  men  were  brought  behind- 
hand ?  Nay,  whofe  loiles  have  you  not  pioufly  re- 
pair'd. 

Old.  Enough. 

Hea.  What  goods  have  you  taken  from  forlorn  wi^ 
dows  ?  What  acre  of  your  thoufands  have  you  rack'd? 
Old.  Good  friend,  no  more. 

Hea.  Thefe  are  enough,  indeed,  to  fill  your  ears  with 

joyful 
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joyful  acclamations  where  e'er  you  pafs :  Heaven  blefs 
our  landlord  Oldrent  ;  our  majier  Oldrent  ;  our  good  pa- 
trm  Oldrent,  Cannot  thefe  founds  conjure  that  evil  fpi- 
rit  of  fear  out  of  you,  that  your  children  fhall  live  to  be 
beggars  ?  Shall  'fquire  Oldrent's  daughters  wear  old 
rents  in  their  garments  ?  (there's  a  whim  too)  becaufe 
a  fortune  teller  told  you  fo  ? 

Old,  Come,  I  will  flrive  to  think  no  more  on't. 

He  a.  Will  you  ride  forth  for  air  then,  and  be 
merry  ? 

Old,  Your  counfel  and  example  may  inftrucl  me. 

Hea,  Sack  mud  be  had  in  fundry  places  too.  For 
fongs  I  am  provided. 

"Enter  Springlove  with  Books  and  Papers 9  and  a  Bunch 
of  Keys  ;    he  lays  them  on  the  Table. 

Old.  Yet  here  comes  one  brings  me  a  fecond  fear, 
who  has  my  care,  the  next  unto  my  children. 

Hca,  Your  fteward,  fir,  it  feems,  has  bufinefs  with 
you.     I  wifh  you  would  have  none. 

Old.  I'll  foon  difpatch  it :  And  then  be  for  our  jour- 
ney inftantly. 

Hea,  I'll  wait  your  coming  down,  fir,  [Exit, 

Old,  But  why,  Springlove,  is  now  this  expedition  f 

Spr.  Sir,   'tis  duty. 

Old.  Not  common  among  ftewards,  I  confefs,  to  urge 
in  their  accompts  before  the  day  their  lords  have  limit- 
ed. Some  that  are  grown  to  hoary  hairs  and  knight- 
hoods, are  not  found  guilty  of  fuch  an  importunity. 
'Tis  yet  but  thirty  days,  when  I  give  forty  after  the 
half-year  day,  our  Lady  laft.  Could  I  fufpeft  my  truft 
were  loft  in  thee  ;  or  doubt  thy  youth  had  not  ability 
to  carry  out  the  weight  of  fuch  a  charge,  I  then  ihou'd 
call  on  thee. 

Spr,  Sir,  your  indulgence,  I  hope,  fhall  ne'er  cor- 
rupt me.  Neverthelefs,  the  teftimony  of  a  difcharge 
from  time  to  time,  will  be  encouragement  to  virtue  in 
me.  You  may  then  be  pleas'd  to  take  here  a  furvey  of 
all  your  rents  receivM,  [Springlove  turns  over  the  federal 
books  to  his  majier.']  and  all  fuch  other  payments  as  came 

to 
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to  my  hands,  fince  my  laft  audit,  for  cattle,  wool,  corn, 
all  fruits  of  hufbandry  ;  with  fome  old  debts,  and  al- 
moft  defperate  ones,  as  well  from  country  cavaliers  as 
courtiers.  Then  here,  fir,  are  my  feveral  difburfements, 
in  all  particulars  for  yourfelf  and  daughters,  in  charge  of 
houfe-keeping,  buildings  and  repairs  ;  journies,  appa- 
rel, coaches,  gifts,  and  all  expences  for  your  perfonal 
necefiaries.  Here— fervants  wages,  liveries,  and  cures. 
Here— for  fupplies  of  horfes,  hawks,  and  hounds.  And 
laftly,  not  the  leaft  to  be  remembered,  your  large  bene- 
volences to  the  poor. 

Old.  Thy  charity  there  goes  hand-in-hand  with  mine. 
And  Springlove,  I  commend  it  in  thee,  that  fo  young 
in  years  art  grown  fo  ripe  in  goodnefs.  May  their  hea- 
ven-piercing prayers  bring  on  thee  equal  rewards  with 
me. 

Spr.  Now  here,  fir,  is  the  balance  of  the  feveral  ac- 
compts,  which  ihews  you  what  remains  in  cafh  :  which, 
added  to  your  former  bank,  makes  up  in  all-— 

O/d.  Twelve  thoufand  and  odd  pounds. 

Spr.  Here  are  the  keys  of  all.  The  chefts  are  fafe  in 
your  own  clofet, 

Old.  Why  in  my  clofet  ?     Is  not  yours  as  fafe  ? 

Spr.  O,  fir,  you  know  my  fuit. 

Old.  Your  fuit !    What  fuit? 

Spr.  Touching  the  time  of  year. 

Old.  'Tis  well-nigh  May.-- Why,  what  of  that, 
good  Springlove  ? 

Spr.  O,  fir,  you  hear  I'm  call'd.  {Birds  fing.] 

Old.  Fie,  Springlove,  fie,  I  hope  thou  haft  abjur'd 
that  uncouth  pradtice. 

Spr.  You  thought  I  had  forfaken  nature  then. 

Old.  Is  that  difeafe  of  nature  ilill  in  thee  fo  virulent ; 
and,  notwithstanding  all  my  favours,  in  my  gifts,  my 
cares  and  counfels,  which,  to  a  foul  ungrateful,  might 
be  boafted  :  Have  I  firft  bred  thee,  and  then  preferr'd 
thee  (from  I  will  not  fay  how  wretched  a  beginning) 
to  be  a  mailer  over  all  my  fervants  ;  planted  thee  in  my 
bo  Com  ;  and  canil  thou  there  flight  me  for  the  whittling 
of  a  bird  t 

Spr. 
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Spr.  Your  reafon,  fir,  informs  you,  that't  no  caufe 
but  'tis  the  feafon  of  the  year  that  calls  me.     What 
moves  their  notes,  provokes  my  difpofition,  by  a  more 
abfolute  power  of  nature,  than  philofophy  can  render 
an  accompt  for. 

Old.  I  find  there's  no  expelling  it ;  but  ftill  it  will  re- 
turn. I  have  try'd  all  the  means,  as  I  may  fafely  think,  in 
human  wifdom,  and  did,  as  near  as  reafon  could,  afTure 
me,  that  thy  lad  year's  reftraint  had  ftopp'd  for  ever  that 
running  fore  on  thee,  that  gadding  humour  ;  when,  on- 
ly for  that  caufe,  I  laid  the  weight  of  my  eftate  in  ftew- 
ardfhip  upon  thee  ;  which  kept  thee  in  that  year,  after 
fo  many  fummer  vagaries  thou  hadft  made  before. 

Spr.  You  kept  a  fwallow  in  a  cage  in  that  while. 
I  cannot,  fir,  endure  another  fummer  in  that  reftraint 
with  life  :  'twas  then  my  torment,  but  now  my  death. 
Yet,  fir,  my  life  is  yours,  who  are  my  patron  ;  freely 
you  may  take  it.  Yet,  pardon,  fir,  my  frailty,  that  do 
beg  afmall  continuance  of  it  upon  my  knees. 

Old.  Can  there  no  means  be  found  to  preferve  life  in 
thee,  but  wandering  like  a  vagabond  ?  Does  not  the  fun 
as  comfortably  mine  upon  my  gardens,  as  the  opener 
fields  ?  Or  on  my  fields,  as  others  far  remote  ?  Are 
not  my  walks  ana  greens  as  deleciable  as  the  highways 
and  commons  ?  Are  the  Ihades  of  Sycamore  and  bow- 
ers of  Eglantine  lefs  pleafing,  than  of  bramble,  or  thorn 
hedges  ?  Or  of  my  groves  and  thickets,  than  wild  woods  ? 
Are  not  my  fountain  waters  frefher  than  the  troubled 
ftreams,  where  every  beaft  does  drink  ?  Do  not  the 
birds  fmg  here  as  fweet  and  lively  as  any  other  where  ? 
Js  not  thy  bed  more  foft,  and  reft  more  fafe,  than  in  a 
field  or  barn  ?  Is  a  fall  table,  which  is  called  thine, 
own,  lefs  curious  or  wholefome,  than  the  fcraps  from 
other  trenchers,  twice  or  thrice  tranfiated  ? 

Spr.  Yes,  in  the  winter  feafon,  when  the  fire  is  fweet- 
er  than  the  air. 

Old.  What  air  is  wanting  ? 

Spr.  O,  fir,  you  have  heard  of  pilgrimages  -,  and  the 
voluntary  travels  of  good  men. 

Old. 
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Old.  For  penance,  or  to  holy  ends :  But  bring  not 
thofe  into  comparifon,  I  charge  you. 

Spr.  I  do  not,  fir ;  but  pardon  me,  to  think  their 
fufferings.  are  much  fweeten'd  by  delights,  fuch  as  w« 
find,  by  fhifting  place  and  air. 

Old.  Are  there  delights  in  beggary  ?  or,  if  to  take 
diverfity  of  air  be  fuch  a  folace,  travel  the  kingdom 
over :  And  if  this  yield  not  variety  enough,  try  fur- 
ther; provided  your  deportment  be  genteel.  Take 
horfe,  and  man,  and  money:  you  have  all,  or.  I'll  al- 
low enough. 

Nightingale,   Cuckovj,   &C.   Sings. 

Spr.  Oh!  how  am  I  confounded!  dear  fir,  return  me 
naked  to  the  world,  rather  than  lay  thofe  burdens  oa 
me,  which  will  flifle  me.     I  muft  abroad  or  perifh. 

Old.  I  will  no  longer  drive  to  wafh  this  Moor  ;  nor 
Jbreathe  more  minutes  fo  unthriftily,  in  civil  argument, 
againft  rude  wind  5  but  rather  pra&ife  to  withdraw  my 
love,  and  tender  care,  if  it  be  poiTible,  from  that  un- 
fruitful breaft,  incapable  of  wholefome  counfel.  [JJide+ 

Spr.  Have  I  your  leave,  fir  ? 

Old.  I  leave  you  to  difpute  it  with  yourfelf,  I  have 
no  voice  to  bid  you  go,  or  ftay  :  my  love  mall  give  thy 
will  preheminence ;  and  leave  the  efFedt  to  time  and 
providence.  [Exit* 

Spr.  I  am  confounded  in  my  obligation  to  this  good 
man  :  his  virtue  is  my  punifhment,  when  'tis  not  in  my 
wature  to  return  obedience  to  his  merits.  I  could  wifh 
fuch  an  ingratitude  were  death  by  the  law,  and  put  in 
prefent  execution  on  me,  to  rid  me  of  my  fharper  fuf- 
fering.  Nor  but  by  death,  can  this  predominant  fway 
oi  nature  be  extinguinVd  in  me.  I  have  fought  with 
my  afFe&ions,  by  the  affiftance  of  all  the  ftrengths  of 
art  and  difcipline,  (all  which  I  owe  him  for  education 
too)=  to  conquer  and  e:tablifh  my  obfervance,  as  in  all 
other  rules,  to  him  in  this,  this  inborn  ftrong  defire  of 
liberty,  in  that  free  courfe,  which  he  detefo  as  Qiame- 
ful,  and  I  approve  my  earth's  felicity:  but  find  the 
war  is  endlefs,  and  mult  fly.     What  muft  I  loie  then? 

Vol.   VL  O  A 
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A  good  mailer's  love.  What  lofs  feels  he,  that  wants 
not  what  he  lofes  ?  They'll  fay  I  lofe  all  reputation ; 
What's  that,  to  live  where  no  fuch  thing  is  known  ? 
My  duty  to  a  mailer  will  be  queflon'd  ?  Where  duty  is 
exacted,  it  is  none  ;  and  among  beggars,  each  man  is 
his  own. 

Enter  Randal  and  three  or  four  few  ants  <wzth   a  great 

kettle,  and  black-jacks,  and  a  baker's  bajket,  all  empty, 

exeunt  with  all,  manet  Randal. 
Now  fellows,  what  news  from  whence  you  came  ? 

Ran.  The  old  wonted  news,  fir,  from  your  guefl-houfe, 
the  old  barn.  We  have  unloaded  the  bread-bafket, 
the  beef-kettle,  and  the  beer-bumbards  there,  amongft 
your  guefls  the  beggars  :  And  they  have  all  prayed  for 
you  and  our  mailer,  as  their  manner  is,  from  the 
teeth  outward ;  marry,  from  the  teeth  inwards  'tis 
enough  to  fwallow  your  alms,  from  whence  I  think 
their  prayers  feldom  come. 

Spr.  Thou  mouldfl  not  think  uncharitably. 

Ran.  Thought's  free,  mailer  fleward,  an't  pleafe  youv 
But  your  charity  is  neverthelefs  notorious,  I  muft  needs 
fay. 

Spr.  Meritorious,  thou  mean'fl  to  fay. 

Ran.  Surely  fir,  no  j  'tis  out  of  our  curate's  book. 

Spr.  But  I  afpire  no  merits,  nor  popular  thanks,  'tis 
well  if  I  do  well  in  it. 

Ran.  It  might  be  better  though  (if  old  Randal, 
whom  you  allow  to  talk,  might  counfel)  to  help  to 
breed  up  poor  men's  children,  or  decayed  labourers, 
pall  their  work  or  travel ;  or  towards  the  fetting  up  of 
poor  young  married  couples ;  than  to  bellow  an  hun- 
dred pound  a  year  (at  leafl  you  do  that,  if  not  all  you 
get)  befides  your  mailer's  bounty,  to  maintain  in  beg- 
ging fuch  wanderers  as  thefe,  that  never  are  out  of  their 
way  ;  that  cannot  give  account  from  whence  they  came, 
or  whither  they  would  5  nor  of  any  beginning  they  ever 
had,  or  any  end  they  feek,  but  Hill  to  llrolland  bog  till 
their  bellies  be  full,  and  then  fleep  till  they  be  hungry  . 

Spr.  Thou  art  ever  repining  at  thofe  poor  people ! 
they  take  nothing  from  thee   but  thy  pains :  and  that 
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I   pay  thee  for  too.      Why   fhouldft    thou    grudge? 

Ran.  Am  I  not  bitten  to  it  every  day,  by  the  fix- 
footed  bloodhounds  that  they  leave  in  their  litter,  when 
I  throw  out  the  old,  to  lay  frefh  flraw  for  the  new- 
comers at  night.  That's  one  part  of  my  office.  And 
you  are  fure,  that  though  your  hofpitality  be  but  for 
a  night  and  a  morning  for  one  rabble,  to  have  a  new* 
fupply  every  evening.  They  take  nothing  from  me 
indeed,  they  give  too  much. 

Spr.  Thou  art  old  Randal  ftill !  ever  grumbling,  but 
ftill  officious  for  'em. 

Ran.  Yes :  hang  'em,  they  know  I  love  'em  well 
enough,  I  have  had  merry  bouts  with  fome  of  them. 

Spr.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Randal  ? 

Ran.  They  are  indeed  my  paftime.  Heft  the  merry 
griggs  (as  their  provender  has  prick'd  'em)  in  fuch  a 
hoigh  yonder !  fuch  a  frolick !  you'll  hear  anon,  as  you 
walk  nearer  'em. 

Spr.  Well,  honeft  Randal,  thus  it  is.  I  am  for  Z 
journey  ;  I  know  not  how  long  will  be  my  abfence. 
But  I  will  prefently  take  order  with  the  cook,  and  but- 
ler, for  my  wonted  allowance  to  the  poor  :  and  I  will 
leave  money  with  thee  to  manage  the  affair  till  my  re- 
turn. 

Ran.  Then  up  rife  Randal,  bailiff  of  the  beggars. 

Spr.  And  if  our  matter  be  difpleas'd  (although  the 
charge  be  mine)   at  the  opennefs   of  the  entertainment, 
thou  (halt  then  give  it  proportionably  in  money,  and 
'let  them  walk  further. 

Ran.  Pfeugh!  that  will  never  do't,  never  do  'em 
good:  'tis  the  feat,  the  habitation,  the  rendezvouz, 
that  chears  their  hearts.  Money  would  clog  their  con  - 
fciences.  Nor  mull  I  lofe  the  mufick  of  'em  in  their 
lodging. 

Spr.  We  will  agree  upon't  anon.  Go  now  about 
your  bufinefs. 

Ran.  I  go,  bailiff;  nay,  fteward  and  chamberlain  of 
the  rogues  and  beggars.  [Exit. 

Spr.  I  cannot  think  but  with  a  trembling  fear  on  this 
adventure,  in  a  fcruple,  which  I  have  not  weigh'd  with 

O  2  all 
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all  my  other  doubts  ;  I  fhall,  in  my  departure,  rob  my 
mailer.  Of  what?  of  a  true  fervant;  other-  theft  I 
Jiave  committed  none.  And  that  may  be  fupplied,  and 
better  too,  by  fome  more  conftant  to  him.  But  I  may 
injure  many  in  his  truft,  which  now  he  cannot  but  be 
fparing  of.  I  rob  him  too  of  the  content  and  hopes  he 
had  in  me,  whom  he  had  built  and  rais'd  unto  that 
growth  in  his  affection,  that  I  became  a  gladnefs  in  his 
eye,  and  now  muft  be  a  grief  or  a  vexation 

[A  noife  and Jinging  within* 
Unto  his  noble  heart.     But  hark  !  Ay,  there's 
The  harmony  that  drowns  all  doubts  and  fears, 
A  little  nearer— 

SONG. 

FROM  hunger  and  cold  who  lives  more free , 
Or  who  more  richly  clad  than  we  ? 
Our  belli  a  are  full r;  our  flejh  is  warm-, 

And  againji  pride  our  rags  are  a  charm. 
Enough  is  ourfeaft,  and  for  to-morrow, 
Let  rich  men  care,  we  feel  noforrow, 

Noforrow,  no  forrow,  no  forrow,  no  farrow. 
Let  rich  men  care,  we  feel  no  for  row. 
Spr.  The  emperor  hears  no  fuch  mufick ;  nor  feels 
content  like  this. 
Each  city,  each  town,  and  every ^  village, 

Affords  us   either   an  alms  or  pillage. 
And  if  the  weather  he  cold  and  raw, 

Thm  in  a  bam  we  tumble  in  flraw. 
If  warm  and  fair,  by  yea-cock  and  nay-cock. 
The  f  elds  will  afford  us  a  hedge  or  a  hay-cock, 

A  hay-cock,  a  hay-cock,  a  hay-cock,  a  hay-cock,  Sec. 

Spr.  Molt ravifhing delight!  but,  in  all  this,  only  one 
fenfe  is  pleas'd :  mine  ear  is  feafted  ;  mine  eye  too  muft 
be  fatisfied  with  my  joys. 
The  hoarding  ufurer  cannot  have  more 
Thirfly  defire  to  fee  his  golden  flore, 
When  he  unlocks  his  treafury,  than  I 
The  equipage  in  which  my  beggars  lie. 
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He  opens  the  fcene;  the  beggars  are  difcover'd  in  their  po- 
fiures;   then  they  ijfue  forth ;   and  at  lo.Jl  the  Patrico, 
AIL  Our  mailer,  our  mailer!  our   fweet  and  com- 
fortable mailer. 

Spr.  How  chear  my  hearts  ? 
1   Beg,  Moll  crowfe,  moll  crapingly. 
Shall  we  dance,  fhall  we  ling,  to  welcome  our  king  ? 
Strike  up  piper  a  merry  merry  dance, 
That  we  on  our  dampers  may  foot  it  and  prance, 
To  make  his  heart  merry,  as  he  has  made  ours, 
As  lully  and  frolick  as  lords  in  their  bowers. 

[Mujici,  Dance. 
Spr.  Exceeding  well  performed. 

1  Beg.  'Tis  well  if  it  like  you,  mailer.  But  we  have 
not  that  rag  among  us,  that  we  will  not  dance  off  to  do 
you  fervice ;  we  being  all  and  only  your  fervants,  moll 
noble  fir.  Command  us  therefore  and  employ  us,  we 
befeech  you. 

Spr.  Thou  fpeak'H  moll  courtly. 

2  Beg.  Sir,  he  can  fpeak,  and  could  have  writ  as 
well.  He  is  a  decay'd  poet,  newly  fallen  in  among 
us :  and  begs  as  well  as  the  bell  of  us.  He  learn'd  it 
pretty  well  in  his  own  profellion  before  ;  and  can  the 
better  praftife  it  in  ours  now. 

Spr.  Thou  art  a  wit  too,  it  ftems, 

3  Beg.  Hefhould  have  wit  and  knavery  too,  fir  :  for 
he  was  an  attorney,  'till  he  was  pitched  over  the  bar : 
and,  from  that  fall,  he  was  taken  up  a  knight  of  the 
poll ;  and  fo  he  continued,  'till  he  was  degraded  at  the 
whippjng-poft  ;  and  from  thence  he  ran  refolutely  into 
this  courfe.  His  cunning  in  the  law,  and  the  others- 
labour  with  the  Mufes  are  dedicated  to  your  fervice ; 
and  for  myfelf,  I'll  fight  for  you. 

Spr.  Thou  art  a  brave  fellow,  and  fpeak  It  like  a 
commander  :  hall  thou  borne  arms  ? 

4  Beg.  Sir,  he  has  borne  the  name  of  a  Netherland 
foldier,  'till  he  ran  away  from  his  colours,  and  was 
taken  lame  with  lying  in  the  fields,  by  a  Sciatica :  I 
mean,  fir,  the   Strapado.     After  which,  by  a  fecond 

O  3  retreat, 
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retreat,  indeed  running  away,  he  fcambled  into  this 
country,  and  fo  efcap'd  the  gallows ;  and  then  fnapp'd 
up  his  living  in  the  city,  by  his  wit  in  cheating,  pimp- 
ing, and  fuch  like  arts,  'till  the  cart  and  the  pillory 
ihew'd  him  too  publickly  to  the  world.  *  And  fo,  beg- 
ging being  the  laft  refuge,  he  enter'd  into  our  fociety  : 
and  now  lives  as  Kaneftfyj  I  muft.  needs  fay,  as  the  bed 
of  us. 

Spt\  Thou  fpeak'ft  good  language  too. 

i  Beg.  He  wras  a  courtier  born,  fir,  and  begs  on 
pleafure  I  affure  you,  refufmg  great  and  conftant  means 
from  able  friends  to  make  him  a  Itaid  man.  Yet,  the 
want  of  a  leg,  notwithstanding,  he  muft  travel  in  this 
kind  againft  all  common  reafon,  by  the  fpecial  policy  of 
providence. 

Spr.  As  how,  I  prithee? 

i  Beg.  His  father,  fir,  was  a  courtier;  a  great  court- 
beggar  I  afture  you  ;  I  made  thefe  verfes  on  him,  and 
his  fon  here. 

A  courtier  begged  by  covetife,  not  need, 
Frew  others  that,  'which  made  them  beg  indeed. 
He  begged  ''till  wealth  had  laden  him  with  cares , 
To  keep  for'' s  children,  and  their  children,  Jhares; 
While  the  opprefd,  that  lojl  that  great  eftate 
Seat  curfes  after  it  unto  their  fate. 
The  father  dies  (the  world  fays  )  'very  rich ; 
The  fon  being  gotten,  while  (it  feems)  the  itch 
Of  begging,  was  upon  the  courtly  fire, 
Or  bound  by  fate,  will  to  no  wealth  afpire, 
Thd*  offered  him  in  monsy,  cloaths  or  meat, 
More  than  he  begs,  or  inftantly  muft  eat. 
Is  not  he  heavenly  hlcfi,  that  hates  earth* s  treafure, 
And  begs,  with  what's  a  gentleman,  but's  pleafure  f 
Or  fay  it  beupofi  the  heir  a  curfe  ; 
Whafs  that  to  him  ?  the  beggar's  ne'er  the  worfe. 
For  of  the  general  fore  that  heaven  hasfent, 
He  values  not  a  penny  *tii£t  be  fpeiit* 

mi. 
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All.  A  {cribble,  a  fcribble! 

2  Beg.  What  city  or  court-poet  could  fay  more  than 
our  hedge^-mufe-monger  here  ? 

3  Beg.  What  fay  you,  fir,  to  our  poet  Scribble 
here  ? 

Spr.  I  like  his  vein  exceeding  well ;  and  the  whole 
concert  of  you. 

2.  Beg.  Concert,  fir,  we  have  murlcians  too  among 
us :  true  merry  beggars  indeed,  that  being  within  the 
reach  of  the  lafli  for  iinging  libellous  fongs  at  London, 
were  fain  to  fly  into  our  covey,  and  here  they  fing  all 
our  poet's  ditties.  They  can  fing  any  thing  moil  tuna- 
bly,  fir,  but  pfalms.  What  they  may  do  hereafter  un- 
der a  triple  tree,  is  much  expected.  But  they  live  very 
civilly  and  genteel  y  among  us. 

Spr.:  But  what  is  he  there?  that  folemn  old  fellow^ 
that  neither  fpeaks  of  himfelf,  nor  any  body  for  him. 

2  Beg.  O  fir,  the  rarefl  man  of  all,  He  is  a  pro- 
phet. See  how  he  holds  up  his  prognosticating  nofe. 
He  is  divining  now. 

Spr.  How,  a  prophet  ? 

2  Beg.  Yes,  fir,  a  cunning  man,  and  a  fortune- 
teller: 'tis  thought  he  was  a  great  clerk  before  his  de- 
cay, but  he  is  very  clofe,  will  not  tell  his  beginning, 
nor  the  fortune  he  himfelf  is  fallen  from:  but  he  ferves 
us  for  a  clergyman  Hill,  and  marries  us  if  need  be,  after 
a  new  way  of  his  own. 

Spr.  How  long  have  you  had  his  company  ? 

2  Eg.  But  lately  come  amongfl  us,  but  a  very  an- 
cient (holier  all  the  land  over,  and  has  travelled  with 
gipiies,  and  is  a  patrico.  Shall  he  read  your  fortune, 
fir  ? 

Spr*  If  it  plcafe  him. 

Fat.  Le.id  me  your  hand,  fir. 
By  this  J) aim  i  under  ft  a?id> 

7 bou  art  born  to  wealth  and  land, 
And  after  many  a  bitter  guft, 

Shalt  build  -with  thy  great  grandjire^s  dujl.. 

Spr.  Where  mail  I  find  it?  bat  come,  111  wot  troubW 
my  head  with  the  fearch. 
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2  Beg.  What  fay  you,  fir^  to  our  crew  ?  are  we  not 
well  congregated  ? 

Spr.  You  are  a  jovial  crew;  the  only  people  whofe 
happinefs  I  admire. 

3  Beg.  Will  you  make  us  happy  in  ferving  you  ? 
have  you  any  enemies  ?  {hall  we  fight  under  you  ?  will 
you  be  our  captain  ? 

2  Beg.  Nay,  our  king. 

3  Beg.   Command  us  fomething,  fir, 
Spr.  Where's  the  next  rendevouz  ? 

i  Beg.  Neither  in  village  nor  in  town : 
But  three  mile  off  at  Malpe-down. 
Spr.  At  evening  there  I'll  vifit  you. 

SONG. 

I. 

COur tiers,  ecur tiers,  think  it  no  f corn, 
That  filly  pocrfwains  in  love  Jhould be I 
Lowe  lies  hid  in  rags  all  torn, 
As  well  as  in  filks  and  bravery. 
Chorus.   And  the  beggar  he  loves  his  lafs  as  dear, 

As  he  that  has  thoufands,  thoufands,  thoufands^ 
As  he  that  has  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

II. 

States  and  titles  are  pitiful  things, 

'The  meanejl  ejlate  more  pleajing  does  prove, 

Lords  a?id  ladies,  princes  and  kings. 

With  beggars  have  equal  charms  in  love. 
Chorus.  And  the  beggar,  &c.  [Exeunt  Cantantus, 

Spr.  So,  now  away. 

They  dream  of  happinefs,  that  live  inflate, 
Bat  they  enjoy  it  that  obey  their  fate. 


AST 
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ACT    II. 

The   SCENE,  Oldrenfs  Houfe, 

Enter  Vincent,  Hilliard,  Meriel,  Rachel. 

Pin,  ¥  Am  overcome  with  admiration,  at  the  felicity 
I   they  take  ! 

Hit.  Beggars !  they  are  the  only  people  can  boaft 
the  benefit  of  a  free  ftate,  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  liber- 
ty, mirth  and  eafe  ;  having  all  things  in  common,  and 
nothing  wanting  of  nature's  whole  provifion  within  the 
reach  of  their  defires.  Who  would  have  loft  this  fight 
of  their  revels  ? 

Vin.  How  think  you,  ladies?  are  they  not  the  only 
happy  in  a  nation  ? 

Mer.  Happier  than  we  I'm  fure,  that  are  pent  up, 
and  ty'd  by  the  nofe  to  the  continual  fleam  of  hot  hof- 
pitality,  here  in  our  father's  houfe,  when  they  have  the 
air  at  pleafure,  in  all  variety. 

Ra.  And  though  I  know  we  have  merrier  fpirks 
than  they  ;  yet  to  live  thus  confin'd,  ftifles  us. 

Ail.  Why,  ladies,  you  have  liberty  enough;  or  may 
take  what  you  pleafe. 

Mer.  Yes,  in  our  father's  rule  and  government,  or 
by  his  allowance  :  what's  that  to  abfolute  freedom  ; 
iuch  as  the  very  beggars  have  ;  to  feaft  and  revel  here 
to-day,  and  yonder  to-morrow ;  next  day  where  they 
pleafe;  and  fo  on  ftil],  the  whole  country  or  kingdom 
over?  there's  liberty,  the  birds  of  the  air  can  take  no 
■more. 

Ran.  And  then    at  home  here,  or  wherefoever  he 

comes,  our  father  is  fo  peimvo,  (what  muddy  fpirit  foevtr 

polled  es  him,    would    I  could  conjure  it   out)  that  he 

make.,  us  even  fick  of  his  fadnefs,  that   were  wont  to 

Jee  my  gojjip  1  cock  to-day;   mould  cockle-bread ';  dance  clui* 
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terdepouch ;  and  hannykin  booby  ;  binde  barrels ;  or  do  any 
thing  before  him,  and  he  would  laugh  at  us. 

Mer.  Now  he  never  looks  upon  us,  but  with  a  figh, 
or  tears  in  his  eyes,  tho'  we  fimper  ever  fo  fan&ifiedly. 
What  tales  have  been  told  him  of  us,  or  what  he  fuf- 
pects  I  know  not;  God  forgive  him,  I  do ;  but  I  am 
weary  of  his  houfe. 

Ra*  Does  he  think  us  whores  tro,  becaufe  fometimes 
we  talk  as  lightly  as  great  ladies.  I  can  fwear  fafely 
for  the  virginity  of  one  of  us,  fo  far  as  word  and  deed 
goes :  marry,  thought's  free. 

Mer.  Which  is  that  one  of  us  I  pray  ?  yourfelf,  or 
me? 

Ra,  Good  Mer  Meriel,  chanty  begins  at  home. 
But  I'll  fwear  I  think  as  charitably  of  thee :  And  not 
only,  becaufe  thou  art  a  year  younger  neither. 

Mer.  I  am  beholden  to  you.  But  for  my  father,  I 
would  I  knew  his  grief,  and  how  to  cure  him,  or  that 
we  were  where  we  could  not  fee  it.  It  fpoils  our  mirth, 
and  that  has  been  better  than  his  meat  to  us. 

Fin.  Will  you  hear  our  motion,  ladies  ? 

Mer.  Pfeugh,  you  would  marry  us  prefently  out  of 
his  way,  becaufe  he  has  given  you  a'foolifh  kind  of  pro- 
mife:  but  we  will  fee  him  in  a  better  humour  firft,  and 
as  apt  to  laugh  as  we  to  lie  down,  I  warrant  him. 

Hill.  'Tis  like  that  courfe  will  cure  him,  would  you 
embrace  it. 

Ra.  We  will  have  him  cur'd  firft,  I  tell  you:  and 
•you  (hall  wait  that  feafon,  and  our  leifure. 

Mer.  I  will  rather  hazard  my  being  one  of  the  devil's 
ape  leaders,  than  to  marry  while  he  is  melancholy. 

Ra.  Or  I  to  flay  in  his  houfe,  to  give  entertainment 
to  this  knight,,  or  t'other  coxcomb,  that  comes  to  chear 
him  up  with  eating  of  his  chear:  when  we  mufl  fetch 
'em  fweet-meats,  and  they  muil  tell  us,  ladies,  your 
lips  are  fweeter,  and  then  fall  into  courtfhip,  one  in  a 
let  fpeecii  taken  out  of  Old  Britain's  works,  another 
with  verfes  out  of  the  Academy  of  Compliments,  or  fome 
oi  other  of  the  new   poetical  pamphletters,  ambitious 

only 
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only  to    fpoil  paper,  and  publifh  their  names  in  print* 
And  then  to  be  kifs'd,  and  fometimes  flaver'd fagh. 

Mer.  'Tis  not  to  be  endur'd.  We  muft  out  of  die 
houfe.  We  cannot  live  but  by  laughing,  and  that  a- 
loud,  and  nobody  fad  within  hearing. 

Fin.  We  are  for  any  adventure  with  you,  ladies. 
Shall  we  project  a  journey  for  you  ?  your  father  has 
trufted  you,  and  will  think  you  fafe  in  our  company  ; 
and  we  would  fain  be  abroad  upon  fome  progreis  with 
you.  Shall  we  make  a  fling  to  London,  and  fee  how 
the  fpring  appears  there  in  the  Spring -Garden  ;  and  in 
Hyde-park,  to  fee  the  races,  horfe  and  foot. 

Ra.  We  have  feen  all  already  there. 

Hi/.  But  there  ha'  been  new  plays  fince. 

Ra.  No,  no;  we  are  not  for  London. 

Hi/.  What  think  you  of  a  journey  to  Bath  then  ? 

Ra.  Worfe  than  t'other  way.  I  love  not  to  carry 
my  health  where  others  drop  their  difeafes.  There's 
no  fport  i'that. 

Fin.  Will  you  up  to  the  hill  top  of  fports,  then, 
and  merriments,  Dover's  Olimpicks  or  the  Cotfwold 
games. 

Mcr.  No,  that  will  be  too  publick  for  our  recrea- 
tion.    We  would  have  it  more  within  ourfelves. 

Hi/.  Think  of  fome  courfe  y ourfelves  then.  We 
are  for  you  upon  any  way,  as  far  as  horfe  and  money 
can  carry  us. 

Fin.  Ay,  and  if  thofe  means  fail  us,  as  far  as  our  legs 
can  bear,  or  our  hands  can  help  us. 

Ra.  And  we  will  put  you  to't.  Come  aSde,  Meriel— 

Fin,  Some  jeer,  perhaps,  to  put  upon  us. 

Hi/.  What  think  you  of  a  pilgrimage  to  St.  Wini- 
fride's  Well  ? 

Fin.  Or  a  journey  to  the  Wife  Woman  at  Nantwich, 
to  afk  if  we  be  fit  hu (bands  for  'em  ? 

Hi/.  They  are  not  fcrupulous  in  that,  we  having 
had  their  growing  loves  up  from  our  childhoods ;  and 
the  old  fquire's  good  will  before  all  men. 

Ra.  and  Me.  Ha,   ha,  ha--- 

Fin.  WThat's  the  conceit,  I  wonder, 
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Ra.  and  Me.  Ha,  ha,  ha— - 

Hil.  Some  merry  one  it  feems. 

Ra.  And  then,  Meriel— hark  again— -ha,  ha,  ha — 

Vin.  How  they  are  taken  with  it ! 

Mtr.  Ha,  ha,  ha— -hark  again,  Rachel. 

Hil.  Some  wonderful  new  nothing  fure.  They  will 
laugh  as  much  to  fee  a  fwallow  fly  with  a  white  fea- 
ther imp'd  in  her  tail. 

Fin.  They  were  born  laughing,  I  think. 

Ra.  and  Me.  Ha,  ha,  ha— 

Viri.  If  it  be  not  fome  trick  upon  us,  which  they'll 
difcover  in  fome  monitrous  fhape,  they  cozen  me.  Now, 
ladies,  is  your  proj eel:  ripe?  poflefs  us  with  the  know- 
ledge of  it. 

Fa.  It  is  more  precious  than  to  be  imparted  upon 
%  flight  demand. 

Hi/.  Pray  let  us  hear  it.  You  know  we  are  your 
tmfty  fervants. 

Vin.  And  have  kept  all  your  counfels  ever  fmce  we 
have  been  infant  play-fellows. 

Ra.  Yes,  you  have  play'd  at  all  kinds  of  fmall 
game  with  us ;  but  this  is  to  the  purpofe.  JJa,  ha, 
ha— 

Hil.  It  feems  fo  by  your  laughing. 

Ra.  And  afks  a  ftronger  tongue-tie  than  tearing  of 
books;  burning  of  famplers ;  making  dirt-pies;  or  pits 
and  paddle  in't. 

Fin.  You  know  how,  and  what  we  have  vow'd :  to 
Wait  upon  you  any  how,  and  any  whither. 

Mer.  And  you  will  ftand  to't  ? 

Hil.  Ay,  and  go  to't  with  you,  wherever  it  be. 

Mtr.  Pray  tell't  'em,  filler  Rachel. 

Ra.  Why  gentlemen— ha,  ha— thus  it  is--tell  it  jou, 
Meriel. 

Fi/,  O,  is  that  all  ? 

Mcr.  You  are  the  elder.     Pray  tell  it  you. 

Ra.  You  are  the  younger.  I  command  you  to  tell 
it.     Come,   out  with  it,  they  long  to  have  it. 

Hil.  When? 

Fin.  When? 

M(r. 
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Mer.  In  troth  you  muft  tell  it,  filler,  I  cannot. 
Pray  begin. 

Ra.  Then  gentlemen  ftand  your  ground. 

Vin.  Some  terrible  bufinefs  fure  ! 

Ra.  You  feem'd  e'en  now  to  admire  the  felicity  of 
beggars. 

Mer.  And  have  engag'd  yourfelves  to  join  with  us 
in  any  courfe. 

Ra.  Will  you  now  with  us,  and  for  our  fakes  turn 
beggars  ? 

Mer.  It  is  our  refolution,  and  our  injunction  on  you, 

Ra.  But  for  a  time,  and  a  fhort  progrefs. 

Mer.  And  for  a  fpring-trick  of  youth,  now,  in  the 
feafon. 

Vin.  Beggars!  what  rogues  are  thefe? 

Hi/.  A  fimple  trial  of  our  loves  and  fervice ! 

Ra.  Are  you  refolv'd  upon't  ?  if  not,  God  be  with 
you.     We  are  refolved  to  take  our  courfe. 

Mer.  Let  yours  be  to  keep  counfel. 

Vin.  Stay,  ftay.  Beggars  !  are  we  not  fo  already  ? 
don't  we  now  beg  your  loves,  and  your  enjoyings?  do 
we  not  beg  to  be  receiv'd  your  fervants  ?  to  kils  your 
hands,  or,  if  you  will  vouchfafe,  your  lips;  or  your 
embraces  ? 

Hi/.  We  now  beg,  that  we  may  fetch  the  rings  and 
prieft  to  marry  us,  wherein  are  we  no  beggars  ? 

Ra.  That  will  not  ferve.  Your  time's  not  come  for 
that  yet.     You  ihall  beg  victuals  iirft. 

Vin.  O,  I  conceive  your  begging  progrefs,  is  to 
ramble  out  this  fummer  among  your  father's  tenants ; 
and  'tis  in  requeft  among  gentlemen's  daughters  to  de- 
vour thdr  cheefe  cakes,  apple-pies,  cream  and  cuftards, 
tiapjacks  and  pan-puddings. 

Mer,  No,  no,  not  fo. 

Hi/.  Why  lb,  we  may  be  a  kind  of  civil  beggars. 

Ra.  I  mean,  itark,  errant,  downright  beggars.  Ay, 
without  equivocation  ;  ftatute  beggars. 

Mer.  Couchant  and  pail  ant,  guar  dan  t,  rampant  beg- 
gars. 
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Hit.  Stockant,  whippant  beggars ! 

Fin.  Muft  you  and  we  be  fuch  ?  would  you  fo  have 
it? 

Ra.  Such  as  we  faw  fo  merry  ;  and  you  concluded 
were  the  only  happy  people  in  a  nation. 

Mcr.  The  only  freemen  of  a  common -wealth;  free 
above  Scot-free ;  that  obferve  no  law,  obey  no  gover- 
nouf,  ufe  no  religion,  but  what  they  draw  from  their 
own  ancient  cuitom,  or  conititute  themfelves,  yet  are 
no  rebels. 

Ra\  Such  as  of  all  men's  meat,  and  all  men's  mo- 
ney, take  a  free  part  ;  and  wherefoe'er  they  travel, 
have  all  things^? -atis  to  their  hands  provided. 

Fin.  Cowrie  fare  moft  times. 

Ra.  Their  flomach  makes  it  good  ; 
And  feafts  on  that,   which  others  fcom  for  food. 

Mkr.  The  antidote,  content  is  only  theirs. 
And,  unto  that,  fuch  full  delights  are  known, 
That  they  conceive  the  kingdom  is  their  own. 

Vi?i.  'Fore  heaven  I  think  they  are  in  earned :  for 
they  were  always  mad. 

Hi/.  And  we  were  madder  than  they,  if  we  fhould 
lofe  'em. 

Fin.  'Tis  but  a  mad  trick  of  youth,  as  they  fay,  for 
the  fpring,  or  a  fhort  progrefs:  and  mirth  may  be  made 
out  of  it ;  if  we  knew  how  to  carry  it. 

Ra.  Pray  gentlemen  be  fudden. 
Hearkee  you  hear  the  cuckow.  [Cuckciv. 

Hi  I.  We  are  moil  refolutely  for  you  in  your  courie. 

Vin.  Eut  the  vexation  is  how  to  fet  it  on  foot. 

Ra.  We  have  projected  it.  Now  if  you  be  perfect 
lovers  and  friende,  fearch  you  the  means.  We  have 
puzzled  them. 

Merr.  I  am  glad  on't.     Let  'em,  pump. 

Fin.  'Troth  a  fmall  flock  will  ferve  to  fet  up  withal. 
This  coat  fold  off  o'  my  back,  might  ferve  to  furnifh  a 
camp -royal  of  us. 

Mil.  But  how  to  enter  or  arrange  ourfelves  into  the 
crew  will  be  the  difficulty.  If  we  light  raw  and  tame 
amcngil  them  (like  cage-birds  among  a  flight  of  wild 

ones) 
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ones),  we  mall  never  pick  up  a  living,  but  have  our 
brains  peck'd  out. 

Fin.  We  want  inflrudlions  dearly. 

Enter  Springlove, 

Hi/.  O  here  comes  Springlove.  His  great  benefac- 
torihip  among  the  beggars  might  prefer  us  with  autho- 
rity into  a  ragged  regiment  prefently.  Shall  I  put  it  to 
him. 

Ra.  Take  heed  what  you  do.  His  greatnefs  with  my 
father  will  betray  us. 

Vin.  I  will  cut  his  throat  then.  My  noble  Spring- 
love,  the  great  commander  of  the  Maunders,  and  king 
of  Canters,  we  faw  the  gratitude  of  your  loyal  fubje&s, 
in  the  large  tributary  content  they  gave  you  in  their  re- 
vels. 

Spr.  Did  you,  fir  ? 

Hit.  We  have  feen  all  with  great  delight  and  admi- 
ration. 

Sfr.  I  have  feen  you  too,  kind  gentlemen  and  ladies  ; 
and  overheard  you  in  your  ftrange  defign,  to  new-cre- 
ate  yourfelves  out  of  the  worldly  blefimgs,  and  fpiritual 
graces  heaven  has  beilow'd  upon  you,  to  be  partakers 
and  co-a6lors  too,  in  thole  vile  courfes,  which  you  call 
delights,  ta'enby  thofe  deipicable  and  abhorr'd  crea- 
tures. 

Vin.  Thou  art  a  defpifer,  nay  a  blafphemer  againil 
the  Maker  of  thefe  happy  creatures,  who,  of  ail  humane, 
have  priority  in  their  concent  ;  in  which  they  are 
ft>  blefl,  that  they  enjoy  moil  in  pofTeffing  leaft.  Who 
made  'em  fuch,  dofl  think  ?    Or  why  fo  happy  ? 

Ra.  He  grows  zealous  in  the  cauie  ;  fure  he'll  beg, 
indeed. 

Hi!.  Art  thou  an  hypocrite,  then,  all  this  while  ? 
Only  pretending  charity  ;  or  ufing  it  to  get  a  name  and 
praife  unto  thyfelf ;  and  not  to  cheriih  and  increafe 
thofe  creatures  in  their  mod  happy  way  of  living?  Or 
doft  thou  bellow  thine  alms  with  a  foul  purpole  to  flint 
their  begging,  and  with  lofs  to  buy  and  Have  thofe  free 
fouls  from  their  liberty  ? 

Mer. 
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Mer.  They  are  more  zealous  in  the  caufe  than  we. 

Spr.  But  are  you,  ladies,  at  defiance  too  with  repu- 
tation, and  the  dignity  due  to  your  father's  houfe  and 
you  ? 

Ra.  Hold  thy  peace,  good  Springlove  ;  and^  tho' 
you  feem  to  diflike  this  courfe,  and  reprove  us  for  it, 
do  not  betray  us  in  it  ;  your  throat's  in  queftion.  I  tell 
you  for  good  will,  good  Springlove. 

Mer.  What  wouldft  thou  have  us  do  ?  Thou  talk'ft 
o'  th'  houfe.  'Tis  a  bafe  melancholly  houfe.  Our  fa- 
ther's fadnefs  banifhes  us  out  on't.  And  for  the  delight 
thou  tek'ft  in  beggars  and  their  brawls,  thou  can'ft  not 
but  think  they  live  a  better  life  abroad,  than  we  do  in 
this  houfe. 

Spr.  I  have  founded  your  faith  :  And  I  am  glad  I 
find  you  all  right.  And  for  your  father's  fadnefs,  I'll 
tell  you  the  caufe  on't.  I  overheard  it  but  this  day 
in  private  difcourfe  with  his  merry  mate,  Mr.  Hearty  : 
He  has  been  told  by  fome  wizard,  that  you  both  were 
born  to  be  beggars. 

All.  How  !    How ! 

Spr.  For  which  he  is  fo  tormented  in  mind,  that  he 
cannot  fleep  in  peace,  nor  look  upon  you  but  with  hearts 
.grief. 

Fin.  This  is  moft  ftrange  ! 

Ra.  Let  him  be  grieved,  then,  till  we  are  beggars ; 
we  have  juft  reafon  to  become  fo  now  :  And,  what  we 
thought  on  but  in  jell  before,  we'll  do  in  earneft  now. 

Spr.  O,  I  applaud  this  re'foluion  in  you  ;  would  have 
perfwaded  it  ;  will  be  your  fervant  in't>  For,  look  ye, 
ladies,  the  fentence  of  your  fortune  does  not  fay, 
that  you  mall  beg  for  need,  hunger,  or  cold  neceflity. 
If,  therefore,  youexpofeyourfelves  on  pleafure  into  it, 
you  fhall  abfolve  your  deftiny  neverthelefs,  and  cure 
your  father's  grief.  I  am  overjoy'd  to  think  on't  j 
and  will  affift  you  faithfully 

All.  A  Springlove  !    a  Springlove  ! 

Spr.  I  am  prepar'd  already  for  the  adventure.  And 
will,  with  all  conveniences,  farnifh  and  let  you  forth ; 
give  your  dimenfions,  rules,  and  directions :    I  will  be 

your 
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Jour  guard,  your  convoy,  your  authority.  You  do 
not  know  my  power ;  my  command  i'th'  beggars  com- 
monwealth. 

Jm%  But  how,  but  how,  good  Mr.  Springlove  ? 

Spr.  I'll  confefs  all.  In  my  minority  my  mafter  took 
me  up  a  naked  beggar ;  bred  me  at  fchool  ;  then  took 
me  to  his  fervice,  you  know  in  what  good  fafhion  ; 
and  you  may  collect  to  memory  for  (even  late  fum- 
mers,  either  by  leave,  pretending  friends  to  fee,  at  far 
remote  parts  of  the  land,  or  elfe  by  Health,  I  would 
abfent  myfelf  from  fervice,  to  follow  my  own  plea- 
fure,  which  was  begging,  led  to't  by  nature.  My  in- 
dulgent mafter,  yet  ignorant  of  my  courfe,  onmyfub- 
mhTion,  when  cold  and  hunger  forc'd  me  back  at  win- 
ter, received  me  ftill  again.  'Till  two  years  fince, 
he  being  drawn  by  journey  towards  the  North,  where 
I  then  quarter'd  with  a  ragged  crew  ;  on  the  high- 
way, not  dreaming  of  him  there,  I  did  accoft  him 
with  a  Good  your  ivor/hip^  the  gift  ofonefmall  fenny  to  a 
cripple  ;  (for  here  I  was  with  him)  and  the  good  Lord  to 
b lefts  you,  and  reft  ore  it  you  in  heaven*  [Halt, 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Spr.  My  head  was  dirty -clouted,  and  this  leg  fwad- 
led  with  rags,  the  other  naked,  and  my  body  clad  like 
his  upon  the  gibbet.  Yet  he,  with  fearching  eyes, 
through  all  my  rags  and  counterfeit  poftures,  made 
difcovery  of  his  man  Springlove ;  chid  me  into  tears, 
and  a  confeflion  of  my  forefpent  life.  At  laft,  upon 
condition,  that  vagary  mould  be  the  laft,  he  gave  me 
leave  to  run  that  Summer  out.  In  Autumn  home 
came  I  in  my  home  cloaths  again,  and  former  duty.  My 
mailer  not  alone  conferv'd  my  counfel,  but  lays  more 
weighty  truft  and  charge  upon  me  ;  fuch  was  his  love 
to  keep  me  a  home-man,  that  he  conferred  his  ftew- 
ard's  place  upon  me,  which  clogg'd  me  the  laft  year, 
from  thofe  delights,  I  wou'd  not  lofe  again  to  be  his 
lord. 

All.  A  Springlove,  a  Springlove ! 

Spr.  Purfue  the  courfe  you  are  on  then,  as  chear- 
&lly  as   the  inviting  feafon  fmiles  upon  you  ;   think, - 

how 
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how  you  are  neceffitated  to  it,  to  quit  your  father's 
fadnefs,  and  his  fears  touching  your  fortune.  Till  you 
have  been  beggars  the  fword  hangs  over  him.  You 
cannot  think  upon  an  ac~l  of  greater  piety  to  your  fa- 
ther, than  to  expofe  yourfelves  brave  voluntiers,  un- 
prefs'd  by  common  need  into  this  meritorious  war- 
fare ;  whence  (after  a  few  days,  or  fhort  feafon  fpent) 
you  bring  him  a  perpetual  peace  and  joy,  by  expiating 
the  prophecy  that  torments  him.  'Twere  worth  your 
time  in  painful  woful  fleps,  with  your  lives  hazard  in 
a  pilgrimage,  fo  to  redeem  a  father.  But  you'll  find 
a  progrefs  of  fuch  pleafure  (as  I'll  govern  it)  that 
the  moil  happy  courts  could  never  boafl  in  all  their 
tramplings  on  the  countries  coil  ;  whofe  envy  we 
fhall  draw,  when  they  ihall  read,  we  out-beg  them, 
and  for  as  little  need. 

JiL  A  Springlove  !    a  Springlove  ! 

5/4%  Follow  me,  gallants,  then,  as  chearfully  as 

{hark  f)  we  are  fummon'd  forth.  [Birds  finging* 

AIL  We  follow  thee. 

Enter  Randal ;  a  fiyrfe  in  his  hand. 
Ran.  Well,  go  thy  ways.  If  ever  any  jutl  or  chari- 
table fleward  was  commended,  fure  thou  malt  be  at  the 
laft  quarter-day.  Here's  five-and- twenty  pounds  for 
this  quarter's  beggar's  charge.  And  (if  he  return 
not  by  the  end  of  this  quarter)  here's  order  to  a 
friend  to  fupply  for  the  next.  If  I  now  Ihou'd  ven- 
ture for  the  commendation  of  an  unjuft  fie  ward,  and 
turn  this  money  to  mine  own  ufe  !  Ha  !  dear  devil ! 
tempt  me  not.  I'll  do  thee  fervice  in  a  greater  mat- 
ter. But  to  rob  the  poor !  (a  poor  trick)  every 
churchwarden  can  do  it.  Now  fomething  whifpers 
me,  that  my  mailer,  for  his  Reward's  love,  will  fnpply 
the  poor,  as  I  may  handle  the  matter.  Then  I  rob  the 
fie  ward,  if  I  reilcre  him  not  the  money  at  his  return. 
Away,  temptation,  leave  me.  I  am  frail  ft  em  ;  yet 
I  will  right  with  thee.  But  fay  the  fleward  never  re- 
turn. O  but  he  will  return.  Perhaps  he  may  not 
return.     Turn  from  me  Satan:    llrive  not  to  clog  my 

confeience. 
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confcience.     I  wou'd  not  have  this  weight  upon't   for 
ail  thy  kingdom. 

Enter  Hearty  faging,  and  Oldrents. 
Hey  down,  hey  down,  a  don.vftf  &c. 

Ilea.  Remember,  fir,  your  covenant  to  be  merry. 

Old.  I  iirive,  you  fee,  to  be  fo.  Yet  fomething 
pricks  me  within  methinks. 

Hea.  No  further  thought,  I  hope,  of  fortune's  tell- 
tales. 

Old.  I  think  not  of  'em.  Nor  will  I  prefage,  that 
when  a  difpofition  of  fadnefs  o'erclouds  my  fpirits,  I 
fliall  therefore  hear  ill  news,  or  fhortly  meet  with  fome 
difafter. 

Hea.  Nay,  when  a  man  meets  with  bad  tidings, 
why  may  not  he  then  compel  his  mind  to  mirth  ;  as 
well  as  puling  ftomachs  are  made  ftrong  by  eating  againfl 
appetite. 

Old.  Forc'd  mirth  tho'  is  not  good. 

Hea.  It  relifhes  not,  you'll  fay.  No  more  does  meat 
that  is  moll  favory  to  a  long  fick  flomach,  until  by  ftrife 
and  cuftom  'tis  made  good. 

Old.  You  argue  well  ;  but  do  you  fee  yon  fel- 
low ? 

Hea.  I  never  noted  him  fo  fad  before.  He  neither 
fmgs,   nor  whittles. 

Old.  Something  troubles  him.  Can  he  force  mirth 
out  of  himfelf  now,  think  you  ? 

Hea.  What  fpeak  you  of  a  clod  of  earth  ;  a-  Hind  ? 
but  one  degree  above  a  beaft,  compar'd  to  the  lively 
fpirit  of  a  gentleman. 

Old.  He  looks,  as  he  came  laden  with  ill  news,  to 
meet  me  on  my  way. 

Hea.  'Tis  very  pretty.  Suppofe  the  afs  be  tir'd 
with  fadnefs  ;  will  you  disburthen  him  to  load  your- 
felf?  Think  of  your  covenant  to  be  merry  in  fpite  of 
fortune  and  her  riddle  makers. 

Old.  Why,  how  now,  Randal  !  Where's  Spring- 
love  ? 

Hea. 
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Hea.  He's  ever  in  his  care.  But  that  I  know  the 
old  fquire's  virtue,  I  mould  think  Springlove  were  Aire 
his  baftard.  [d/ide. 

Ran.  Here's  his  moriey,  fir.  I  pray  that  I  be  charg- 
ed with  it  no  longer.  The  devil  ar\d  I  have  ftrain'd 
courtefy  thefe  two  hours  about  it.  I  would  not  be  cor- 
rupted with  the  truft  of  mere  than  is  mine  own.  Mr. 
Steward  gave  it  me,  Sir,  to  order  it  for  the  beggars. 
He  has  made  me  Reward  of  the  barn  and  them,  while 
he  is  gone  (he  fays)  a  journey,  to  furvey  and  meafure 
lands  abroad  about  the  countries  ;  fome  purchafe,  I 
think,  for  your  worlhip. 

Old.  I  know  he's  meafuring  of  land.  He  is  gone  his 
old  way  ;  and  let  him  go.  Am  not  I  merry,  Hear- 
ty? 

Hea,  Yes  i  but  not  hearty  merry.  There's- a  whim, 
now. 

Old.  The  poor's  charge  fhall  be  mine.  Keep  you 
the  money  for  him.    . 

Ran.  Mine  is  the  greater  charge  then.  Knew  you 
bat  my  temptations  and  my  care,  you  would  difcharge 
me  of  it. 

Old.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ran.  I  have  not  had  it  fo  many  minutes,  as  I  have 
been  in  feveral  minds  about  it  -,  and  moil  of  them  dif- 
honeft. 

Old.  Go  then,  and  give  it  to  one  of  my  daughters 
to  keep  for  Springlove. 

Ran.  O,  I  thank  your  worfhip---  [Exit. 

Old.  Alas,  poor  knave !  How  hard  a  tafk  it  is  to  al- 
ter cuftom ! 

Hea.  And  how  eafy  for  money  to  corrupt  it.  What 
a  pure  treafurer  would  he  make  ! 

Old.  All  were  not  born  for  weighty  offices.  Which 
makes  me  think  of  Springlove.  He  might  have  ta'en 
his  leave,  tho'. 

Hea.  I  hope  he's  run  away  with  fome  large  truft  ;  I 
never  lik'd  fuch  demure  down-look'd  fellows. 

Old.  You  are  deceiv'd  in  him. 

Hea. 
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Hea.  If  you  be  not,  'tis  well.  But  this  is  from  the 
covenant. 

Old.  Well,  fir,  I  will  be  merry.  I'm  refolv'd  to 
force  my  fpirit  only  unto  mirth.  Shou'd  I  hear  now 
my  daughters  were  milled  or  run-a-way,  I-wou'd  not 
r  fend  a  figh  to  fetch  'em  back. 

Hea.  T'other  old  fong  for  that. 

SONG. 

THere  was  an  old  fellow  at  Waltham-Crofs, 
Who  merrily  fung  when  he  li^d  by  the  lojs. 
.    He  never  was  heard  to  figh  with  hey -ho  9 
But  fent  it  out  with  a  heigh  trolly  lo. 

He  chear^d  up  hi;  heart ,  when  his  goods  went  to  wreck, 
With  a  hemt  boyy  hem,  and  a  cup  ofoldfack . 

Old.  Is  that  the  way  on't  ?    Well,  it  mail  be  mine, 

then. 

Enter   Randal. 

Ran.  My  miftrefles  are  both  abroad,  fir. 

Old.  How  !    fince  when  ? 

Ran.  On  foot,  iir,  two  hours  fince,  with  the  two 
gentlemen  their  lovers.  Here's  a  letter  they  left  with 
the  butler  :    And  there's  a  muttering  in  the  houfe. 

Old.  I  will  not  read  nor  open  it  ;  but  conceive  with- 
in myfelf  the  worft  that  can  befal  them  ;  that  they  are 
loft,  and  no  more  mine.  What  follows  ?  That  I  am 
happy  ;  and  all  my  cares  are  flown.  The  counfel  I 
anticipated  from  my  friend,  fhall  ferve  to  fet  my  reft  up- 
on, without  all  further  helps,  to  jovial  mirth  ;  which 
I  will  force  out  of  my  fpleen  fo  freely,  that  grief  mall 
lofe  her  name,  where  I  have  being  ;  and  fadnefs  from 
my  further!  foot  of  land,  while  I  have  life,  be  ba- 
nifh'd. 

Hea.  What's  the  whim,  now  ? 

Old.  My  tenants  fhall  fit  rent-free  for  this  twelve- 
month ;  and  all  my  fervants  have  their  wages  doubled  ; 

and 


334        -^  Jovial  Crew;    ory 

and  fo  fhall  be  my  charge  in  houfe-keeping.  I  hope 
my  friends  will  find  and  put  me  to't. 

Hea.  For  them  111  be  your  undertaker,  fir  :  But 
this  is  overdone;    I  do  not  like  it. 

Old.  And  for  thy  news,  the  money  that  thou  hall 
is  now  thine  own.  I'll  make  it  good  to  Springlove. 
Be  fad  with  it  and  leave  me.  For  I  tell  thee  I'll  purge 
my  houfe  of  ftupid  melancholly. 

Ran.  I'll  be  as  merry  as  the  charge  that's  under 
me.   . 

[A  cofifus'd  ncife  within  of  laughing  and  Jin  gin gy   and 
one  crying   out. 

The  beggars,  fir,  do  you  hear  them  in  the  barn  ? 

Old.  I'll  double  their  allowance  too  ;  that  they  may 
double  their  numbers,  and  increafe  their  noife  :  Thefe 
bear  not  found  enough  ;  and  one,  methought,  cry'd  out 
among  them. 

Ran.  By  a  moft  natural  caufe.  For  there's  a  doxy 
has  been  in  labour,  fir,  and  'tis  their  cuilom,  with  fongs 
and  fhouts  to  drown  the  woman's  cries.  A  ceremony 
which  they  ufe,  not  for  devotion,  but  to  keep  off  no- 
tice of  the  work  they  have  in  hand.  Now  fhe  is  in 
the  flraw  it  feems ;  and  they  are  quiet. 

Hea.  Theftraw!  that's  very  proper  there.  That's 
Randal's  whim. 

Old.  We  will  have  fuch  a  lying-in,  and  fuch  achriften- 
ing ;  fuch  upfitting  and  goflipping  !  I  mean  to  fend 
forty  miles  circuit  at  the  leaft,  to  draw  in  all  the  beg- 
gars can  be  found  ;  and  fuch  devices  we  will  have  for 
jollity,  as  fame  fhall  boaft  to  all  pofterity.  Am  I  not 
merry,  Hearty  ?    hearty  merry. 

Hea.  Wou'd  you  were  elfe.  I  fear  this  overdo- 
ing. 

Old.  I'll  do't  for  expiation  of  a  crime,  that's  charg'd 
upon  my  confcience  till't  be  done. 

Hea.  What's  that  ?    what  fays  he  ? 

Old.  We  will  have  fuch  a  feftival  month  on't,  Ran- 
dal— 

Ran. 


The  Merry  Beggars.  335 

Ran.  Sir,  you  may  fpare  the  labour  and  the  coll  : 
They'll  never  thank  you  for't.  They'll  not  endure  a 
ceremony  that  is  not  their  own,  belonging  either  to 
child  or  mother.  A  month,  fir  !  they'll  not  be  de- 
tain'd  fo  long  for  your  eftate  :  their  work  is  done  al- 
ready ;  the  bantling's  born  ;  the  doxy's  in  the  ftrum- 
mel  ;  laid  by  an  Autumn  mort  of  their  own  crew,  that 
ferv'd  for  midwife  ;  and  the  child-bed  woman  eating  of 
hafty  pudding  for  her  fupper,  and  the  child  part  of  it 
for  pap,  I  warrant  you,  by  this  time  ;  then  to  fleep ; 
fo  to  rife  early  to  regain  the  flrength  by  travail, 
which  fhe  loft  by  travail. 

Hea.  There's  Randal  again. 

Old.  Can  this  be  ! 

Ran.  She'll  have  the  bantling  at  her  back  to-mor- 
row, that  was  to  day  in  her  belly,  and  march  a-foot 
back  with  It. 

Hea.  Art  there  again,  old  Randal  ? 

Ran.  And  for  their  goflipping,  now  you  are  fo  nigh, 
if  you'll  look  in,  I  doubt  not,  but  you'll  find  'enj  at 
their  high  feaft  already. 

Hea.  Pray,  let's  fee  'em,  fir. 

Randal  opens  the  fcene.  The  beggars  difco<ver.ed  at  tbiir 
Feaft  After  they  have  fcr ambled  awhile  at  their  'vic- 
tuals ;     this  SONG. 

ERE  fafe  in  our  (a)  {kipper,  let *s  (bj  cly  off  our 
(c)  peck, 

And  (d)  bowfe  in  defiance  0'  tfr   (e)  Harman-beck. 
Here's  ffj  pannum  and  fgj  lap,  and  good  fhj  poplars  of 

Yarrum, 
To  fdl  up  the   fij  crib,   and  to  comfort  the  (k)  quarron. 
Now  bowfe  a  rowid  health  to  the  go-well  and  come-well 
Of  Cicely  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  (I J  Jlrummel. 

Now 

(a)  Barn,  (b)  whip,  (c)  meat,  (d)  drink,  (e)  con- 
ftable.  (f)  bread,  (g)  porridge,  (h)  buttenfcilk, 
(i)  ftomach.      (k)  belly.      (I)   ftraw. 
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No<vj  bo<wfe  a  round  health  to  the  go-<well  and  come-welf 
Of  Cicely  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  firummel. 

Here's  (a)  ruffpeck  and  (b)  caffon,  and  all  of  the  befs 
And  f crap  of  the  dainties  of  fcj  gentry  coft^sfeaj}. 
Here's   (d)  grunter  and  (e)  bleater,  with  (f)  tib  of  the 

butt'ry, 
And  (g)  Margery  Prater,  all  drefs'd  without  fiutfry, 
For  all  this  bene  cribbing  and  peck  let  us  then, 
Bowfe  a  health  to  the  gentry  cok  of  the  (h)  ken. 

No<w  fcowfe  a  round  health  to   the  go -we  11  and  come- 

nvell 
Of  Cicely  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  firummel. 

Old,  Good  heaven,  how  merry  they  are. 

Hea.  Be  not  you  fad  at  that. 

Old.  Sad,  Hearty  ;  no,  unlefs  it  be  with  envy  at  their 
full  happinefs.  What  is  an  eftate  of  wealth  and  pow- 
er, ballanc'd  with  their  freedom,  but  a  meer  load  of 
outward  compliment,  when  they  enjoy  the  fruits  of  rich 
content  ?  Our  drofs  but  weighs  us  down  into  defpair, 
while  their  fublimed  fpirits  dance  i'th'  air. 

■Hea.  I  ha'  not  fo  much  wealth  to  weigh  me  down, 
nor  fo  little,    I  thank  chance,  as  to  dance  naked. 

Old.  True,  my  friend  Hearty,  thou  having  lefs  than 
I  (of  which  I  boaft  not)  art  the  merrier  man  :  But  they 
exceed  thee  in  that  way  fo  far,  that  mould  I  know  my 
children  now  were  beggars  (which  yet  I  will  not  read) 
I  mull  conclude  they  were  not  loft,  nor  I  to  be  ag- 
griev'dji 

Hea.  If  this  be  madnefs,  'tis  a  merry  fit. 

Enter  Patrico.       Many  of  the  beggars  look  out. 
Pat.   (;')  Toure  out  with  your  (k)  glaziers,  I  fwear  by 

the 

.(a)  bacon.  (b)  beef.  {c)  gentlemen.  (d)  pig. 
(e)  mutton.  (/)  goofe.  (g)  a  hen.  (h)  houfe. 
(/)  look,      [k)  eyes. 
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the  (a)  ruffin,  that  we  are  aflaulted  by  a  (b)  queer  cuf- 

fin. 

Ran.  Hold  !  what  do  you  mean,  my  friends  ?  This 
is  our  mailer,  the  mailer  of  your  feaft  and  feafting- 
houfe. 

Pat.  Is  this  the  gentry  cofe  ? 

All  the  beggars.  Lord  blefs  his  worfhip.  His  good 
worfhip.     Blefs  his  worfhip.  \Exit  beggars^ 

Manet  Patrico. 
Pat.  Now,  bounteous  fir,  before  you  go, 
Hear  me,  the  beggar  (c)  Patrico, 
Or  priefl,  if  you  do  rather  chufe, 
That  we  no  word  of  canting  ufc. 
Long  may  you  live,  and  may  your  flore 
Never  decay,  nor  baulk  the  poor : 
And  as  you  more  in  years  do  grow, 
May  treafure  to  your  coffers  flow  ; 
And  may  your  care  no  more  thereon 
Be  fet,  than  ours  are,  that  have  none  : 
But  as  your  riches  do  increafe, 
So  may  your  heart's  content  and  peace. 
And,  after  many,  many  years, 
When  the  poor  have  quit  their  fears 
Of  lofing  you  ;  and  that  with  heaven 
And  all  the  world  you  have  made  even; 
Then  may  your  bleil  poflerity, 
Age  after  age  fuccemvely, 
Until  the  world  mall  be  untwin'd, 
Inherit  your  eilate  and  mind ; 
So  mail  the  poor  to  the  lad  day, 
For  you,  in  your  fuccemon,  pray. 

Hea.  'Tis  a  good  vole,  fir  Patrico  ;  but  you  are  tod 
grave.  Let  us  heai  and  fee  fomething  of  your  merry 
grigs,  that  can  fmg  ;  play  gambols,  avid  do  feats. 

Pat.  Sir,  I  can  lay  my  funclion  by, 
And  talk  as  wild  and  wantonly, 

(a)  the  devil.       $)  a  juflice  of  peace,      (c)  .(It: 
pneft. 

Vox,,  VI.  P  As 
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As  Tom,  or  Tib,  or  Jack,  or  Jill, 
When  they  at  (a)  bowfing  ken  do  fwill. 
Will  you  therefore  deign  to  hear 
My  (b)  autumn  mort,   with  throat  as  clear, 
As  was  dame  Aniffes  of  the  name  ; 
How  fWeet  in  fong  her  notes  fhe'll  frame, 
That  when  fhe  chides,  as  loud  as  yawning , 
As  chanticleer  wak'd  by  the  dawning. 

Hea.  16es,  pray,  let's  hear  her.     What  is  fne  your 
wife  ? 

Pat.  Yes,  fir,  we  of  our  miniftry, 
As  well  as  thofe  o'  th*  prefbytery, 
Take  wives  and  defy  dignity.  [Exit. 

Hea.  A  learned  clerk  in  verity  ! 

Enter  Patrico  with  his  old 'wife,  with  a  wooden  howl  of 
drink.      She  is  drunk. 

Pat.  By  (c)  falmon,   I  think  my  mort  is  in  drink. 
I  find  by  her  ftink  ;  and  the  pretty  pretty  pink 
Of  her  eyes,  that  half  wink, 

That  the  tipling  feaft,  with  the  doxy  in  the  neft,  hath 
turn'd  her  brain,  to  a  merry  merry  vein. 

Mort.  Go  fiddle  Patrico,  and  let  me  fing.  Firft  fet 
me  down  here  on  both  my  [d)  prats.  Gently,  gently, 
for  cracking  of  my  wind  ;  now  I  mull  ufe  it.  Hem, 
hem. 

She  fags. 

THIS  is  (e)  bien  bowfe,  this  is  bien  bowfe, 
Too  little  is  my  fkew, 
/bowfe  no  lage,  but  a  whole  gage 
Of  this  Til  bowfe  to  you. 

This 

(a)  Ale-houfe.  (b)  a  beggar-woman  with  a  child  at 
her  back,  (c)  the  beggar's  oath,  [d)  buttocks,  (e)  good 
4rink. 
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This  bowfe  is  better  than  rom-bowfe, 

It  Jets  the  {a)  gan  a  giggling ; 
The  autumn  mort  finds  better  /part 

In  bowfing  than  in  (b)  nigling. 

This  is  bien  bowfe,  &ci 
[She  tojfes  off  her  bowl,  falls  back>    and  is   carried  out.] 

Pat.  So,  fo  ;  your  part  is  done—     [Exit  with  heri 
Hea.  How  find  you,  fir,  yourfelf  ? 
Old.  Wondrous  merry,  my  good  Hearty, 

Enter  Patrico. 

Hat.  I  wifh  we  had,  in  all  our  ftore, 
Something  that  could  pleafe  you  more. 
The  old  or  autumn  mort\  afleep  ; 
But  before  the  young-ones  creep 
Into  the  ftraw,  fir,  if  you  are, 
(As  gallants  fometimes  love  coarfe  fare, 
So  it  be  frefh  and  wholefome  ware,) 
Difpos'd  to   (c)  doxy  or  a  (d)  dellt 
That  never  yet  with  man  did  mell  j 
Of  whom  no  (e)  upright  man  is  tafter  ; 
I'll  prefent  her  to  you,  mailer. 

Old.  Away,  you  wou'd  be  puniih'd.     Oh  \ 

Hea.  How  is  it  with  you,  fir  ? 

Old.  A  fudden  qualm  overcomes  my  fpirits.  But 
'twill  away. 

Enter  Dancers. 
Pat.    See,   in  their  rags,   then,   dancing  for  youf 
fports, 
Our  if)  clapper  dugeons  and  their  walking  marts. 

[Dance.] 
Pat.  You  have  done  well.     Now  let  each  tripper, 
make  a  retreat  into  the  [g)Jkipper  ;    and    (h)  cou-h  a 

P  2  hogpead, 

{a)  the  mouth,  (b)  lying  with  a  man.  (c)  whore. 
(d)  young  buxom  wench,  (v)  having  fole  ri6ht  to 
the  firft  night's  lodging  with  the  dells,  (j  )  beggar- 
born,    (jr)  barn.     \h)  go  to  bed 
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hogjhead,  till  the  (a)  darkman^s  pafH  then  all  with  bag 
and  baggage  (b)  bing  a<waft.  [Ex.  beggars. 

Ran.  I  told  you,  fir,  they  would  be  gone  to -mor- 
row. 
I  underftand  their  canting. 

Old.  Take  that  amongft.  you---  [Gives  money. 

Pat.  May  rich  plenty  fo  you  blefs, 
Tho'  you  flill  give,  you  ne'er  have  lefs.  [Exit. 

He  a.  And  as  your  walks  may  lead  this  way, 
Pray,  ftrike  in  here  another  day. 

So  you  may  go,  fir  Patrico— -  how  think  you,  fir  ?  or 
what  ?  or  why  do  you  think  at  all,  unlefs  on  fack  and 
fupper  time  ?  do  you  fall  back  ?  do  you  not  know  the 
danger  of  relapfes  ? 

Old.  Good  Hearty,  thou  miflak'ft  me.  I  was  think- 
ing upon  this  Patrico  ;  and  that  he  has  more  foul  than 
a  born-beggar  in  him. 

Hea.  Rogue  enough,  tho',  to  offer  us  his  what-d'calls, 
his  doxies.  Heart  and  a  cup  of  fack,  do  we  look  like 
beggar-nigglers. 

Old.  Vrzy',  forbear  that  language. 

Hea.  Will  you  then  talk  of  fack  that  can  drown  figh- 
ing  ?  will  you  in  to  fupper,  and  take  me  there  your 
guefl  ?  or  muft  I  creep  into  the  barn  amongft  your  wel- 
come ones  ? 

Old.  You  have  rebuk'd  me  timely,  and  moft  friend- 
ly. [Exit. 

Hea.  Would  all  were  well  with  him.  [Exit. 

Ran.  It  is  with  me. 

For  no*w  tbefe  pounds  arc,  as  1  feel  the?n  pwag, 
Light  at  my  heart,  tho'  heavy  in  the  bag.  [Exit. 

[a]  Night,     (b)  hafle  away. 

ACT 
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ACT    III. 

SCENE,    the  Fields. 

Enter  Vincent  and  Hilliard. 
Vin.TS  this  the  life  that  we  admir'd  in  others,  with  en- 
A  yy  at  their  happinefs  ? 

Hea.  Fray,  let  us  make  virtuous  ufe  of  it,  and  re- 
pent us  of  that  deadly  fin,  before  a  greater  punifhment 
than  famine  and  lice  fall  upon  us,  by  fleering  our  courfc 
homeward.    Before  I'll  endure  fuch  another  night— - 

Tin.  What  ?  what  wouldft  thou  do  ?  I  wifh  thy  mif- 
trefs  heard  thee. 

Hill.  I  hope  me  does  not.  For  I  know  there  is  no 
altering  our  courfe  before  they  make  the  fifffc  motion. 

Fin.  Is't  poflible  we  mould  be  weary  already,  and 
before  their  fofter  confcitutions  of  fiefh  and  blood  ? 

Hill.  They  are  the  Wronger  in  will  it  feems. 

Enter  SpringlG<ve. 

Spr.  How  now,  comrades  ,  repining  already  at  your 
fulnefs  of  liberty  ?    Do  you  complain  of  eafe  ? 
i    Fin.    Eafe,    call'il  thou  it  ?    Didft    thou   fleep    to- 
night ? 

Spr.  Not  fo  well  thefe  eighteen  months,  I  fwear  ; 
lince  my  lafl  walks. 

Hill.  Lightning  and  tempeft  is  out  of  thy  litany, 
Cou'd  not  the  thunder  wake  thee  ? 

Spr.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fin.  Nor  the  noife  of  the  crew  in  the  quarter  by  us  ? 

Hill.  Nor  the  hogs  in  the  hovel,  that  cry'd  till  they 
drown'd  the  noife  of  the  wind  ?  If  I  cou'd  but  once 
have  dreamt  in  all  my  former  nights,  that  fuch  an  af- 
fliction could  have  been  found  among  beggars,  fure  I 
mould  never  have  travell'd  to  the  proof  on't. 

Fin.  We  look'd  upon  them  in  their  jollity,  and  caft 
no  further. 

P  3  Hill. 
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Hill.  Nor  did  that  only  draw  us  forth,  by  your  fa- 
vour Vince,  but  our  obedience  to  our  loves,  -  which  we 
mull  fuffer,  till  they  cry  home  again.  Are  they  not 
weary  yet,  as  much  as  we,  doft  think  Springlove  ? 

Spr.  They  have  more  moral  underftanding  than  (o. 
They  know,  and  fo  may  you,  this  is  your  birth -night 
into  a  new  world.  And  we  all  know,  or  have  been 
told,  that  all  come  crying  into  the  world,  when  the 
whole  world  of  pleafures  is  before  us.  The  world  it- 
felf  had  ne'er  been  glorious,  had  it  not  firfl  been  a  con- 
fus'd  chaos. 

Vin.  Well :  never  did  knights -errant  in  all  adven- 
tures, merit  more  of  their  ladies,  than  we  beggar- 
errants  or  errant-beggars,  do  in  ours. 

Spr.  The  greater  will  be  your  reward  ;  think  upon 
that,  and  mew  no  manner  of  diftafte  to  turn  their  hearts 
from  you.     You're  undone  then. 

Hill.  Are  they  ready  to  appear  out  of  their  privy 
lodgings,  in  the  pigs  palace  of  pleafure  ?  Are  they 
coming  forth  ? 

Spr.  I  left  'em  almoft  ready,  fitting  on  their  pads  of 
flraw,  helping  to  drefs  each  other's  head  ;  the  one's 
eye  is  t'other's  looking-glafs,  with  the  prettieft  coyle 
they  keep  to  fit  their  fancies  in  the  mod  graceful  way 
of  wearing  their  new  dreffings,  that  you  would  ad- 
mire. 

Vin.  I  hope  we  are  as  gracefully  fet  out.  Are  we 
not  ?    . 

Spr.  Indifferent  well.  But  will  you  fall  to  pra&ife  ? 
Let  me  hear  how  you  can  maund,  when  you  meet  with 
paffengers. 

HilL  We  do  not  look  like  men,  I  hope,  too  good  to 
learn. 

Spr.  Suppofe  fome  perfons  of  worth  or  wealth  paf- 
fing  by  now  :  Note  me  ;  good  your  good  worfhip, 
your  charity  to  the  poor,  that  will  duly  and  truly  pray 
for  you  day  and  night 

Vin.  Away,  you  idle  rogue,  you  mould  be  fet  to 
work  and  whipt. 

Spr,  That  is  lame  and  fick,  hungry  and  comfortlefs— 

Vin. 
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Vin.   If  you  were  well  ferv'd 

Spr.  And  even  to  blefs  you  and  reward  you  for  it—-* 

Hill.  Prithee  hold  thy  peace  (here  be  doleful  notes 
indeed)  and  leave  us  to  our  own  genius.  If  we  muft 
beg,  let's  let  it  go  as  it  comes,  by  infpiration.  I  love 
not  your  fet  form  of  begging. 

Spr.  Let  me  inftrucl  you,  tho\ 

Enter  Rachel  and  Meriel in  rags. 

Ra.  Have  a  care,  good  Meriel,  what  hearts  or  limbs 
foever  we  have,  and  tho'  never  fo  feeble,  let  us  fet  cur 
bell  faces  on't,  and  laugh  our  lafl  gafp  out  before  we 
difcover  any  diflike,  or  wearinefs  to  them.  Let  us 
bear  it  out,  till  they  complain  firft,  and  beg  to  carry  us 
home  a  pick -pack. 

Mer.  I  am  forely  furbated  with  hoofing  already  tho\ 
and  fo  crupper-cramp'd  with  our  lodging,  and  fo  bum- 
fiddled  with  the  ftraw,  that  ■    ■■■»        > 

Ra.  Think  not  on't.  I  am  numb'd  i'th'  bum  and 
moulders  too  a  little  ;  and  have  found  the  difference  be- 
tween a  hard  floor  with  a  little  ftraw,  and  a  down  bed 
with  a  quilt  upon't.  But  no  words,  nor  a  four  look, 
prithee. 

Hill.  O,  here  they  come  ;  now,  madam  Fewcloathi 
and  my  lady  Bonnyrag. 

Vin.  Peace,  they  fee  us. 

Ra.  fcf  Mer,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Vin.  We  are  glad  the  object  pleafes  you. 

Ra.  So  does  the  fubjed.      Now  you  appear  the  glo 
ries  of  the  fpring,  darlings  of  Phcebus,  and  the  fummer's 
heirs. 

Hill.  How  fairer,  than  fair  Flora's  felf  appear, 
To  deck  the  fpring,   Diana's  darlings  dear ! 
O  let  us  not,  Acleon-like,  be  ftruck, 
On  your  half  nakednefs,  fmce  courteous  rags 
Cover  the  reft,  into  the  ihape  of  ftags. 

Ra.  iff  ikfcr.  Ha,  ha,  ha.— —We  are  glad  you  are 
fo  merry. 

Vin.  Merry  and  lufty  too.  This  night  will  we  lie 
together  as  well  as  the  proudeft  couple  in  the  barn. 

P  4  Hill. 
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Hill.  And  fo  will  we.     I  can  hold  out  no  longer. 

Ra.  Does  the  ftraw  ftir  up  your  flelh  to't,  gentle- 
men ? 

Mtr.  Or  does  your  provender  prick  you  ? 

$pr.  W  hat  ?  do  we  come  for  this  ?  laugh  and  lye 
down  when  your  bellies  are  full.  Remember,  ladies, 
you  have  not  begg'dyet,  to  quit  your  deftiny  :  But  have 
liv'd  hitherto  on  my  endeavours.  Who  got  your  fup- 
pers,  pray,  laft  night,  but  I  ?  Of  dainty  trencher- 
fees,  from  a  gentleman's  houfe  ;  fuch  as  the  fervingmen 
themfelves,  fometimes,  would  have  been  glad  of.  And 
this  morning  now,  what  comfortable  chipping  and  fweet 
buttermilk  had  you  to  break  fail ! 

Ra.  O,  'twas  excellent !    I  feel  it  good  ftill  here. 

Mcr.  There  was  a  brown  cruft  amongfl:  it,  that  has 
made  my  neck  fo  white,  methinks  ;    is  it  not,  Rachel  ? 

Ra.  Yes.  You  gave  me  none  on't.  You  ever  co- 
vet to  have  all  the  beauty.  'Tis  the  ambition  of  all 
younger  filters. 

Fin.  They  are  pleafed,  and  never  like  to  be  weary. 

HilL  No  more  muft  we,  if  we'll  be  theirs. 

Spr.  Peace.  Here  come  paffengers.  Forget  not 
your  rules  ;  and  quickly  difperfe  yourfelves,  and  fall 
to  your  calling——*—* 

Enter  two  Gentlemen, 

1 .  Lead  the  horfes  down  the  hill.  The  heat  of  our 
fpeed  is  over,  for  we  have  loll  our  journey. 

2.  Had  they  taken  this  way,  we  had  overtaken  'em, 
or  heard  of 'em,  atleaft. 

i .  But  fome  of  our  fcouts  will  light  on  'em,  the 
whole  country  being  overfpread  with  'em. 

2.  There  was  never  fuch  an  efcape  elfe. 

Vin.  A  fearch  for  us,  perhaps  :  Yet  I  know  not 
them,  nor  they  me,  I  am  fure.  I  might  the  better  beg 
©f  them  :  But  how  to  begin  or  fet  the  word  leg  for- 
wards, would  I  were  whipt  if  I  know  now. 

i .  That  a  young  gentlewoman  of  her  breeding,  and 
heir  to  fuch  an  eftate,  fhould  fly  from  fo  great  a  match, 
and  run  away  jvith  her  uncle's  clerk  ! 

12.  The 
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2.  The  old  juflice  will  run  mad  upon't,  I  fear. 

Vin.  If  I  were  to  be  hang'd  now,  I  cou'd  not  beg 
for  my  life, 

Spr.  Step  forwards,  and  beg  handfomely  :  I'll  fct 
my  goad  in  your  breech  elfe, 

Vin.  What  mail  I  fay  ? 

Spr.  Have  I  not  told  you  ?     Now  begin. 

Vin,  After  you,  good  Springlove. 

Spr.  Good,  your  good  worlhips 

1 .  Away  you  idle  vagabond  —- * 

Spr.  Your  worfhip's  charity  to  a  poor  creature  wejl$ 
nfgh  ftarv'd. 

Vin.  That  will  duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

2.  You  counterfeit  villains,  hence. 

Spr.  Good  mailers  fweet  worfhip,  for  the  tender  mer- 
cy of 

Vin.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

1 .  You  mould  be  well  whipt,  and  fct  to  work,  if  you 
were  duly  and  truly  ferv'd. 

Vin.  Did  not  I  fay  fo  before  ? 

Spr.    Good  worfhipful  mailers    worihip,    to   bellow 

your  charity,    and— to  maintain  your  health  and 

limbs. 

Vin.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.     - 

2.  Be  gone,  I  fay,  you  impudent,  luily,  young  raf- 
cals. 

1.  I'll  fet  you  going  elfe.  {Switches  them. 
Spr.  Ah,  the  goodnefs  of  compaflion,  to  foftenyour 

hearts  to  the  poor. 

Vin.  Oh,  the  devil ;  mull  not  we  beat  'em  now  ? 
fteth 

Spr.  Nor  mew  an  angry  look  for  all  the  skin  of  our 
backs.  Ah,  the  fweetnefs  of  that  mercy  that  gives  to 
all,  to  move  your  companion  to  the  hungry,  when  it 
mail  feem  good  unto  you,  and  night  and  day  to  blefs 
all  that  yog  have.     Ah,  ah—,..- 

2.  Come  back,  fir  rah.  His  patience  and  humility 
has  wrought  upon  me. . 

Vin.  Duly  ancj — . — 

P  5  2.  Not 
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2.  Not  you,  firrah;  the  other.  You  look  like  a 
fturdy  rogue. 

Spr.  Lordblefs  your  mailer's  worfhip. 

2.  There's  a  halfpenny  for  you.  Let  him  have  no 
fhare  with  you. 

Fin.  Weihall  never  thrive  o'  this  trade. 

i .  They're  of  a  fraternity,  and  will  fhare,  I  war- 
rant you. 

Spr.  Never  in  our  lives,  truly.  He  never  begg'd 
with  me  before. 

i.  But  if  hedges  or  hen-roofts  cou'd  fpeak,  you 
might  be  found  fharers  in  pillage,  I  believe. 

Spr.  Never  faw  him  before,  blefs  you  good  mailer, 
in  all  my  life.  (Beg  for  your  felf  ,•  your  credit's  gone 
elfe.)     Good  heaven  to  blefs  and  profper  you. 

[Exit. 

2.  Why  doll:  thou  follow  us  ?  Is  it  your  office  to  be 
privy  to  our  talk  ? 

Vin.  Sir,  I  befeech  you  hear  me.  (s'Life,  what  fhall 
I  fay  ?)  I  am  a  ftranger  in  thefe  parts,  and  deftitute  of 
means  and  apparel. 

i .  So  methinks,  and  what  of  that  ? 

Vin.  Will  you,  therefore,  be  pleas'd,  as  you  are 
worthy  gentlemen,  and  blefs'd  with  plenty 

2.  This  is  courtly  ! 

Vin.  Out  of  your  abundant  ftore,  toward  my  relief 
in  extreme  neceflity,  to  furnifh  me  with  a  fmall  parcel 
of  money  ;  five  or  fix  pieces,  or  ten,  if  you  can  pre- 
sently fpare  it. 

X.  2.    Stand  off. 

Viti.  I  have  fpoil'd  all ;  and  know  not  how  to  beg 
ctherwife. 

i .  Here's  a  new  way  of  begging  ! 

Vin.  Quite  run  out  of  my  initructions. 

2.  Some  highway  thief,  o'  my  confcienc*,  that  for- 
gets he  is  weaponless. 

Vin.  Only  to  make  you  merry,  gentlemen,  at  my  un- 
skilfulnefs  in  my  new  trade.  I  have  been  another  man 
in  my  days.     So  I  kifs  your  hands.  [Exit. 

i.  With 
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1.  With  your  heels,  do  you, 

2.  It  had  been  good  to  have  apprehended  the  rake- 
fhame.  There  is  fome  myftery  in  his  rags.  But  let 
him  go. 

Enter  Oliver  t  putting  up  his  f<word. 

OL  You  found  your  legs  in  time.  I  had  made  you 
halt  for  fomething,   elfe. 

1 .  Matter  Oliver,  well  return'd ;  what  ?  what's  the 
matter,  fir  ? 

OL  Why,  fir,  a  counterfeit  lame  rogue  begg'd  of 
me  ;  but  in  fuch  language,  the  high  iheriff  's  fon  of  the 
fhire  cou'd  not  have  fpoke  better  ;  nor  to  have  bor- 
row'd  a  greater  fum.  He  ask'd  me  if  I  cou'd  fpare 
him  ten  or  twenty  pound.  I  fwitch'd  him,  his  cudgel 
was  up.  I  drew,  and  into  the  wood  he  Tcap'd  me,  as 
nimbly— But,  firft,  he  told  me,  I  mould  hear  from  him 
by  a  gentleman,  to  require  fatisfadlion  of  me. 

2.  We  had  fuch  another  begg'd  of  us.  The  court 
goes  a  begging,  I  think. 

1 .  Dropt  through  the  clouds,  I  think.  Met  you  no 
news  of  your  kinfwoman,    miitrefs  Anne  ? 

OL  No.  What's  the  matter  with  her  ?  Goes  her 
marriage  forwards  with  young  mailer  Talboy  ?  I  ha- 
ften'd  my  journey  from  London  to  be  at  the  wed* 
ding  ? 

2.  'Twas  to  have  been  yeilerday  morning  ;  all  things 
in  readinefs  prepar'd  for  it  ;  but  the  bride,  flolen  by 
your  father's  clerk,  isiliptaway.  We  were  in  queft 
of  'em,  and  fo  are  twenty  more,  feveral  ways. 

OL  Such  young  wenches  will  have  their  own  ways 
in  their  own  loves,  what  matches  foever  their  guardians 
make  for  'em.  And  I  hope  my  father  will  not  follow 
the  law  fo  clofe  to  hang  his  clerk  for  flealing  his  ward 
with  her  own  confent.  It  may  breed  fuch  a  grudge, 
as  may  caufe  fome  clerk  to  hang  their  mailers,  that 
have  'em  o'  the  hip  of  injuflice.  Befides,  Martin,  tho* 
he   be  his   fervant^  he  is  a  gentleman ;    but,  indeed, 

P  6  th* 
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the  miferablefl  rafcal !   He  will  grude  her  meat  when 
he  has  her. 

1 .  Your  father  is  exceedingly  troubled  at  their  ef- 
cape,  I  wifh  that  you  may  qualify  him  with  your  rea- 
fons. 

O/.  But  what  fays  Talboy  to  the  matter,  the  bride- 
groom, that  fhould  ha'  been  ? 

2.  Marry  he  fays  little  to  the  purpofe  ;  but  cries  out- 
right. 

O/.  I  like  him  well  for  that :  he  holds  his  humour. 
A  mrferable  wretch  too,  tho'  rich.  I  ha'  known  him 
cry  when  he  has  loft  but  three  fhillings  at  mumchance. 
But,  gentlemen,  keep  on  your  way  to  comfort  my  fa- 
ther. I  know  fome  of  his  man's  private  haunts  about 
the  country  here,  which  I  will  fearch  immediately. 

i.  We'll  accompany  you  if  you  pleafe. 

Gl.  No,  by  no  means :  that  will  be  too  publick. 

2.  Do  your  pleafure.  \Exit.  Gent, 

01.  My  pleafure,  and  all  the  fearch  that  I  intend,  is, 
by  hovering  here,  to  take  a  review  of  a  brace  of  the 
handfomeft  beggar  braches  that  ever  grac'd  ditch  or 
hedge  fide.  I  pafs'd  by  them  in  hafte,  but  fomething  fo 
poffeffes  me,  that  I  mull— what  the  devil  muft  I?  A 
beggar  ?  why,  beggars  are  flefh  and  blood ;  and  rags 
are  no  difeafes.  And  there  is  much  wholefomer  flefh 
under  country  dirt,  than  city  painting  :  and  lefs  dangtr 
in  dirt  and  rags,  than  in  cerufe  and  iattin.  I  duril  not 
take  a  touch  at  London,  both  for  the  prefent  coil, 
and  fear  of  an  after-reckoning. 

Enter  Vincent. 

'Heart,  here's  another  delay.  I  muft  fhift  him.  Doil 
hear  heneft  poor  fellow  ?  I  prithee  go  back  prefently  : 
and  at  the  hill  foot  (here's  fixpence  for  thy  pains)  thou 
fhalt  find  a  footman  with  a  horfe  in  his  hand.  Bid  him 
wait  there,     His  mailer  will  come  prefently,  fay. 

Vin.  Sir,  I  have  a  bufmefs  of  another  nature  to  you. 
Which  (as  I  prefume  you  are  a  gentleman  of  right  noble 
fpirit  and  resolution)  you  will  receive  without  offence  ; 

and 
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and  in  that  temper  as  moft  properly  appertains  to  the 
moft  heroick  natures. 

01.  Thy  language  makes  me  wonder  at  thy  perfon. 
What's  the  matter  with  thee  ?  quickly. 

Vin.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  call  to  mind  a  late  affront, 
which,  in  your  heat  of  paflion,  you  gave  a  gentle- 
man. 

01.  What,  fuch  a  one  as  thou  art,  was  he. 

Vin.  True,  noble  fir.  Who  could  no  lefs  in  honour, 
than  direcl  me,  his  chofen  friend,  unto  you,  with  the 
length  of  his  fword,  or  to  take  the  length  of  yours. 
The  place,  if  you  pleafe,  the  ground  whereon  you 
parted ;  the  hour,  feven  to-morrow  morning  :  or,  if 
you  like  not  thefe,  in  part,  or  all,  to  make  your 
own  appointments. 

01.  The  braveft  method  in  beggars  that  ever  was  dif- 
covered  !  I  would  be  upon  the  bones  of  this  rogue 
now,  but  for  crofting  my  other  defign,  which  fires  me  ; 
J  muft  therefore  be  rid  of  him  on  any  terms;  let 
his  own  appointments  Hand  ;  tell  him  I'll  meet 
him. 

Vin.  You  fiiall  moft  nobly  engage  his  life  to  ferve 
you,  fir. 

01.  You'll  be  his  fecond,  will  you  ? 

Vin.  To  do  you  further  fervice,  fir,  I  have  under- 
taken it. 

Ol.  I'll  fend  a  beadle  fhall  undertake  you  both. 

Vin.  Your  mirth  becomes  the  bravery  of  your  mind, 
and  dauntlefs  fpirit  :  fo  takes  his  leave,  your  fervant, 
fir. 

01.  I  think,  as  my  friend  faid,  the  court  goes  a 
begging  indeed.  But  I  muft  not  lofe  my  beggar-wen- 
ches. 

Enter  Rachel  and Meriel. 

Oh,  here  they  come ;  they  are  delicately  fkin'd  and 
limb'd.     Now  they  fpy  me. 

Ra.  Sir,  I  befeech  you  look  upon  us  with   tke  fa- 
vour 
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vour  of  a  gentleman.  We  are  in  a  prefent  diftrefs, 
and  utterly  unacquainted  in  thefe  parts,  and  there- 
fore forc'd  by  the  calamity  of  our  misfortune  to  im- 
plore the  courtefy,  or  rather  charity,  of  thofe  to  whom 
we  are  flrangers. 

Ol.  Very  fine,  this! 

Mer.  Be  therefore  pleas'd,  right  noble  fir,  not  only 
valuing  us  by  our  outward  habits,  which  cannot  but 
appear  loathfome  or  defpicable  unto  you  ;  but  as  we 
are  forlorn  chrillians,  and  in  that  eftimation  be  com- 
paffionately  moved  to  call  a  handful  or  two  of  your 
filver,  or  a  few  of  your  golden  pieces  unto  us,  to  fur- 
nifh  us  with  linen,  and  fome  decent  habiliments— 

Ol.  They  beg  as  high  as  the  man  beggar  I  met 
withal!  Sure  the-. beggars  are  all  mad  to-day,  or 
bewitch'd  into  a  language  they  understand  not.  The 
fpirits  of  fome  decay'd   gentry  talk  in  them  fure. 

Ra.  May  we  expect  a  gracious  anfwer  from  you, 
fir? 

Mer.  And  that  as  you  can  wifh  our  virgin  piray- 
crs   to  be  propitious  for  you. 

Ra.  That  you  never  be  deny'd  a  fuit  by  any 
mlftrefs. 

Mer.  Nay,  that  the  faireft  may  be  ambitious  to  place 
their  favours  on  you. 

Ra.  That  your  virtue  and  valour  may  lead  you  to 
the  moft  honourable  actions  ;  and  that  the  love  of  all 
exquifite  ladies  may  arm  you. 

Mer.  And  that,  when  you  pleafe  to  take  a  wife, 
may  honour,  beauty,  and  wealth,  contend  to  endow 
her  moil. 

Ra.  And  that  with  her  you  have  a  long  and  profpe- 
yous  life. 

Mer.  A  fair  and  fortunate  pofterity. 

Ol.  This  exceeds  all  that  ever  I  heard,  and  ftrikes 
me  into  wonder.  Pray  tell  me,  how  long  have  you 
been  beggars  ?     Or  how  chanc'd  you  to  be  fo  1 

Ra.  By  influence  of  our  ftars,   fir, 

Mer.  We  were  born  to  no  better  fortune, 

01. 
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OL  How  came  you  to  talk  thus,  and  fo  much  above 
the  beggars  dialed  ? 

Ra.  Our  fpeech  came  naturally  to  us,  and  we  ever 
lov'd  to  learn  by  rote  as  well  as  we  cou'd. 

Mer.  And  to  be  ambitious  above  the  vulgar,  to 
ask  more  than  common  alms,  whate'er  men  pleafe  to 
give  us. 

OL  Sure  fome  well-difpos'd  gentleman,  as  myfelf, 
got  thefe  wenches.  They  are  too  well  grown  to  be 
mine  own,  and  I  cannot  be  inceftuous  with  'em. 

Ra.  Pray,  fir,  your  noble  bounty. 

OL  What  a  tempting  lip  that  little  rogue  moves 
there  !  And  what  an  enticing  eye  the  other  !  I  know 
not  which  to  begin  with.  What's  this,  a  flea  upon 
thy  bofom  ? 

Mer.  Is  it  not  a  ftraw-colour'd  one,  fir  ? 

OL  O,  what  a  provoking  skin  is  there  !  That  very 
touch,  enflames  me. 

Ra.  Are  you  moved  in  charity  towards  us  yet  ? 

OL  Mov'd  ?  I  am  mov'd  ;  no  flefh  and  blood  more 
mov'd. 

Mer.  Then,  pray,  fir,  your  benevolence. 

OL  Benevolence  ?  Which  fhall  I  be  benevolent  to  ? 
Or  which  firft  ?  I  am  puzzled  in  the  choice.  Wou'd 
fome  fworn  brother  of  mine  were  here  to  draw  a  cut 
with  me. 

Ra.  Sir,  noble  fir. 

OL  Firft,  let  me  tell  you,  damfels,  I  am  bound  by 
&  ftrong  vow  to  kifs  all  cf  the  woman-fex  I  meet  this 
morning. 

Mer.  Beggars  and  all,  fir? 

OL  All,  all :  Let  not  your  coynefs  crofs  a  gentle- 
man's vow  I  befeech  jou- 

Ra.  You  will  tell  now. 

OL  Tell  quotha !  I  could  tell  a  thoufand  on  thofe 

lips and  as  many  upon  thofe.     What  life- rellor- 

ing  breaths  they  have !  milk  from  the  cow  fleams  not 
fo  fweetly.  I  muft  lay  one  of  'em  abroad;  both  if  my 
tackling  hold. 

Ra.  and  Mer.  Sir,  fir. 

OL 
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OL  But  how  to  bargain  now  will  be  the  doubt.  They 
that  beg  fo  high  as  by  the  handfuls,  may  expect  for 
price,  above  the  rate  of  good  men's  wives. 

Ra.   Now  will  you,  Jir,  be  pleased  ? 

01.  With  all  my  heart,  fweetheart ;  and  I  am  glad 
thou  knowefl  my  mind.  Here  is  twelve-pence  a-piece 
for  you. 

Ra.  Mer.  We  thank  you,  fir. 
T  Old.  That's  but  in  earned ;  I'll  jell  away  the  reft 
with  you.  Look  here — all  this.  Come,  you  know 
my  meaning.  Doll  thou  look  about  thee,  fweet  little 
one  ?  I  like  thy  care.  There's  nobody  coming :  but 
we'll  get  behind  thefe  bufhes :  I  know  you  keep  each 

other's  counfels Mull  you  be  drawn  to' t  ?  Then 

I'll  pull.     Come  away 

Ra.  and  Mer.  Ah,  ah 

Enter  Springlove,  Vincent,  Hilliard. 

Vin.  Let's  beat  his  brains  out. 

OL  Come  leave  your  fquealing. 

Ra.  O  you  hurt  my  hand. 

Hill.  Or  cut  the  leacher's  throat. 

Sfr.  Wou'd  you  be  hang'd  ?  Stand  back ;  let  me 
alone. 

Mer.  You  fliall  not  pull  us  fo. 

Spr.  O  do  not  hurt  'em,  mailer. 

OL  Hurt  'em;  I  meant  'em  but  too  well.  Shall  I 
be  fo  prevented  ? 

Spr.  They  be  but  young  and  fimple ;  and  if  they 
have  offended,  let  your  wormip's  own  hands  drag  'em 
to  the  law,  or  carry  'em  to  punilhment.  Correct  'em 
not  yourfelf,  it  is  the  beadle's  office. 

OL  Do  you  talk,  Ihake-rag  ?  heart,  yond's  more  of 
'em  ;  I  mail  be  beggar-mawl'd  if  I  flay.  Thou  -fay'fl 
right,  honeft  fellow,  there's  a  tefter  for  thee. 

[Exit  running, 

Vin.  He  is  prevented,  and  amam'd  of  his  purpofe. 

Spr.  Nor  were  we  to  take  notice  of  his  purpofe 
more  than  to  prevent^ 

Hill. 
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Hill.  True,  politick  Springlove,  'twas  better  his 
own  fear  quit  us  of  him,  than  our  force. 

Ra.  Look  you  here  gentlemen,  twelvepence  a-piece. 

Mer.  Befides  fair  offers  and  large  promifes.  What 
ha'  you  got  to-day,  gentlemen? 

Vin.  More  than  (as  we  are  gentlemen)  we  would 
have  taken. 

HUL   Yet  we  put  it  up  in  your  fervice. 

Ra.  a?zd  Mer.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  f witches  and  kicks.  Ha, 
ha,  ha- — 

Spr.  Talk  not  here  of  your  gettings.  We  mull  quit 
this  quarter.  The  eager  gentleman's  repulfe  may  arm, 
and  return  him  with  revenge  upon  us  ;  we  muft  there- 
fore leap  hedge  and  ditch  now  ;  through  the  briars  and 
mires,  till  we  efcape  out  of  this  liberty  to  our  next  ren- 
dezvous, where  we  fhall  meet  the  crew,  and  then  hay- 
tofs,  and  laugh  all  night. 

Mer.  As  we  did  laft  night. 

Ra.  Hold  out,    Meriel. 

Mer.  Lead  on  brave  general.  [To  Spr. 

Vin.  What  fhall  we  do  ?  They  are  in  heart  ftill : 
Shall  we. go  on? 

HUL   There's  no  flinching  back  you  fee. 

Spr.  Befides,  if  you  beg  no  better  than  you  begin, 
in  this  lofty  fafhion,  you  cannot  efcape  the  jail,  or 
the  whip  long. 

Fin.  To  tell  you  true,  'tis  not  the  leaft  of  my  pur- 
pofe  to  work  means  for  our  difcovery,  to  be  releas'd 
out  of  our  trade. 

Enter  Martin  and  Amie,  in  poor  habits. 

Spr.  Stay,  here  come  more  paffengers  ;  fingle  your- 
felves  again,  and  fall  to  your  calling  difcreetly. 

Hill.  I'll  fingle  no  more ;  if  you'll  beg  in  full  cry,  I 
am  for  you. 

Mtr.  Ay,  that  will  be  fine,  let's  charm  all  together. 

Spr.  Stay  firft,  and  liften  a  little. 

Mar.  Be  of  good  chear,  fweetheart,  we  have  efcap'd 
hitherto ;  and  I  believe  that  all  the  fearch  is  now  retir'd, 
and  we  may  fafely  pafs  forwards. 

Am%  I  fhould  be  fafe  with  thee.     But  that's  a  mod; 

VinS 
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lying  proverb  that  fays,  where  love  is,  there's  no  lack: 
I  am  faint,  and  cannot  travel  further  without  meat  ; 
and  if  you  lov'd  me,  you  would  get  me  fome. 

Mar.  We'll  venture  at  the  next  village  to  call  for 
fome:  the  bell  is  we  want  no  money. 

Am.  We  mall  be  taken  then  I  fear  -,  I'll  rather  pine 
to  death. 

Mar.  Be  not  fo  fearful,  who  can  know  us  in  thefe 
clownilh  habits  ? 

Am.  Our  cloaths  indeed  are  poor  enough  to  beg  with. 
Wou'd  I  could  beg,  fo  it  were  of  ftrangers  that  could 
not  know  me,  rather  than  buy  of  thofe  that  would  be- 
tray us. 

Mar.  And  yonder  be  fome  that  can  teach  us. 
Spr.  Thefe  are  the  young  couple  of  run-away  lovers 
difguis'd,  that  the  country  is  fo  laid  for ;  obferve  and 
follow  now.  No*w  the  Lord  to  come  with  you,  good  lov- 
ing meajier  and  meefirefs,  your  bleffed  charity  to  the  poor, 
lame  and  feck,  weak  and  comfortlefs,  that  will  night  and 

day 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.  Duly  and  truly  pray 
for  you , 

Spr.  Pray  hold  your  peace,  and  let  me  alone.  Good 
young  meajier  and  meefirefs,  a  little  comfort  amongfi  us  all, 

and  to  blefsyou  wherever  you  go 9  and 

All.   Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you .      Duly  a?td  truly— 
Spr.  Pray  do  not   ufe  me  thus.      Now  fweet  young 
meajier  and  meefirefs,  to  look  upon  your  poor,  that  have  n$ 
relief  or  fuccour,  no  bread  to  put  in  our  heads. 
Vin.  Would'ft  thou  put  bread  in  thy  brains? 
|   No  lands  or  livings. 

Spr.   No    houfe  nor  home ;  nor    covering  from  the 
cold-,  no  health,  ?zo  help,   but  your  fiweet   charity , 
Mer.   No  bands  or  jhirts  but  lovofy  on  our  backs. 
Hill.   No  fnocks  or  petticoats  to  hide  our  f cratches. 
j£>>        Ra.   No  /hoes  to  our  legs,  or  hofe  to  our  feet. 

Vin.   No  Jkin    to  our  fefh,  nor  fejh  to    our  bones 
Jhortly. 

Hill.  If  we  follow  the  devil  that  taught  us  to 

beg.  [Afde. 

All,  Duly  find  truly  pray  for  you.  Spr. 
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Spr.  I'll  run  away  from  you  if  you  beg  a  ftroke  more. 
Good  nuorjbipful  me  after  and  meeftrefs 

Mar.  Good  friend  forbear,  here  is  no  mailer  or  mi- 
ftrefs ;  we  are  poor  folks ;  thou  fee'ft  no  worihip  upon 
our  backs  I  am  fure;  and  for  within  we  want  as  much 
as  you,  and  wou'd  as  willingly  beg,  if  we  knew  how 
as  well. 

Spr.  Alack  for  pity  :  you  may  have  enough ;  and 
what  I  have  is  yours,  if  you'll  accept  it.  *Tis  whole- 
fome  food  from  a  good  gentleman's  gate— -alas,  good 

miftrefs much  good  do  your  heart.     How  favourly 

fiie  feeds ! 

Mar.  What,  do  you  mean  to  poifon  yourfelf  ? 

Am.  Do  you  fhew  love  in  grudging  me  ? 

Mar.  Nay,  if  you  think  it  hurts  you  not,  fall  too, 
I'll  not  beguile  you.  And  here,  mine  hoft,  fomething 
towards  your  reckoning. 

Am  This  beggar  is  an  angel  furc  ! 

Spr*  Nothing  byway  of  bargain,  gentle  mailer  s'ti* 
againft  order,  and  will  never  thrive.  But  pray,  fir, 
your  reward  in  charity. 

Mar.  Here  then  in  charity.  This  fellow  would  ne- 
ver make  a  clerk. 

Spr.  What !  all  this,  mafter  ? 

Am.  What  is  it?  let  me  fee't. 

Spr.  'Tis  a  whole  fxlver  threepence,  miftrefs. 

Am.  For  fhame,  ungrateful  mifer.  Here  friend,  a 
golden  crown  for  thee. 

Spr.  Bountiful  goodnefs !  gold  ?  If  I  thought  a  dear 
year  were  coming,  I  would  take  a  farm  now. 

Am.  I  have  robb'd  thy  parents  of  their  fhares  too; 
there's  a  crown  more  for  them. 

4  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

Mar.  What  have  you  done  ?  lefs  would  have  ferv'd  ; 
and  your  bounty  will  betray  us. 

Am.  Fie  on  your  wretched  policy. 

Spr.  No,  no,  good  mailer ;  I  knew  you  all  this 
while,  and  my  fweet  miftrefs  too.  And  now  I'll  tell 
you,  the  fearch  is  every  way;  the  country  all  laid  for 
you  ;    'tis  well   you  ftay'd  here.     Your  habits,  were 

they 
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They  but  2  little  nearer  our  fafhion,  would  fecure  you 
with  us.  But  are  you  married,  mailer  and  mil  refs?  are 
you  join'd  in  matrimony?  in  heart  I  know  you  are. 
And  I  will  (if  it  pleafe  you)  for  your  great  bounty 
bring  you  a  curate  that  lacks  no  licence,  nor  has  any 
living  to  lofe,  that  mail  put  you  together. 

Mar.  Thou'rt  a  heavenly  beggar  ! 

Spr.  But  he  is  fo  fcrupulous,  and  feverely  precilc, 
that  unlefs  you,  miftrefs,  will  afiirm  that  you  are  with 
child  by  the  gentleman,  or  that  you  have  at  leaft  cleft 
or  flept  together,  (as  he  calls  it,)  he  will  not  marry  you. 
But  if  you  have  lain  together,  then  tis  a  cafe  of  necef- 
fity,  and  he  holds  himfelf  bound  to  do  it. 

Mar.  You  may  lay  you  have. 

Am.  I  would  not  have  it  fo,  nor  make  that  lie  againfl 
myfelf,  for  all  the  world. 

Spr.  That  I  like  well,  and  her  exceedingly.  [JJide. 
I'll  do  my  belt  for  you,  however. 

Mar.  I'll  do  for  thee  that  —  thou  fhalt  never  beg 
more. 

Spr.  That  cannot  be  purchas'd  fcarce  for  the  price  of 
your  miftrefs.  Will  you  walk,  mailer  ?  we  ufe  no 
compliments. 

All.   Duly  and truly  pray  for  you.  [Exeunt. 

Am.  By  enforc'd  matches  wards  are  not  fet  free 
So  oft  as  fold  into  captivity, 
Which  made  me,   fearlefs,  fly  from  one  I  hate, 
Into  the  hazard  of  a  harder  fate. 


A    C    T 
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ACT    IV. 

SCENE,  O/^a/'s-Houfc. 

Enter   Talboy,    Oliver,  with  riding-fwitchei* 

Ta/.  QHE's  gone.  Amie  is  gone.  Ah  me,  me's 
tj  gone,  and  has  me  left  of  joy  bereft  to  make 
my  moan.     O  me,  Amie. 

01.  What  the  devil  ails  the  fellow  trow  ?  why,  why, 
mailer  Talboy,  my  coufm  Talboy  that  mould1  ft  have 
been,  art  not  afham'd  to  cry  at  this  growth  ?  and  for 
a  thing  that's  better  loft  than  found  ;  a  woman ! 

Tal.  Cry !  who  cries  ?  do  I  cry  ?  or  look  with  ft 
crying  countenance?  I  fcorn  it;  and  fcorn  to  think  on 
her,  but  in  juft  anger. 

01.  So,  this  is  brave  now  if  'twould  hold. 

faL  Nay,  it  mail  hold :  and  fo  let  her  go  for  a 
fcurvy  what  d'ye  call  it  ?  I  know  not  what  bad  enough 

to  call  her but  fomething  of  mine  goes  with  her 

I  am  fure.  She  has  coft  me  in  gloves,  ribbands,  fearfs, 
rings,  and  fuch  like  things,  more  than  I  am  able  to 
fpeak  of  at  this  time oh. 

O/.  .Becaufe  thou  canft  not  fpeak  for  crying.  Fie, 
mailer  Talboy,  again  ? 

Tal.  I  fcorn  it  again,  and  any  man  that  fays  I  cry, 
or  will  cry  again  And  let  her  go  again  ;  and  what 
ihe  has  of  mine  let  her  keep,  and  hang  herfelf,  and  tht 
rogue  that's  with  her.  I  have  enough,  and  am  heir  of 
a  well  known  eftate,  and  that  fhe  knows and  there- 
fore that  ihe  mould  flight  me,  and  run  away  witi)  iie 
wages-fellow,  that  is  but  a  petty  clerk,  and  a  ferving- 

man,  there's  the  vexation  of  it oh  there's  the  grief, 

and  the  vexation  of  it— oh— 

01.  N  ow  he  will  cry  his  eyes  out !  you  fir,  this  life 
have  I  ha4  with  you  all  our  long  journey,  which  now 

ii 
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is  at  at  an  end  here.  This  is  Oldrent's  houfe,  where 
perhaps  we  fhall  find  old  Hearty,  the  uncle  of  that 
rogue  Martin,  that  is  run  away  with  your  fweetheart. 

fal.  Ay,  'tis  too  true,  too  true,  too  true  ^  you  need 
riot  put  me  in  mind  on't-  -oh— oh— 

Old.  Hold  your  peace  and  mind  me :  leave  your 
bawling  for  fear  I  give  you  correction.  This  is  the 
houfe  I  fay  where  it  is  mofl  likely  we  fhall  hear  of  your 
miflrefs  and  her  companion.  Make  up  your  face  quick- 
ly ;  here  comes  one  of  the  fervants,  I  fuppofe. 

Enter  Randal. 

Shame  not  felf  for  ever,  and  me  for  company ;  come, 
be  confident. 

Tal.  As  confident  as  yourfelf  or  any  man— but  my 
poor  heart  feels  what  lies  here.  Here  5  ay,  here  it  is. 
oh.— 

01.  Good  morrow  friend  :  This  is  'fquire  Oldrent's- 
houfe,  I  take  it. 

Ran.  Pray  take  it  not,  fir,  before  it  be  to  be  let ;  it 
has  been  my  matter's,  and  his  anceflors  in  that  name, 
above  thefe  three  hundred  years,  as  our  houfe-chronicle 
doth  notify,  and  not  yet  to  be  let :  but  as  a  friend,  or 
ftranger,  in  gueftwife,  you  are  welcome  to  it,  as  all  o- 
ther  gentlemen  are,  far  and  near,  to  my  good  mafter, 
as  you  will  find  anon  when  you  fee  him. 

OL  Thou  fpeak'ft  wittily  and  honeftly :  but  I  prithee, 
good  friend,  let  our  horfes  be  fet  up  ;  they  are  tied  up 
at  the  poft.     You  belong  to  the  liable  ?  Do  you  not? 

Ran.  Not  fo  much  as  the  liable  belongs  to  me,  fir; 
I  pafs  through  many  offices  of  the  houfe,  fir ;  I  am  the 
running  bailiff  of  it. 

OL  We  have  rid  hard,  hoping  to  find  the  fquire  at 
home  at  this  early  time  in  the  morning. 

Ran.  You  are  deceived  in  that,  fir,  he  has  been  out 
thefe  four  hours  j  he  is  no  fnail,  fir.  You  do  not  know 
him,  I  perceive,  f  nee  he  has  been  new  moulded;  but 
I'll  tell  you  becaufe  you  are  gentlemen. 

OL  Our  horfes,  good  friend. 

Ran.  My  mafter  is  an  ancient  gentlemgn,  and  a  great 

houfe- 
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houfe-keeper,  and  pray'd  for  by  all  the  poor  in  the 
country ;  he  keeps  a  gueil-houfe  for  all  beggars  far  and 
near,  coils  him  a  hundred  a  year  at  leaft,  and  is  as  well 
belov'd  among  the  rich ;  but  of  late  ne  fell  into  a  great 
melancholy,  upon  what  I  know  not ;  for  he  had  then 
more  caufe  to  be  merry  than  he  has  now ;  take  that 
by  the  way. 

01.  But,  good  friends,  our  horfes. 

Ran.  For  he  had  two  daughters  that  knew  well  to 
order  a  houfe,  and  give  entertainment  to  gentlemen ; 
they  were  his  houfe-doves ;  but  now  they  are  flown, 
and  no  man  knows  how,  why,  or  whither. 

Tal.  My  dove  is  flown  too.     Oh-- 

Ran.  Was  me  your  daughter,  fir  ?  She  was  a  young 
one  then  by  the  beard  you  wear. 

Tal.  What  fhe  was  d'ye  fee;  I  fcorn  to  think  on 
her  but  I  do— oh. 

01.  Pray  hold  your  peace,  or  feign  fome  mirth  if  you 
can. 

Tal.  Sing.  Let  her  go,  let  her  go ;  I  care  not  if  I 
ha<ve  her,  I  have  her  or  no.  Ha,  ha,  ha— ——oh, 
my  heart  will  break  - oh 

01.  Pray  think  of  our  horfes,  fir. 

Ran.  This  is  right  my  matter ;  when  he  had  his 
daughters  he  was  fad,  and  now  they  are  gone  he  is  the 
merrieil  man  alive ;  up  at  five  a  clock  in  the  morning, 
and  out  till  dinner-time  ;  out  again  at  afternoon,  and 
fo  'till  f upper-time ;  fkife  out  this  away,  and  fkife  out 
that  away ;  (he's  no  fnail  Iaffureyou;)  and  Tantivy 
all  the  country  over,  where  hunting,  hawking,  or  any 
fport  is  to  be  made,  or  good  fellowlhip  to  be  had ;  and 
fo  merry  upon  all  occafions,  that  you  would  even  blefs 
yourfelf  if  it  were  pofiible. 

01.  Our  horfes,  I  prithee. 

Ran.  And  we,  his  fervants,  live  as  merrily  under 
him,  and  do  all  thrive.  I  myfelf  was  but  a  filly  lad 
when  I  came  flrft,  a  poor  turn-fpit  boy  ;  gentlemen 
keep  no  whirling  jacks  then  to  cozen  poor  people  of 
meat;  and  I  have  now,  without  boaft,  40/.  in  my 
purfe,  and  am  the  youngeft  of  half  ft  fcore  in  the  houfe; 

none 
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none  younger  than  myfelf  but  one,  and  he  is  the  ftew- 
ard  over  all ;  his  name  is  mafter  Springlove,  (blefs  him 
where'er  he  is,)  he  has  a  world  of  means;  and  we,  the 
underlings,  get  well  the  better  by  him  ;  befides  the 
rewards  many  gentlemen  give  us,  that  fare  well,  and 
lodge  here  fometimes. 

OL  O !  we  mall  not  forget  you,  friend,  if  you  re- 
member our  horfes  before  they  take  harm. 

Ran.  No  hurt  I  warrant  you ;  there's  a  lad  walking 
them. 

OL  Is  not  your  mafter  coming,  think  you  ? 

Ran.  He  will  not  be  long  a  coming  ;  he's  no  fnail 
as  I  told  you. 

OL  You  told  me  fo  indeed. 

Ran.  But  of  all  the  gentlemen  that  tofs  up  the  ball, 
yea,  and  the  .fack  too,  commend  me  to  old  mafter 
Hearty,  a  decayed  gentleman,  lives  moft  upon  his  own 
mirth,  and  my  matter's  means,  and  much  good  do  him 
with  it  ;  he  is  the  fineft  companion  of  all ;  he  does  fo 
hold  my  mafter  up  with  ftories,  and  fongs,  and  catches, 
and  t'other  cup  of  fack,  and  fuch  tricks  and  jiggs,  you 
would  admire*— —he  is  with  him  now. 

01.  That  Hearty  is  Martin's  uncle ;  I  am  glad  he  is 
here.  Bear  up,  Talboy.  Now,  friend,  pray  let  me 
afk  you  a  queftion- prithee  ftay. 

Ram.  Nay,  marry  I  dare  not.  Your  yawds  may 
take  cold,  and  never  be  good  after  it [Exit. 

OL  I  thought  I  ihould  never  have  been  rid  of  him  ; 
but  no  fooner  defired  to  ftay  but  he  is  gone  ;  a  pretty 
humour. 

Re -enter  Randal. 

Ran.  Gentlemen,  my  mafter  will  be  here  e'en  now, 
doubt  not,  for  he  is  no  fnail  as  I  told  you.  {Exit. 

OL  No  fnail's  a  great  word  with  him.  Prithee  Tal- 
boy, bear  up.     Here  comes  another  grey  fellow. 

Enter  Ufher. 
UJJj.  Do  you  ftand  in   the  porch,  gentlemen  ?  the 

houfe 
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houfe  is  open  to  you.  Pray  enter  the  hall,  I  am  the 
ufher  of  it. 

OL  In  good  time,  fir.  We  fliall  be  bold  here  then 
to  attend  your  mailer's  coming. 

UJb.  And  he's  upon  coming,  and  when  he  comes,  he 
comes  apace;  he's  no  fnail,  I  affureyou. 

OL  I  was  told  fo  before,  fir :  no  fnail !  fure  'tis  the 
word  of  the  houfe,  and  as  ancient  as  the  family. 

UJb.  This  gentleman  looks  fadly,  methinks. 

TaL  Who  I  ?  not  I :  Pray  pardon  my  looks  for  that : 
but  my  heart  feels  what's  what.     Ah  me  — 

U/b.  Pray  walk  to  the  buttery,  gentlemen,  my  of- 
fice leads  you  thither. 

OL  Thanks,  good  mailer  ufher. 

UJh.  I  have  been  uilier  thefe  twenty  years,  fir,  and 
have  got  well  by  my  place  for  ufing  ftrangers  refpeQ> 
fully. 

OL  He  has  given  the  hint  too. 

UJJj.  Something  has  come  in  by  the  bye,  befid<*s 
Sanding  wages,  which  is  very  duly  paid,  (thank  a 
good  matter  and  an  hqneft  fteward,)  heaven  blefs  'em  ; 
we  all  thrive  under  'em. 

Enter  Butler  with  glaffes  and  a  napkin, 

O,  here  comes  the  butler. 

But,  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen ;  pleafe  you  draw 
nearer  my  office,  and  take  a  morning's  draught  in  a 
glafs  of  fack,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

OL  In  what  pleafe  yen,  fir ;  we  cannot  deny  the 
courtefy  of  the  houfe  in  the  mailer's  abfence. 

But.  He'll  come  apace  when  he  comes ;  he's  no 
fnail,  fir.  ^  [Going. 

Old.  Still  'tis  the  houfe-word,  and  all  the  fervants 
wear  livery -beards. 

But.  Or  perhaps  you  had  rather  drink  white  wine 
and  fugar ;  pleafe  yourfelves,  j  here  you  may 
tafte  all  liquors.  No  gentleman's  houfe  in  all  thi  coun- 
ty, or  the  next,  fq    tell  flor'd  (  make  as  thankful 

fork.)  And  my  mailer,  for  bis  hofpitality  to  gentle- 
men, his  charity  to  the  poor,  and  his  bounty' to  his 

Vol.  VI.  Q^  vants, 
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vants,  has  not  his  peer  in  the  kingdom,  (  — ^-make  us 
thankful  for  it  ;)  and  'tis  as  fortunate  a  houfe  for  fer- 
vants  as  ever  was  built  upon  fairy  ground.  I  myfelf, 
that  have  ferved  here  man  and  boy  thefe  four  and  forty 
years,  have  gotten  together  (befides  fomething  more 
than  I  will  fpeak  of,  diftributed  among  my  poor  kin- 
dred) by  my  wages,  my  vails  at  Chrifcmas,  and  other- 
wife,  together  with  my  rewards  of  kind  gentlemen, 
that  have  found  courteous  entertainment  here— — — - 

OI.  There  he  is  too. 

But.  Have,  I  fay,  gotten  together  (tho'  in  a  dange- 
rous time  I  fpeak  it)  a  brace  of  hundred  pounds 

make  me  thankful  for  it ;  and  for  lofTes  I  have  had 
none.  I  have  been  Sutler  thefe  two  and  thirty  years, 
and  never    loft  the  value  of  a   iilver  fpocn,  nor  ever 

broke  a  glafs    ( •••  make  me  thankful  for  it.)     White 

wine  and  fugar,  fay  you,  fir  ? 

OI.  Pleafe  ycurfelf,  fir. 

But.  This  gentleman  fpeaks  not ;  or  had  you  rather 
take  a  drink  of  brown  ale  with  a  toaft,  or  March -Beer 
with  fugar  and  nutmeg?  or  had  you  rather  drink  with- 
out fugar? 

OI.  Good  fir,    a  cup    of  your  houfhold-beer. 

{Exit.  But. 
I  fear  he  will  draw  down  to  that  at  laft. 

Enter  Butler  with  a  bottle  of  fuck. 
But.  Here  gentlemen  is  a  glafs  of  my  mailer's  fmall- 
beer :  but   it  is  good  old  Canary,  I  allure  you ;  and 
here's  to  your  welcome. 

Enter  Cock. 

Cook.  And  wekor  00k  fays,  gentlemen.  Bro- 

ther Butler,  lay  a  napkin,  I'll  fetch  a  cut  of  the  fifloin 
to  ftrengthen  your  patience  till  my  mailer  conies,  who 
iviil  not  now  be  long,  for  he's         nail,  gentlemen. 

07,  I  have  often  heard  i'o  ;  and  here's  to  you,  mailer 
Cook — — - —  Prithee  fpeak  mailer  Talboy,  or  force 
one  laugh  more,  if  thou  canft. 

took.  Sir,  the  Cook  drinks  to  you.  [To  Talboy. 

TaL 
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Tal.  Ha,  ha,  han— n  m'« 

01.  Wellfaid. 

Tal.  He  is  in  the  fame  livery- beard  too. 

Cook.  But  he  is  the  old  eft  cook,  and  of  the  ancienteft 
houfe,  and  the  beft  for  houfe-keeping  in  this  county  or 
the  next :  and  tho'  the  mafter  of  it  write  but  fquire,  I 
know  no  lord  like  him. 

Enter  Chaplain. 
And  now  he's  come,  here  comes  the  word  before  him.' 
The  parfon  has  ever  the  beft  ftomach ;  I'll  difh  away 
prefently.  [Exit* 

But.  Is  our  mafter  come,  Sir  D  amine? 

Chap.   Eft  ad  Manum.     Non  eft  ille  teftudo. 

01.  He  has  tha  word  too  in  Latin ;  now  bear  up 
Talboy. 

Chap.  Give  me  a  preparative  of  fack ;  it  is  a  gentlft 
preparative  before  meat;  and  fo  a  gentle  touch  of  it  to 
you,  gentlemen. 

01.  It  is  a  gentle  otter,  fir,  and  as  gently  to  be 
taken. 

Enter  Oldrents  and  Hearty. 

Old.  About  with  it,  my  lads ;  and  this  is  as  it  mould 
be ——Not  'till  my  turn,  fir,  I;  though  I  confefs  I 
have  had  but  three  morning-draughts  to-day. 

01.  Yet  it  appears  you  were  abroad  betimes,  fir. 

Old.  I  am  no  fnail,  fir. 

01.  So  your  men  told  us,  fir. 

Old.  But  where  be  my  catchers  ?  Come  a  round,  and 
fo  let  us  drink. 

This  catch  fung%  ana  they  drink  about.     The  ftngcrs  are 
all  greybeards. 

A    Round,  around \  around,  boys,   around; 
Let  mirth  fly  aloft ,  and  forroiv  be  drocwn>d. 
Oldfack,   and  oidfings,   and  a  merry  old  crc*w, 
Can  charm  a-ivay  care  when  the  ground  looks  blue. 

Q  a  0/,4 


364  A  Jovial  Crew  ;  or, 

Old.  Well  (kid,  old  Hearty;  ahd  gentlemen,  wel- 
come. 

<ral.  Ah-— [Hejlgbs. 

Old.  Oh  mine  ears !  what  was  that  a  figh  ?  and  in  my 
houfe  ?  look,  has  it  not  fplit  my  walls  ?  if  not,  make 
vent  for  it ;  let  it  out ;  I  fhall  be  ftifled  elfe. 

{Exit.  Chap. 

Ol.  He  hopes  your  pardon,  fir,  his  caufe  confider'd. 

Old.  Caufe  ?  Can  there  be  caufe  for  fighing. 

OL  He  has  loft  his  miflrefs,  fir. 

Old.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  is  that  a  caufe?  Do  you<hear  me 
complain  of  the  lofs  of  my  two  daughters  ? 

Ol.  They  are  not  loll  I  hope,  fir. 

Old.  No  more  can  be  his  miftrefsj  no  woman  can 
be  loft;  they  may  be  miflaid  a  little,  but  found  again, 
I  warrant  you* 

<Tal.  Ah [Sighs. 

Old,  Ods  my  life !  he  fighs  again,  and  means  to 
blow  me  out  of  my  houfe.  To  horfe  again,  here's  no 
dwelling  for  me.  Or  fray,  I'll  cure  him  if  I  can ;  give 
him  more  fack  to  drown  his  fufpirations. 

[While  Oldrent's    a?id  Talboy  drink,  Oliver  takes 
Hearty  afide. 

Ol.  Sir,  I  am  chiefly  to  inform  you  of  the  difafter. 

Hea.  May  it  concern  me? 

Ol.  Your  nephew  Martin  has  ftolen  my  father's 
ward,  that  gentleman's  bride  that  mould  have  been. 

Hea.  Indeed,  fir. 

Ol.  'Tis  moil  true  — — -    [He gives  Hearty  a  letter. 

Hea.  Another  glafs  of  fack:  this  gentleman  brings 
good  news. 

Ol.  Sir,  if  you  can  prevent  his  danger 

Hea.  Hang  all  preventions  ;  let  'em  have  their  de- 
fign. 

Tal.  Sir,  I  mould  have  had  her,  'tis  true  —  but  file's 
gone,  d'ye  fee?  and  let  her  go.  [To  Oldrents. 

Old.  Well  faid,  he  mends  now. 

Tal.  I  am  glad  I'm  rid  of  her    (d'ye  fee)  before  I 

had  more  to  do  with  her— 

He  jr. 
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Hear.  He  mends  apace.  [Hearty  reads  the  letter. 

Tal.  For  fhould  I  have  married  her  before  fhe  had 
run  away,  d'ye  fee,  and  that  ihe  had  run  away  (d'  ye 
fee)  after  fhe  had  been  married  to  me,  (d'ye  fee,)  then 
I  had  been  a  married  man  without  a  wife,  (d'ye  fee>) 
whereas  now  me  being  run  away  before  I  am  married, 
(d'ye  fee,)  I  am  no  more  married  to  her,  (d'ye  fee,) 
than  fhe  to  me,  (d'ye  fee;)  and  fo  long  as  I  am  none 
of  hers,  (d'ye  fee,)  nor  fhe  none  of  mine,  (d  ye  fee.) 
I  ought  to  care  as  little  for  her  now  fhe's  run?  awajc, 
(d'ye  fee,)  as  if  me  had  ftay'd  with  me,  d'ye  fee. 

Old.  Why  this  is  excellent !  Come  hither,  Hearty. 

Tal.  I  perceive  it  now,  and  the  reafon  of  it;  and 
how  by  confequence  (d'ye  fee)  I  ought  not  to  look  any 
further  after  her.  [Cries. 
But  that  fhe  fhould  refpeel  a  poor  bafe  fellow,  a  clerk 
at  the  molt,  and  a  ferving-man  at  beft,  before  me, 
that  am  a  rich  man  at  the  worfl,  and  a  gentleman  at 
leail,  makes  me,,.,,  ,— .1  fcnow  not  what  to  fay . 

Old.  Worfe  than  ever  'twas !  now  he  cries  outright. 

Tal.  I  know  not  what  to  fay  — -  what  to  fay— . 
oh,.,       >     ■ 

Hea.  Then  I  do,  fir,  the  poor  bafe  fellow  that  yoa 
fpeak  of,  is  my  nephew,  as  good  a  gentleman  as  your- 
felf ;  I  underfland  the  bufinefs  by  your  friend  here. 

Tal.   I  cry  you  mercy,  fir. 

Old.  You  fhall  cry  no  mercy,  nor-  sny  thing  eVfe 
here,  fir,;  nor  for  any  thing  here,  fir;  this  is  no  placa 
to  cry  in,  nor  for  any  bufmefs.  You,  fir,  that  come 
on  bufmefs- [To  Oi. 

01.  It  mall  be  none,  fir. 

Old.  My  houfe  is  for  no  bufinefs,  but  the  belly-bu- 
fmefs;  you  find  me  not  fo  uncivil,  fir,  as  to  afk  you 
from  whence  you  came,  who  you  are,  or  what's  your 
bufmefs ;  I  afk  you  no  queftions,  and  can  you  be  fo 
difcourteous  as  to  tell  me  or  my  friend  any  thing  like 
bufinefs ;  if  you  come  to  be  merry  with  me,  you  are 
welcome  ;  if  you  have  any  bufinefs  forget  it  $  you  for- 
get where  you  are  elfe ;  and  fo  to  dinner. 

Q.3  #.«, 
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Ilea.  Sir,  I  pray  let  me  only  prevail  with-  you  but 
to  read  this. 

Old.  Spoil  my  flomach,  and  I'll  not  eat  this  fort- 
night. [He  reads  ajide. 

Hea.  While  he  reads,  let  me  tell  you,  fir,  that  my 
nephew  Martin  has  flolen  that  gentleman's  miftrefs, 
it  feems  is  true  ;  but  I  proteit,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I 
know  nothing  of  the  matter,  nor  where  he  or  me  is ; 
but,  as  I  am  the  aforefaid  gentleman,  I  am  glad  on't 
with  all. my  heart.  Ha,  m^  boy  Mat.  thou  flialt  re- 
ilore  ourhoufe. 

OL  Let  him  not  hear  to  grieve  him,  fir. 

Hea.  Grieve  him?  What  mould  he  do  with  her? 
teach  their  children  to  cry  ? 

TaL  But  I  do  hear  you  though)  and  I  fcom  to  cry 
as  much  as  you,  d'ye  fee,  or  your  nephew  either,  d'ye 
fee. 

Hea.  Now  thou  art  a  brave  fellow.  So,  fo,  hold 
up  thy  head,  and  thou  malt  have  a  wife,  and  a  fine 
thing. 

TaL  Hang  a  wife,  and  a  pox  o'  your  fine  thing, 
(d'ye  fee.)  I  fcorn  your  fopperies,  d'ye  fee. 

Old.  And  I  do  hear  thee,  my  boy,  and  rejoice  in 
•thy  converfion,  if  thou  canit  but  hold  now. 

TaL  Yes,  I  can  hold,  fir;  and  I  hold  well  with  your 
fack  ;  I  could  live  and  die  with  it  as  I  am  true  Talboy. 

Old.  Now  thou  art  a  tall  fellow,  and  fhall  want  no 
fack. 

TaL  And   fir,    I   do   honour   you,    (d'ye  fee,)    and 
fnould    wifh    myfeif   one  of  your  houfhoid  ferva 
(d'ye  fee,)  if  I  had  but  a  grey    beard,  d'ye  fee  ;  hay, 
as  old  juflice  Clack  fays. 

Old.  Well,  I  have  read  the  bufinefs  here. 

OL  Call  it  not  bufinefs  I  befeech  you,  fir ;  we  defy 
all  bufinefs. 

TaL  Ay  marry  do  we,  fir:  D'ye  fee,  fir?  and  a  hay, 
as  old  juitice  Clack  fays. 

OL  Grammercy  fack :  well,  I  have  read  the  matter 
here  written  by  Mr.  Clack,  and  do  but  bear  up  t  y  hu- 
mour, I  will  wait  upon'  thee  home.  \Kn9ck  within. 

Hark! 
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Hark  !  they  knock  to  the  dreffer.  I  have  heard  much 
of  this  old  conceited  juftice  Clack,  and  now  I  long  to 
fee  him  ;  'tis  but  croffmg  the  country  two  days  and  a 
night's  journey  :  we1!!  but  dine,  and  away  prefently. 
Bear  up  I  fay,  mailer  Talboy. 

Tal.  I  will  bear  up,  I  warrant  you,  d'ye  fee,  fir— 
but  here's  a  grudging  ftill    ■  — •    ■  —  [Exeunt. 

Scene  2, 

A  great    Noi/e   within  of  rude   Mujich,   Laughing, 
Singing,   &c. 

Enter  Amie,  Rachel,  MerieL 

Am.  f    "|ER  E's  a  wedding  with  a  witnefs,  and  a  ho- 
lay  with  a  hoigh  :  Let  us  out  of  the  nolle 
as  we  love  our  ears. 

Ra.  Yes ;  and  here  we  may  purfue  our  difcourfe, 
and  hear  one  another. 

Mcr.  Concerning  Springlove  and  yourfelf,  milSrefs 
Amie. 

Am.  Well,  ladies ;  my  confidence  in  you  that  you  are 
the  fame  that  you  have  protefted  yourfelvei  to  be,  hath 
fd  far  won  upon  me,  that  I  confefs  myfelf  well- affected 
Loth  to  the  mind  and  perfon  of  that  Springlove;  and  if 
he  be  ;as  fairly  you  pretend)  a  gentleman,  i  II  all  ea- 
fily  difpence  with  fortune. 

Ra.  and  Me.  He  is,  upon  our  honours. 

Am.  How  well  that  high  engagement  fuits  your  ha- 
bits. 

Ra.  Our  minds  and  blood  are  Hill  the  fame. 

\  I  have  pari:  no  affiance  to  the  other,  that  dole 
me  from  my  guaadian,  and  the  match  he  would  have 
fore'd  me  to,  from  which  I  would  have  fled  with  any, 
cr  without  a  guide.  Eefides,  his  mind  more,  clowniih 
than  his  habit,  deprav'd  by  covetoufnefs  and  cowardice, 
fore'd  me  into  a  way  of  mifery,  to  take  relief  from  beg- 
gars. 
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Mer.  From  poor  us. 

Am,  And  then  to  offer  to  marry  me  under  a  hedge, 
as  the  old  couple  were  to  day,  without  book  or  ring,  by 
the  chaplain  of  the  beggars  regiment,  your  Patrico, 
only  to  fave  charges. 

Ra.  1  have  not  feen  the  wretch  thefe  three  hours, 
whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Am.  He  told  me  to  fetch  horfe  and  fit  raiment  for  us, 
and  fo  to  pod  me  hence  j  but  I  think  it  was  to  leave 
jne  on  your  hands. 

Mer.  He  has  taken  fome  great  diftafie  Aire,  for  he  is 
damnable  jealous. 

Ra.  Ay,  didil  thou  mark  what  a  wild  look  he  caff 
when  Springlove  tumbled  her,  and  kifs'd  her  on  the 
Itraw  this  morning,  while  the  mufick  play'd  to  the  old 
wedding -folks  ? 

Mer.  Yes,  and  then  Springlove,  to  make  him  madder, 
told  him  that  he  would  be  his  proxy,  and  marry  her 
for  him,  and  lie  with  her  the  firft  night,  with  a  naked 
cudgel  betwixt  them,  and  make  him  a  king  of  beg- 
gars. 

Am.  I  favv  how  it  anger'd  him  ;  and  I  imagin'd  then, 
and  before,  that  there  was  more  in  Springlove  than 
downright  beggar  :  but  tho'  he  be  never  fo  good  a 
gentleman,  he  fhall  obferve  fit  time  and  diftance  till  we 
are  married. 

Ra.  Matrimony  forbid  elfe.  (She's  taken.)  But  while 
we  talk  of  a  match  towards,  we  are  mifs'd  within  the 
bride-barn  among  the  revel  rout. 

Am.  We  have  had  all  the  fport  they  could  make  us 
in  the  paft  paflages. 

Mer.  How  cautious  the  old  contracted  couple  were 
for  portion  and  jointure? 

Ra.  What  feoffees,  me  being  an  heir  of  fourfcore 
(and  feven  years  Hone  blind,)  had  in  truft  for  her  e- 
ilate. 

Am.  And  how  carefully  he  fecur'd  all  to  himfelf,  in 
cafe  he  out-liv'd  her,  being  but  feven  years  older  than 
me,  and  what  pains  the  lawyer  of  the  rout  here  took 
about  it. 

Ra. 
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Ra.  And  then,  how  folemnly  they  were  join'd,  and 
admoniihed  by  our  parfon  Under-hedge,  to  live  toge- 
ther in  the  fear  of  the  lafh,  and  give  good  example  to 
the  younger  reprobates  to  beg  within  compafs,  to  efcape 
the  jaws  of  the  juftice,  the  clutch  of  the  conitable,  the 
hooks  of  the  headborough,  and  the  biting  blows  of  the 
beadle ;  and  in  fo  doing,  they  fhall  defy  the  devil,  and 
all  his  works,  and  after  their  painful  pilgrimage  in  this 
life  they  mould  die  in  the  ditch  of  delight. 

Mer.  O,  but  poet  Scribble's  Epithalamium, 

TO  the  blind  '■virgin  of  fourfcore9 
And  the  lame  batchelor  of 'more , 
How  Cupid  gave  her  eyes  to fee , 

And  Valca?i  lent  him  legs ; 
How  Venus  caused  their  f port  to  be 

Prepared  with  butter ~d eggs: 
Tet  when  fie  fall  be  f even  years  wed 

She  fall  be  bold  to  fay , 
She  has  as  much  her  maidenhead 

As  on  her  wedding -day. 

Ra.  So  may  fome  wives  that  were  married  at  fixteen 
to  lads  of  one  and  twenty. 

Am.  But  at  the  wedding -feaft,  when  the  bride  bridled 
it,  and  her  groom  faddled  it,  there  was  the  (port  in  her 
mumping,  and  his  champing,  the  crew  icrambling,  our- 
felves  trembling,  then  the  confufion  of  noifes  in  talking, 
laughing,  fcolding,  fmging,  howling,  with  their 
aclions  of  fnatching,  fcratching,  towfing  and  lowfing 
themfelves  and  one  another. 

Enter  Springlo<ve,   Vincent,  and  Hilliard. 
But  who. comes  here? 

Spr.  O,  ladies,  you  have  loll  as  much  mirth  as 
would  have  filPd  up  a  week  of  holidays. 

[Springl&vetakes  Amie  afide,  and  courts  her  h 
teel  way. 
Viiu  I  am  come  about  again  for  the  beggars  life  now. 
Ka.  You  are,  I  am  glad  on't. 
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Hill.  There  is  no  life  but  it. 

Vin.  With  them  there  is  no  grievance  or  perplexity, 
&o  fear  of  war  or  Hate  difturbances,  no  alteration  in  a 
common wealth,  or  innovation,  makes  a  thought  of 
theirs, 

Ma\  Of  ours  you  mould  fay. 

Hill.  Of  ours  he  means.  We  have  no  fear  of  leflen- 
ing  our  eftates,  nor  any  grudge  with  us  (without  taxa- 
tion) to  lend  or  give  upon  command,  the  whole  ftrength 
of  our  wealth  for  publick  benefit ;  while  fome  that  are 
held  rich  in  their  abundance,  (which  is  their  mifery  in- 
deed,) will  fee  rather  a  general  ruin  upon  all,  than  give 
a  Temple  to  prevent  a  fall. 

Fin.  'Tis  only  we  that  live. 

Ra.  I'm  glad  you  are  fo  taken  with  your  calling. 

Mer.  We  are  no  iefs,  I  allure  you;  we  find  the 
fweetnefs  of  it  now. 

Ra.  The  mirth,  the  pleafure,  the  delights:  no  la- 
dies live  fuch  lives. 

Mer.  Some  few  upon  necemty,  perhaps,  but  that's 


not  wortn  erammercy. 
Fin. 


They  will  never  be  weary. 

Hill.  Whether  we  feem  to  like  or  diilike,  all's  one 
to  them. 

Vin.  "We  muil  do  fbmething  to  be  taken  by,  and  dif- 
covered,  we  (hall  never  be  ourfelves,  and  get  home  again 
clfe.  \_Spri?2glocve  and  Ami 'e  come  to   the  reft* 

Spr.  I  am  yours  for  ever.  Well,  ladies,  you  have 
mifs'd  rare  fport,  bat  now  the  bride  has  mifs'd  you 
with  her  half-eye  ;  and  the  bridegroom  with  the  help  of 
his  crutches,  is  drawing  her  forth  for  a  dance  here  m 
the  opener  air.  The  houfe  is  now  too  hot  for  'em ; 
O,  here  come  the  chief  revellers.  The  foldier,  the 
courtier,  the  lawyer,  and  the  poet,  who  is  mailer  of 
their  revels,  before  the  old  couple  in  ftate.  .Attend, 
and  hear  him  fpeuk,  as  their  uiduftor. 


Pact, 
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Poet. 

HE  RE  on  this  green,  like  king  and  queen , 
(  For  a  Jhoi't  truce)    vie  do  produce 
Our  old  itevu -married  pair. 
Of  dijh  and  wallet,  and  of  flravj  pallet 9 
With  rags  to  Jhevj ,  from  top  to  toe, 
She  is  the  ancient  heir. 

He  is  the  lord  of  Bottle-gourd, 

Of  fachel  great,  for  bread  and?neat9 

And,  for  f mall  pence,   apurfe. 
To  all  that  give,   long  may  you  live 
He  loudly  cries :   but  nvho  denies 
Is  fur e  to  have  his  curfe. 

Fin.  Well  faid,  field -poet;  Phoebus  we  fee  infpirej 
as  well  the  beggar,  as  the  Poet  Laureat. 

Spr.  And  Alines  as  warm  under  a  hedge -bottom,  as 
on  the  tops  of  palaces. 

Po.  I  have  not  done  yet.  Now  this  is  to  incite  yon 
to  dance. 

PRepare  yourf elves,  like  fairy  elves, 
Novj  in  a  dance  tojhevj, 
That  you  approve  the  god  of  love 
Has  many  Jhafts  to^s  how* 

With  golden  head,  a?id  fome  of  lead, 

But  that  ivhich  ?nade  thefe  feel, 
By  fubtle  craft,  vjas  fure  a  Jhaft 

That  headed  vo as  vjith  JieeL 

For  they  vuere  old',  no  earth  more  cold; 

Their  hearts  <iv ere  flints  in  tire; 
Whence  the  feels  firoke  did  fp  arks  provoke ', 

That  fet  their  bloods  on  fire, 

Ncnv  fir  ike  up  piper,  and  each  lover  hen 
Be  blithe,  \e  his  mifrefs  by  the  goll. 
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HilL  That's  no  rhime,  poet. 

Po.  There's  as  good  poety  in  blank  verfc  as  metre, 

{Mufick. 

Spr.  Come,  ha!  the  dance,  the  dance.  Nay  we'll 
ha'  the  old  couple  in,  as  blind  and  lame  as  they  are. 

Bri.  What,  will  you  fo?  [Dance. 

Spr.  Well  hobbled  bridegroom ! 

Vin.  Well  grop'd  bride  ! 

HilL  Hay  lufty.     Hay,  holiday. 

Spr.  Set  'em  down,  fet  'em  down,  they  ha'  done 
well. 

Gro.  A  ha!  I  am  luftier  than  I  was  thirty  years  ago. 

Bri.  And  I  than  I  was  threescore  paft.  A -hem,  a- 
hem. 

Vin.  What  a  night  here's  towards ! 

HilL  Sure  they  will  kill  one  another. 

Po.  Each  with  a  fear  the  other  will  live  longeft. 

SONG. 


Pott.  '~~W~7  HERE  was  a  jovial  beggar, 

He  had  a  wooden  leg, 
Lame  from  his  cradle, 
And  forced  far  to  beg. 
Chorus.     And  a  begging  we  will  go,  we'll  go,  we'll  go. 
And  a  begging  we  will  go. 
II. 
Rachel.      A  bag  for  my  oatmeal, 
Another  for  my  fait, 
A  little  pair  of  crutches 

To  fee  hoHJO  I  can  halt. 
And  a  begging,  &c. 
III. 
Milliard*    To  Pimblicoe  we*  11  go, 

IF  here  merry  m:e  fhall  be, 
With  e^ry  man  a  can  in  s  handt 

And  a  wench  upon  his  knee. 
And  a  begging,  isV. 

IV, 
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IV. 

Vincent.    And  when  vje  are  difpofed 
To  tumble  on  the  grafs 
With  long  patched  coats  and  tatter  V  Cloaks 

We'll  hide  our  pretty  lafs. 
And  a  begging,  &'c. 

MerieL     Within  a  hollow  tree 

I  live  and  pay  no  rent, 
Providence  provides  for  me, 

And  I  am  well  content. 
And  a  begging,  &c. 
VI. 
Vincent.    Of  all  occupations 

A  beggar* s  is  the  bef. 
For  when  he  is  a  weary ,  * 

He'll  lay  him  down  to   rcfl. 
And  a  begging,  &c. 
VII. 
SpringL     I  fear  no  plots  againft  me, 
But  live  in  open  cell', 
Why  who  wou'd  be  a  king, 

'When  a  beggar  lives  fo  well* 
And  a  begging,  &c. 

A  Dance. 

Spr.  Poet,  thou  halt  fpoken  learnedly,  and  acted 
bravely.     Thou  art  both  poet  and  a£tor. 

Po.  So  has  been  many  famous  men;  and  if  here  were 
no  worfe,  we  might  have  a  made  or  a  comedy  prefent- 
ed  to-night  in  honour  of  the  old  couple. 

Fin.  Let  us  each  man  try  his  ability  upon  fome  fub- 
jdt  now  extempore. 

Spr.  Agreed,  give  us  a  theme,  and  try  our  action, 

Po.  I  have  already  thought  upon't,  I  want  but 
aclors. 

Hi  I.  What  perfons  want  you  ?  What  would  you  pre- 
fent ? 

Po.  I  would  prefent  a  commonwealth  ;  Utopia  with 
all  her  branches  and  confiftencies. 

Ra. 
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Ra.  I'll  be  Utopia;  who  muft  be  my  branches  ? 

P<?.  The  country,  the  city,  the  court,  and  the 
camp,  epitomized  and  perfonated  by  a  gentleman,  a 
merchant,  a  courtier,  and  a  foldier. 

Sol.  I'll  be  your  foldier,  am  not  lone?  ha! 

Cou.  And  am  not  I  a  falhionable  courtier? 
.  Po.  But  who  the  citizen  or  merchant? 

Spr.  I. 

Vin.  And  I  your  country  gentleman. 

Hil.  Or  I. 

Po.  Yet  to  our  moral  I  muft  add  two  perfons,  di- 
vinity and  law. 

La.  Why  la  you  now;  and  am  not  I  a  lawyer? 
•   Po.  But  where's  divinity? 

Vln.  Marry,  that  I  know  not;  one  of  us  might  do 
that,  if  either  knew  how  to  handle  it. 

Spr.  Where's  the  old  Patrico,  our  prieft,  my  ghoft- 
ly  father  ?     Ke'li  do  it  rarely. 

1  Beg.  He  was  telling  fortunes  e'en  now  to  coun- 
try wenches  ;  I'll  fetch  him.  [Exit. 

Spr.  That  Patrico  I  wonder  at  ;  he  has  told  me 
ftrange  things  in  clouds. 

Am.  And  me  fcinewhat  that  I  may  tell  you  hereaf- 
ter. 

Spr.  That  you  mall  be  my  bride  ? 

Am.  I  will  not  tell  you  now. 

Vin.  Well :  But  what  muft  our  fpeeches  tend  to  J? 
What  muft  we  do  one  with  another  ? 

Po.  I  wou'd  have  the  country,  the  city,  and  the 
court,  be  at  great  variance  for  fuperiority  ;  then  wou'd 
I  have  divinity  and  law  ftretch  their  wide  throats  to 
appeafe  and  reconcile  them  ;  then  wou'd  I  have  the 
foldier  cudgel  them  all  together,  and  overtop  them  all ; 
ftay,  yet  I  want  another  perfon. 

Hill.  What  muft  he  be  ? 
Po.  A  beggar. 

Vin.  Here's  enough  of  us,  I  think.  What  muft  tht 
beggar  do  ? 

Po.  He  muft  at  lajt  overcome  the  foldier,  and  bring 

them 
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them  all  to  Beggar- hall :  And  this  well  a&ed,  will  be 
for  the  honour  of  our  calling. 

All  A  (cribble  !    a  fcribble  ! 

Hi!.  Come,  where's  this  Patrico,  that  wre  may  be- 
gin ? 

Enter  Patrico. 

Pa.  Alack  and  well-a-day,  this  is  no  time  to  play  ; 
our  quarter  is  befet ;  we  are  all  in  the  net  ;  leave  off 
your  merry  glee. 

Vin.  You  begin  fcurvily. 

Spr.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Within,  (a)  Bing  aivaft,  king  aFwaft  ;  the  (b)  queer 
eo-ve,  and  the   (c)  harmanbeck. 

Some  beggars  run  over  the  ft  age. 
Spr.  We  are  befet,   indeed  ;  what  mall  we  do  ? 
Vin.  I  hope  we  mall   be   taken. 
Mil.    If  the   good  hour  be  come,  welcome   be  the 
grace  of  good  fortune. 

Enter  Sctf:t<ivcl/y   con  ft  able  y    <ivatch  ;     the   crew  Jlip 

any  ay. 
Sent.  Befet  the  quarter  round  ;  be  fure  that  none  ef- 

Spr.  Lord  to  come  with  you,  bleiTed  mailer,  to  a 
many  HiftrpflVH 

Fin.  iff  Hi/.   Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

R.  iff  Mer.  Good  your  good  worfhip,  duly  and  tru- 
ly &c. 

Scent.  A  many  counterfeit  rogues.!  So  frolick  and 
fo  lamentable  all  in  a  breath  ?  You  were  atting  a 
play  but  now  ;  we'll  ad  with  you,  incorrigible  va- 
gabonds. 

Spr?  Good  matter,  'tis  a  holiday  with  us  ;_  an  heir 
was  married  here  today. 

Scentm 

(a)  Get  away,  get  away.     {I)  a  conflable.    (c)  a  bca- 

•Uc. 


376  A  Jovial  Crew  ;  or, 

Scent,  Married  !  Not  fo,  I  hope  ;  where  is  fhe  ? 
'Tis  for  an  heir  we  feek. 

Spr.  Here  me  is,  mailer— hide  yourfelves  in  the 

ilraw the  firaw  ;  quickly  into  the  ftraw 

Scent.  What  tell'fl  thou  me  of  this  ?  An  old  blind 
beggar-woman  ;  we  muft  find  a  young  gentlewoman- 
heir  among  you.     Where's  all  the  reft  of  the  crew  ? 

Conji.  Slipt  into  the  barn  and  the  bullies  by  ;  but 
none  can  'fcape. 

Scenf.  Look  you  to  that  and  to  thefe  here. 

\Exit  with  watch. 

Spr.  Into  the  flraw,  I  fay. 

Vin.  No,  good  Springlove,  the  ladies  and  we  are 
now  agreed  to  draw  flakes,  and  play  this  loufy  game 
no  further. 

Hil.  We  will  be  taken  and  difclofe  ourfelves  ;  you 
fee  we  mall  be  forc'd  to  it  elfe.  The  cowardly  clerk 
has   don't  to  fave  himfelf. 

Spr.  Do  you  fear  no  fhame,  ladies  ? 

Ra.  Doft   think   it  a  fhame  to  leave  begging  ? 

Mcr*  Or  that  our  father  will  turn  us  out  to  it 
again. 

Sp\  Nay,  fmce  you  are  fo  refolute,  know,  that  I 
my  f  elf  begin  to  find  this  is  no  courfe  for  gentlemen  ; 
this  lady  mall  take  me  off  it. 

Am.  Make  but  your  protections  good,  and  take  me 
yours  ;  and  for  the  gentleman  that  furprizes  us,  tho' 
he  has  all  my  uncle's  trull,  he  fhall  do  any  thing  for 
me  to  our  advantage. 

Fin.  If,  Springlove,  thou  cou'dfl  poll  now  to  thy  tyr- 
ing-houfe,  and  fetch  all  our  cloaths,  we  might  get  cff 
moil  neatly. 

Sp.  A  horfe  and  fix  hours  travel  would  do  thaC. 

A?n.  You  fhall  be  furnifh'd,  doubt  not. 

Enter  Scentavel/y  and  Watch. 
Scent.  She's  'fcap'd,  or  is  invifible.      You,    fir,    I 
take  to  be  the  chief  rogue  of  this  regiment ;    let  him 
be  vvhipt  till  he  brings  forth  the  heir. 

Con/l. 
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Con.  That  is  but  till  he  (links,  fir  ;  come,  fir,  ftrip, 
ftrip. 

Am.  Unhand  him,  fir.  What  heir  do  you  feek,  Mr. 
Scentwell  ? 

Scent.  Precious,  how  did  my  hafte  overfee  her  ?  O, 
miftrefs  Amie !  Could  I,  or  your  uncle,  juftice  Clack, 
a  wifer  man  than  I,  ever  ha"  thought  to  have  found  you 
in  fuch  company  ? 

Am.  Of  me,  fir,  and  my  company,  I  have  a  ftory  to 
delight  you,  which  on  our  march  towards  your  houfe,  I 
will  relate  to  you. 

Scent.  And  thither  will  I  lead  you  as  my  gueft, 
But  to  the  law  furrender  all  the  reft.     I'll  make  your 
peace. 

Am.  We  muft  fare  all  alike.  {Exeunt. 


ACT    V. 

SCENE,  Juftice  ClacJCt  Houfe. 

Enter  Juftice  Clack,  Martin. 
Cla.  |  Have  forgiven  you,  provided  that  my  niece  be 
J[  fafely  taken,  and  fo  be  brought  home  fafely,  I 
fey  ;  that  is  to  fay,  unftain'd,  unblemifh'd,  undif ho- 
noured; that  is  to  fay,  with  no  more  faults,  criminal,  or 
accufative,  than  thofe  Ihe  carried  with  her. 

Mar.  Sir,   I  believe***-  — 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  fpeak  together,  how  (hall  we 
hear  one  another  ?  You  believe  her  virtue  is  armour  of 
proof,  without  your  council  or  your  guard,  and  there- 
fore you  left  her  in  the  hands  of  rogues  and  vagabonds 
to  make  your  own  peace  with  me;  you  have  it;  pro- 
vided, I  fay,  (as  I  laid  before,)  that  (he  be  fafe,  that 
is  to  fay,  uncorrupted,  undented ;  that  is  to  fay  — — •» 
as   I  faid  before. 

Mar.  Mine  intent,  fir,  and  my  only  way — — 

Cla. 
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Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  fpeak  together,  how  (hall 
we  hear  one  another?  as  I  faid  before,  your  intent, 
and  your  only  way,  you  fhould  ha'  faid,  was  to  run  a- 
way  with  her,  and  that  by  her  only  mitigation,  to  avoid 
the  tie  of  marriage  with  Mr.  Talboy;  that  is  to  fay,  to 
Ihun  the  match  that  I  had  made  for  her;  that  is  to  fay, 
rather  to  difobey  me,  than  to  difplcafe  herfelf.  Where- 
in (although  me  did  not  altogether  tranfgrefs  the  law,) 
fhe  did  both  offend  and  prejudice  me,  an  inftrument, 
nay,  I  may  fay,  a  pillar  thereof.  And  you,  in  afiift- 
ing  her,  furthering,  and  conveying  her  away,  did  not 
only  infringe  the  law  in  an  unlawful  departure  from 
your  mailer,  but  in  a  higher  point,  that  is  to  fay, 
top  and  icp  gallows  high.  I  would  ha'  found  a  jury 
mould  ha1  found  it  fo. 

Mar.  But  fir,  an't  pleafe  yon. 

Cla.  Mull  we  then  both  fpeak  together?  Have  I 
not  borne  with  thee  to  fpeak  all  thou  pleafcit.  in  thy  de- 
fence ?  Have  I  not  broke  mine  own  rule,  which  is  to 
punifh  before  I  examine,  and  fo  to  have  the  law  the 
er  on  my  fide?  and  doit  thou  mil  perfift  ?  hold  your 
own  peace,  or,  as  I  am  a  juilice  of  the  king's,  I  will 
unfay  what  I  faid  before,  and  fet  a  Curat  Lex  at  you, 
firrah,  that  lhall  courfe  you  up  the  heavy  hill.  Oh,ls  your 
tongue  fallen  into  your  leg  now  ?  Do  not  you  know  I 
have  acquitted  you?  provided — as  I  faid  before.  Go 
your  way  in,  and  fee  that  the  gentlemen,  who,  I 
think,  were  got  in  fack,  chriflened  in  fack,  nurfed  with 
fack,  and  fed  up  to  gray  hairs  with  only  facie,  fee,  I 
fay,  that  they  want  no  fack.  My  fori  Oliver  (I  thank 
him)   has  brought  me  a  pair  of  fuch  guefts. 

Enter  Scentvvell. 
O  raafter  Sentweli !  good  news  r 

Sc  nt.  Of  beggarly  news  the  bed  you  have  heard. 

Cla.  That  is  to  fay  you  have  found  my  niece  among 
the  beggars.     That  is  to  fay : 

fecit.  True,  fir  Oliver,  I  found  her 

Cla.  Now,  if  we   both  fpeak  together,    who  fhall 

-  hear  one  another? 

Scent. 
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Scent.  I  thought  your  defire  was  to  be  inform' d. 

Cla.  I  can  inform  myfelf,  fir,  by  your  looks.  I 
have  taken  a  hundred  examinations  in  my  days  of  felons, 
and  other  offenders,  out  of  their  very  countenances,  and 
wrote  them  down  verbatim  to  what  they  would  have 
faid.  I  am  fure  it  has  ferv'd  to  hang  fome  of  'em, 
and  whip  the  reft. 

Scent.  Juftice  Clack  ftill!  he  muft  talk  all;  his  clack 
muft  only  go. 

Cla.  But  to  the  point,  you  have  found  my  niece  ; 
you  have  left  her  at  your  own  houfe,  not  only  to  fhift 
her  out  of  her  difguile,  but  out  of  her  fharoe,  to  come 
no  nearer  me,  until  I  fend  her  pardon. 

Scent.  Mori:  true,  fir.     But  the  company  {he  was  in-* 

Cla.  Again  !  Do  not  I  know  the  company  ?  beggars, 
rogues,  vagabonds,  and  hedge-birds. 

Scent.  But  do  you  know  whom,  or  how  many  we  have 
taken  ?  and  how  the  reft  efcap'd  ? 

Cla.' A  needlefs  knowledge;  why  mould  we  take 
more  than  herfelf  ?  or  how  could  you  take  thofe  .that 
•ould  efcape? 

Enter  Martin. 

Mar.  Sir,  the  old  gentlemen  within,  fent  me  to  wait 
upon  you;  without  you  (they  fay)  they  need  not  my 
fervice. 

Cla.  Tell  'em  then,  I'll  wait  on  them  prefently. 

[Exit  Martin. 

Scent.  But,  fir,  we  have  taken  with  her,  fuch  beg- 
gars, fuch  rogues,  fuch  vagabonds,  and.  fuch  hedge - 
Duds,  .(fince  you  call  'em  fo,)  as  you  never  knew,  or 
keard  of,  though  now  the  country  fwarms  with  them 
under  every  hedge,  as  if  an  innumerable  army  of  'em 
were  lately  difbanded  without  pay.  Hedge-birds,  faid 
you?  hedge  lady-birds,  hedge-cavaliers,  hedge-foldier, 
hedge-lawyer,  hedge  fidlers,  hedge-poet,  hedge-play- 
ers, and  a  hedge  prieft  among  'cm,  Such  we  have 
taken  from  the  principles ;  but  to  fee  how  the  multi- 
tude efcap'd  us,  was  more  fport  than  pity.  How, 
upon  a  watch-word  given,  they  in  the  initant  vanifli'd 
by  more  feveral  ways  than  there  were  legs  among  'em  ; 

how 
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how  the  cripples  leap'd  over  pales  and  hedges,  how  the 
blind  found  their  Way  through  lakes  and  ditches,  how  a 
doxy  new  with  two  children  at  her  back,  and  two  more 
perhaps  in  her  belly 

Cia.  A  hedge-prieft  have  you  taken,  fay  you? 

Scent.  Yes,  fir#  an  old  Patrico,  an  ancient  prophet, 
to  tell  fortunes,  and  cozen  our  poor  country  people  of 
tingle  money. 

Enter  Oliver, 

01.  Sir,  mailer  Oldrents,  in  that  he  enjoys  not  your 
company,  begins  to  doubt  of  his  welcome. 

Cia,  Who  led  him  into  that  doubt  ?  I,  or  you  that 
brought  liim  hither  ? 

01,  Sir,  his  own  defire  and  love  to  you  brought  him 
hither,  but  I  fhew'd  him  the  way. 

Cia.  You  reafon  fairly  ;  tell  him  I  come. 

01.  Pray,  fir,  be  pleas'd  to  do  fo ;  for  he  fays— - 

Cia.  Nay,  if  we  both  talk  together 

01.  Who  mall  hear  one  another.  [Exit  Oliver. 

Cia.  But  are  there  players  among  the  apprehend  ? 

Scent,  Ye*,  fir,  and  they  were  contriving  to  aft  a  play 
among  themfelves  juft  as  we  furpriz'd  'em,  and  fpoil'd 
their  iport. 

Cia.  Players!  I'll  pay  them  above  all  the  red. 

Scent.  You  mall  do  well  in  that,  to  put  'em  in  dock 
to  fet  up  again. 

Cia.  Yes,  I'll  put  'em  in  flocks,  and  fet  'em  up  to 
the  whipping -poll ;  they  can  aft  juflices,  can  they?  I'll 
aft  a  juilice  among  them;  that  is  to  fay,  I  will  do  ju- 
ftice  upon  them ;  that  is  to  fay     

Scent.  Pray,  fir,   be  not  fevere,  they  aft  kings  and 

emperors  as  well  as  juflices;  andjuftice  is  blind,  they  < 

fay,  you  may  therefore  be  pleas'd  to  wink  a  little ;  I 

iind,  that  you  have  merry  old  gentlemen  in  your  houfe,  • 

that  are  come  far  to  vifit  you.v    I'll  undertake  that  thefe 

players,  with  the  help  of  their  poet,  in  a  device  which 

they  have  already  ftudied,  and  a  pack  of  cloaths  which 

I  fhall  fupply  them  with,  mall  give  your  guefls  much 

content,  and  move  compafTion  in  you  towards  the  poor 

fir  oilers. 

Cia. 
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Cla.  But  you  know  my  way  of  jullice  (and  that's  a 
Aire  way)  is  to  punifh  them  firfl,  and  be  companionate 
afterwards,  as  I  find  'em  apr^  their  examination. 

Scent.  But  for  your  guefls  fakes,  who  (I  know)  do 
favour  and  affect  the  quality  of  actors  very  much,  per- 
mit 'em,  fir;  it  will  enlarge  your  entertainment  ex- 
ceedingly. 

C  a.  And  perhaps,  fave  me  the  expence  of  a  runlet 
of  fack  the  while.  Well,  fir,  for  that  refpedl,  and  upon 
your  undertaking  that  they  mall  pleafe,  I  will  pro- 
rogue my  juftice  on  the  rogues ;  and  fo  to  my  merry 
gentlemen,  whom  I  will  prepare  to  fee  their  interlude 
again  after  fupper.  But  pray,  mailer  Scentwell,  as  you 
have  found  my  niece,  look  to  her,  and  fee  her  decently 
brought  home. 

Scent.  In  her  own  bell  apparel;  but  y6u  mull  pro- 
rogue your  difpleafure  to  her  too. 

Cla.  I  will  do  fo,  until  my  fcarce  welcome  guefts  b% 
gone. 

Enter  Randal. 

Ran.  Sir,  my  mailer  fends  you  word,  and  plainly, 
that  without  your  company  your  entertainment  fdnks. 
He  has  commanded  me  to  faddle  his  nags,  and  away  to 
night ;  if  you  come  not  at  once,  twice,  thrice,  he's 
gone  prefently,  before  fupper ;  he'll  find  an  hoft  at  an 
inn  worth  an  hundred  of  you. 

Cla.  Good  friend,  I  will  now  fatisfy  your  mailer, 
without  telling  hirn  he  has  a  faucy  knave  to  his  man. 

Exit  Clack, 

Ran.  Thank  your  worfhip. 

Sent.  Do  you  hear,  friend,  you  ferve  mailer  Old- 
rents. 

.  Ran.  I  could  ha'  told  you  that ;  and  the  beft  houfe- 
keeper  my  made.-  is,  of  any  gentleman  in  the  county  he 
dwells  in  -,  and  the  bell  mafler  to  a  man,  as  I,  the  worft 
of  twenty,  can  fay  for  him,  and  would  be  amain' d  to 
fay  lefs. 

Scent.  Your  name  is  Randal. 

Ran* 
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Ran.  Forgive  me !  Are  you  fo  wife  ?  you  are  too 
young  to  be  my  godfir ;  and  I  hope  not  old  enough  to 
be  a  witch.  How  know  you  that  I  am  Randal  ?  Were 
you  ever  at  my  mailer's  houfe  in  Nottinghamihire,  or 
at  Dunghilford,  where  I  was  born  ? 

Scent.  No ;  but  I  have  notes  to  know  you  by. 

Ran.  I  was  never  twelve  mile  from  thence  in  my  life 
before  this  journey  ;  God  fend  me  within  ken  of  our 
own  kitchen  fmoke  again. 

Scent.  Your  mailer's  Reward's  name  is  Springlove. 

Ran.  Mailer  Springlove,  an't  pleafe  you  ;  there  is 
not  an  honefler  gentleman  between  this  and  the  head  of 
him;  and  my  heart's  with  him  wherever  he  is;  know 
you  him  too  ? 

Scent.  Yes,  and  your  mailer's  daughters  too. 

Ran.  Whaw? 

Scent.  And  that  they  are  all  from  home,  your  mailer 
knows  not  where. 

Ran.  Whaw,  whaw,  know  you  that  too  ? 

Scent.  Yes,  and  the  two  young  gentlemen  that  are 
with  them,  mailer  Vincent,  and  mailer  Hilliard. 

Ran.  Whaw,  whaw  again;  you  know  'em  all  I 
think,  bat  know  you  where  they  all   are  ? 

Scent.  Even  here  by,  at  my  own  houfe. 

Ran.  Whaw— 

Sent.  And  they  knowing  that  your  mailer  is  here, 
and  mailer  Hearty  too 

Ran.  Whaw,  whaw, 

Scent.  And  yourfelf  too  ;  they  directed  me  to  find  you, 
Randal,  and  bring  you  too  'em. 

Ran.  Whaw,     whaw,    whaw,    whaw '• why 

do  we  not  go  then  ? 

Scent.  But  fecretly ;  not  a  word  to  anybody. 

Ran.  Mum*-         will  you  go  then? 

Enter  Martin. 
Mar.  O,  mailer  Oldrent's  man,  pray  let  me  intreat 
you  into  the  buttery. 

Ran.  Will  you  go,  mailer  gentleman  ? 

Mar, 
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Mar.  Indeed  it  is  my  mailer's  defire,  and  he  com- 
manded me. 

Ran.  Now,  when  it  is  fupper-time,  did  he  ?  To  fill 
my  belly  with,  thin  drink  to  fave  his  meat?  It's  the 
manner  in  churls  houfes ;  will  you  go,  matter  gentle- 
man ? 

Mar.  In  troth,  my  mafter  is  fo  merry  with  yours 
within 

Ran.  Shite  o'  your  mailer  ;  my  mailer's  fleward's  a 
better  man  ;  I'll  to  him,  at  this  gentleman's  houfe, 
and  all  the  reft.     Whaw,  whaw. 

Scent.  Randal,  you  forget. 

Ran.  Mum  again  then ;  why  would  you  not  go 
then  ?  [Exit.  Scent,  and  Rand. 

Mar.  The  man's  as  mad  as  his  mailer ;  the  ilrangeft 
flrangers  that  ever  came  to  our  houfe. 

Enter  Talboy, 

Ta/.  Well,  Martin,  for  confeffing  thy  fault,  and  the 
means  thou  mad' ft  whereby  ilie  is  taken,  I  am  friends 
with  thee  ;  but  I  mail  never  look  upon  her,  or  thee— 
but  with  grief  of  mind  ;  however  I  bear  it  outwardly. 
Oh— 

Mar.   You  bear  it  very  manfully,   methmks. 

Tal.  Ay,  you  think  fo,  and  I  know  fo— -but  what  I 
feel,  I  feel ;  wou'd  one  of  us  two  had  never  both  ken 
one  another— -oh--- 

Mar.  You  fpeak  very  good  fenfe,  fir.  But  does  my 
mafter  continue  his  merry  humour  with  the  old  gentle- 
men within. 

TaL  Yes.  juflice  Clack's  clack  goes  as  merrily  as 
any. 

Mar.  Well  faid,  fir  ;  now  you  fpeak  merrily  too  ; 
but  I  cou'd  fay  fo.newhat  that  wou'd  ftill  him  ;  and  for 
your  comfort  I'll  tell  you,  miftrefs  Amie  is  fallen  in 
love  with  one  of  the  beggars. 

Tal.  Then  have  I  nothing  elfe  to  do,  but  to  laugh  at 
thee  as  long  as  I  live.  Ha,  ha,  ha— -To  let  a  beggar 
couzen  thee  of  her.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a  beggar  !  I  {hall 
die  merrily  yet.     Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Enter 
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Enter  Clack,  Ol4rents9  Hearty ,  Oliver. 

Cla.  A  hey,  boys,  a  hey  ;  this  is  right  ;  that  is  to 
fay,   as  I  wou'd  have  it ;  that  is  to  fay 

Tal.  A  beggar ;  ha,  ha,  ha 

Mar.  Ha,  ha,  ha 

Cla.  A  hey,  boys,  a  hey  ;  they  are  as  merry  with- 
out as  we  were  within.  A  hey,  matter  Oldrents  and 
mafler  Hearty  !  The  virtue  of  your  company  turns  all 
to  mirth  and  melody,  with  a  hey  trololly,  lolly,  lolly  ; 
is't  not  fo,  mailer  Hearty  ? 

Old.  Why  thus  it  fhou'd  be  :  How  was  I  deceiv'd  ! 
Now  I  fee  you  are  a  good  fellow. 

01.  He  was  never  To  before  ;  if  it  be  a  lightning  be- 
fore death,  the  bed  is  I  am  his  heir. 

Tal.  ^f  Mar.  Ha,  ha,  ha 

Cla.  Again,  boys,  again  ;  that  is  to  fay,  a  hey  boys, 
&h  hey 

Hca.  What  is  the  motive  of  your  mirth,  Nephew 
Martin  ?     Let  us  laugh  with  you. 

Old.  Was  that  fpoke  like  my  friend  Hearty  ?  Lack 
we  motives  to  laugh  ?  Are  not  all  things,  any  thing, 
every  thing,  to  be  laugh'd  at  ?  And  if  nothing  were  to 
be  feen,  felt,  heard,  or  underftood,  we  wou'd  laugh  at 
it  too. 

Cla.  You  take  the  lofs  of  your  miflrefs  merrily,  ma- 
tter Talboy. 

Tal.  More  merrily  than  you  will  take  the  finding  of 
her.     Ha,  ha,  ha A  beggar,   ha,  ha,  ha 

Cla.  Can  I  be  fad  to  find  her,  think  you? 

Mar.  He  thinks  you  will  be  difpleafed  with  her,  and 
chide  her. 

Cla.  You  are  deceived,  mafler  Talboy ;  you  are  wide, 
mafter  Talboy  ;  above  half  your  length,  mailer  Talboy. 
Lav/  and  juflice  fhall  fieep,  and  mirth  ar.d  good  fellow* 
fhip  ride  a  circuit  here  to-night.  A  hey,  mafler  Old- 
rents,  a  hey,  mafler  Hearty,  and  a  hey.  fon  Oliver,* 
and  a  hey,  Nephew  Talboy;  that  wou'd  ha"  been,  and 
a  hey,  my  clerk  Martin,  and   a  hey  for  the  players. 

1 :  lien 
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When  come  they  i  Son  Oliver,  fee  for  mailer  Scent- 
well,  that  is  no  readier  with  his  new  company. 

TaL  Players !  Let's  go  fee  too ;  I  never  faw  any 
players.  \Exeunt  Talb.  and  Max. 

Ol.  This  is  the  firft  fit  that  ever  he  had 'of  this  difeafe; 
and  if  it  be  the-  laft,  f  fay,-  as  I'faid  before,  lam  his 
heir.  [Exit. 

Old.  But  is  there  a  play  to  be  expefted,  and  a&ed  by 
beggars  ? 

Cla.  That  is  to  fay,  by  vagabonds;  that  is  to  fay,  by 
flrolling  players ;  they  are  upon  their  purgation ;  if  they- 
can  prefent  any  thing  to  pleafe  you,  they  may  efcape 
the  law  ;  that  is,  (a  hey,)  if  not,  to-morrow,  gentle- 
men, fhall  be  afted,  abufes  ftript  and  whipp'd  among 
'em ;  with  a  hey,  matter  Hearty,  you  are  not  merry. 

Enter  Scentwell. 
And  a  hey,  mailer  Scentwell,  where  are  your  Drama* 
t%s  Perfon#\  your  Prologus,  and  your  ABus  Primus ,  har" 
Have  they  given  you  the  flip  for  fear  of  the  whip  ?  % 
hey. 

Scent.  A  word  afide,  a'n't  pleafe  you  ■- 

f  Scentwell  takes  Clack  afide,  and  gives  him  a  paper* 

Old.  I  have  not  known  a  man  in  fuch  a  humour. 

Hea.  And  of  his  own  finding  !  he  ftole  it  indeed  out 
of  his  own  bottles,  rather  than  be  robb'd  of  his  liquor* 
mifers  us'dto  tipple  themfelves  fo. 

Old.  He  does  fo  outdo  us,  that  we  look  like  flaid 
men  again,  Hearty;  fine  fober  things. 

Hea.  But  how  long  will  it  laft  ?  he'll  hang  himfelf 
to-morrow  for  the  coft  we  have  put  him  to. 

Old.  I  love  a  mifer's  feaft  dearly;  to  fee  how  thia 
and  Scattering  the  difhes  flood,  as  if  they  fearM  quarrel- 
ling. 

Hea.  And  hew  the  bottles,  to  efcape  breaking  on# 
another,  were  brought  up  by  one  at  once  ! 

Old.  How  one  of  the  ferving-men,  untrain'd  to  waity 
fpilt  the  white-broth ! 

Hea.  And  another,  Humbling  at  the  threftiQld;  tumb- 
led in  his  aifh  of  rouncevals  before  him. 

Vo  t.  VI.  R  "  Old. 


386         A  Jovial  Crew;  orf 

Old.  And  moft  fuitable  to  the  niggardlinefs  of  hi* 
feaft,  we  fhall  now  have  an  entertainment,  or  play, 
prefented  by  beggars. 

Cla.  Send  'em  in,  mafter  Scentwell.  [Exit  Scent. 
Sit,  gentlemen,  the  players  are  ready  to  enter ;  and 
here's  a  bill  of  their  plays ;  you  may  take  your  choice. 

Old.  Are  they  ready  for  them  all  in  the  fame  cloaths  ? 
Read  tbem,  good  Hearty. 

Hea.  Firft,  here's  The  two  loft  daughters. 

Old.  Put  me  not  in  mind  of  the  two  loft  daughters,  I 
prithee ;  what's  the  next  ? 

Hea.  The  vagrant  fteward. 

Old.  Nor  of  a  vagrant  fteward;  fure  fomc  abufe  is 
meant  me. 

Hea.  The  old /quire  and  the  fortune-teller. 

Old.  That  comes  nearer  me ;  away  with  it. 

Hea.  The  beggars  prophecy. 

Old.  All  thefe  titles  may  ferve  to  one  play  of  a  ft*ry 
that  I  know  too  well ;  I'll  fee  none  of  them. 

Hea.  Then  here's  The  merry  beggars. 

Old.  Ay,  that,  and  let 'em  begin. 

Enter  Talboy  and  Oliver. 

Tal.  The  players  are  coming  in,  and  miftrefs  Amie 
and  your  man  Martin  are  to  be  a&ors  among  'em. 

Cla.  A  hey,  then  for  that  too  ;  fome  merry  device 
fure.  [Afourijb, 

Hark !  the  beggar's  hautboys ;  now  they  begin. 

Old.  See,  a  moft  folemn  prologue. 

Enter  Poet  for  Prologue. 

TO  knight>  to /quire,  and  to  the  gent  eels  here, 
We  wijb  our  flay  may  with  content  appear  j 
We  promi/e  you  no  dainty  wit  of  court, 
Nor  city  pageantry,  nor  country  /port, 
But  a  plain  piece  of  aclion  /hort  and  fweet, 
In  ftory  true  ;  youHl  know  it  when  you  /ee^t. 

Old.  True  ftoriea  and  true  jefts,  do  feldom  thrive  oa 

ftpge^ 

""*    -  Cla. 
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Cla.  They  are  beft  ttf  pleafe  you  with  this  tho',  or 
a  hey,  with  a  whip  for  them  to-morrow. 

Old.  Nay,  rather  than  they  mall  fuffer,  I  will  hi 
pleas'd  to  let  them  play  their  worft.  [djlourifo. 

Enter  Patrico,   'with  Lawyer  habited  like  Oldrents. 
See  oirr  Patrico  among  'em. 

Hea.  That  offered  you  a  doxy  in  the  barn. 

Pat.  Your  children's  fortunes  I  have  told, 
That  they  mail  beg  e'er  they  be  old ; 
And  will  you  have  a  rgafon  why  ? 
'Tis  juftice  in  their  deftiny 

Cla.  Juftice,  ha!  Are  you  meddling  with  juftices  al- 
ready ? 

Pat.  Your  grandfather,  by  crafty  wile 
Of  bargaining,  did  much  beguile 
A  thriftlefs  heir  of  half  the  lands 
That  are  defcended  to  your  hands, 
And  then  by  law,  not  equity,  ^ 

Forc'd  him  and  his  pofterity  K 

To  woe  and  fhameful  beggary.  j 

Law.  That  was  no  fault  of  mine,  nor  of  my  chil- 
dren. 

Pat.  But  our  forefathers  debts  and  crimes, 
Although  forborn  'till  future  times, 
Are  not  fo  paid;  but  what  needs  more, 
I  wifh  you  happy  in  your  ft  ore.  [Exit. 

Old.  Do'ft note  this,  Hearty? 

Hea.  You  faid  you  would  be  pleas'd,  let  'em  play 
their  worir. 

Lawyer  walks  fadly,  beats  hisbreajl,  Sec.  To  him  enter 
foldierHihe  Hearty,  and  feems  to  comfort  him. 
Old.  It  begins  my  ftory,  and  by  the  lame  fortune- 
teller that  told  me  my  daughter's  fortunes,  almoft  in  the 
fame  words ;  I  know  him  now ;  and  he  fpeaks  in  the 
play  to  one  that  perfonates  me  as  near  as  they  can  fet 
him  forth. 

Cla,  How  like  you  it,  fir  ?  yon   feem   drfpleas'd  ,- 
R  2  mall 
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fliall  they  be  whipp'd  yet  ?    A  hey,  if  you    fay   the 
word. 

Old.  O,  by  no  means,  fir,  I  am  pleas'd. 

Sol.  Sad  for  the  words  of  a  bafe  fortune-teller? 
Believe  him  !  hang  him  ;  I'll  trufi  none  of  'em  ; 
They  have  all  whims,  and  double  meanings, 
In  all  they  fay. 

Old.  Whom  does  he  talk  or  look  like  now  ? 

Hea.  It  is  no  matter  whom,  you  are  pleas'd  you  fay. 

Sol.  Ha'  you  no  fack  f'rfr-  houfe  ?  Am  not  I  here  ? 
and  never  without  a  merry  old  fong  ? 

S  I  N  G. 

Old  fack,  and  eld  fongs,  and  a  merry  old  crew, 

Will  fright  away  cares  when  the  ground  looks  blue. 
And  can  you  think  on  gypfy  fortune-tellers  ? 

La*w.  I'll  think  as  little  of  'em  as  I  can. 

So/.  Will  you  abroad  then?  but  here  comes  your 
fteward. 

Enter  Springlove  to  Lawyer. 

Old.  Blefs  rne  I  h  not  that  Springlove  ? 

Hea.  Is  that  you  that  talks  to  him,  or  that  coxcomb 
I,  do  you  think  ?  Pray  let  them  play  their  play  *9  the 
juilice  will  riot  hinder  'em,  you  fee  ;  he's  ailcep. 

Spr.  Here  are  the  keys  of  all  my  charge,  fir  $  and 
my  humble  fuit  is,  that  you  will  be  pleas  d  to  let  me 
walk  upon  my  known  occafions  this  fummer.„ 

Law.  Fie  !  Canft  not  yet  leave  off  thofe  vagaries  ? 
Btit  I  will  ftrive  no  more  to  alter  nature  ; 
I  will  not  hinder  thee,  nor  bid  thee  go. 

Old.  My  own  very  words  at  hie  departure. 

Hea.  No  matter,  pray  attend. 

law.  Come,  friend,  I'll  take  your  counfel. 

[Exeunt.  Lawyer  and  Sol. 

Sfr.  I've  ftriven  with  myfelf  to  alter  nature  in  me 
For  my  good  mailer's  fake,  but  all  in  vain  ; 
for  beggars,   cuckow-like,  fly  out  again 

In  their  own  notes  and  feafon. 

inter 
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Enter  Rachel,  Meriel,  Vincent,  Hilliard. 

Ra.  Our  father's  fadnefs  will  not  fuller  us 
to-  live  in  his  houfe. 

Mer.  And  we  muft  have  a  progrefs. 

Fin,  Th'  affurance  of  your  loves  hath  engag'd  us. 

Hill.  To  wait  on  you  in  any  courfe. 

Ra.  Suppofe  we'll  go  a  begging. 

Vin.  and  Hill.  We  are  for  you. 

Spr.  And  that  mud  be  your  courfe,  and  fuddenly, 
To  cure  your  father's  fadnefs,  who  is  told 
It  is  your  deftiny,  which  you  may  quit, 
By  making  it  a  trick  of  youth   and  wit. 
I'll  fet  you  in  the  way. 

All  four.   But  how?  but  how  ?  [All  talk  afide. 

Old.  My  daughters  and  their  fweethearts  too  ;  I  fee 
The  fcope  of  their  defign,  and  the  whole  drift 
Of  all  their  aclion  now,  with  joy  and  comfort. 

Hea.  But  take  no  notice  yet  -y  fee   a  whim  more  of 
it; 
But  the  mad  rogue  that  acled  me,  I  mull  make  drunk 
anon. 

Spr.  Now  ?    Are  you  all  refolv'd  ? 

All  Four.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Spr.  You  beg  to  abfolve  your  fortune,  not  for  need. 

\Exeunt. 

Old.  I  muft  commend  their  aft  in  that  ;  piithee  let's 
call  'em,  and  end  the  matter  here  :  The  purpofe  of 
their  play  is  but  to  work  my  friendfhip,  or  their  peace 
with  me,  and  they  have  it. 

Hea.  But  fee  a  little  more,  fir. 

Enter  Randal. 
Old.  My  man  Randal  too  !     Has  he  a    part  with 
them  ? 

Ran.  They  were  well  fet  to  work,  when  they  made 
me  a  player.  What  is  it  that  I  mud  fay  ?  And  how  muft 
I  aft  now  !  O,  that  I  muft  be  fteward  for  the  beggar* 
in  mailer  Reward's  abfence ;  and  tell  my  mailer  he's 
gone  to  meafure  land  for  him  \o  purchaje. 

Did. 
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Old.  You,  fir  ?  Leave  the  work  you  can  do  no  bet- 
ter ;  (I  can  forbear  no  longer)  and  call  theattors  back 
again  to  me. 

Ran.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  glad  my  part  is  fo  foon 
done. 

Enter  Patrico. 
Pat*  Since  you  will  then  break  off  our  play, 
Something  in  earn  ell  I  muft  fay  ; 
!ut  let  affetted  rhyming  go; 
I'll  be  no  more  a  Patrico. 

My  name  is  Wrought-on~ —  ftart  not;  but  if  yotf 
Defire  to  hear  what's  worth  your  belt  attention, 
More  privately,  you  may  draw  nearer  me. 

[Oldrents  goes  to  hitn^ 

Hea.  Hear  no  more  fortunes. 

Old.  You  mall  give  me  leave. 

Pat.  I  am  grandfon  to  that  unhappy  Wrought- on„ 
Whom  yoar  grandfather  craftily  wrought  out 
Of  his  eftate  ;  by  which  all  his  poiterity 
Were  fince  expos'd  to  beggary  ;    I  do  not  charge 
You  with  the  leafi  offence  in  this,  but  now 
Come  nearer  me,  for  I  muft  whifper  to  you. 

[Patrico  takes  Oldrents  a  fide  ^ 
J  had  a*  fitter,  who  among  the  race 
Of  beggars  was  the  faireft  :  Fair  me  was 
Jn  gentle  blood,  and  gefture  to  her  beauty, ' 
Which  cou'd  not  be  fo  clouded  with  bafe  cloathing, 
But  (he  attracted  love  from  worthy  perfons ; 
Which  (for  her  meannefs)  they  exprefs'd  in  pity, 
For  the  moil  part;  but  fome  aiTaulted  her 
With  amorous,  the?'  ioofe  defire?,  which  fhe 
Had  virtue  to  withiland ;  only  one  gentleman 
(Whether  it  were  by  her  afFe&ion,  or 
His  fate  to  fend  his  blood  a  begging  with  her, 
I  queftion  not)  by  her,  in  heat  of  youth, 
Did  get  a  fen,  who  now  mull  call  you  father. 

Old.  Me  ? 

Pat. 
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Pat.  You,  attend  me,  fir;  your  bounty  then 
DifposM  your  purfe  to  her,  in  which,  befides 
Much  money,  (I  conceive  by  your  neglect) 
Was  thrown  this  holy  relick  ;  do  you  know  it  ? 

Old.  The-  Agnus  Dei  that  my  mother  gave  me 
Upon  her  death-bed  !    Oh,  the  lofs  of  it 
Was  my  fore  grief  ;  and  now  with  joy  it  is 
Reftor'd  by  miracle  !    Does  your  lifter  live  ? 

Pat.  No,  fir,  ftte  dy'd  within  a  few  days  after 
Her  fon  was  born,  and  left  her  to  my  care, 
On  whom  I  to  this  day  have  had  an  eye 
In  all  his  wandrings. 

Old.  Then  the  young  man  lives  ! 

Enter  Springlove,   Vincent,  Milliard,  Rachel,  Mcriel. 
Pat.  Here  with  the  reft  of  your  far*  children,  fir. 
Old.  My  joy  begins  to  be  too  great  within  me  ! 
My  blefling,  and  a  welcome  to  you  all. 
Be  one  another's,  and  you  all  are  mine. 
Vin.  fcf  Hill.  We  are  agreed  on  that. 
Ra.  Long  fmce ;    we  only  ftood    till  you  fhook  off 

your  fadnefs. 
Mer.  For  which  we  were  fain  to  go  a  begging,  fir. 
Old.    Now   I  can  read  the  juftice  of  my  fate,  and 

yours — * 

CI  a.  Ha  !  juftice  ?    Are  they  handling  of  juftice  ? 
Old-  But  more  applaud  great  providence  in  both. 
Cla.    Are  they  jeering  of  juftices  ?    I   watch'd    for 

that. 
tiea.  Ay,  fo  methought;    no,  fir,  the  play  is  done. 

Enter  Scenttvell,   A?nie,  Oliver,   Martin. 
Scent.  See,  fir,  your  niece  prefented  to  you. 

[Springlo've  takes  Amze» 
\     Chi  What,  with  a  fpeech  by  one  of  the  players  ? 
Speak,  fir,  and  be  not  daunted  $  I  am  favourable. 
Spr.  Then  by  your  favour,  fir,  this  maiden  is  my 
wife. 
.    Cla.  Sure  you  are  out  o'  your  part ;    Butt  is  to  fay, 
you  muft  begin  again. 
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Spr.  She's  mine  by  folemn  contract,  fir. 

Cla.  You  will  not  tell  me  that  :     Are  not  you  my 
niece  ? 

Am.  I  dare  not,  fir,  deny't,  we  are  contracted. 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  fpeak  together,  how  fhall  we 
hear  orve' another  ? 

Mar.  I  muft  difprove  the  contract. 

Tal.  That  is  my  part  to  fpeak. 

Scent.  None  can  difprove  it ;  I  am  witnefs  to  itf 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  all  fpeak,  —  as  I  faid  before. 

Old.  Hear  me  for  all,  then ;  here  are  no  beggars, 
(you  are  but  one,  Patrico,)  no  rogues,  nor  players,  but 
a  feledl  company,  to  fill  this  houfe  with  mirth  ;  thefe 
are  my  daughters  ;  thefe  their  husbands ;  and  this  that 
fhall  marry  your  niece,  a  gentleman,  my  fon  ;  I  will 
inftantly  eftate  him  in  a  thoufand  pound  a  year  to  enter- 
tain his  wife,  and  to  their  heirs  for  ever  :  Do  you  hear 
me  now  ? 

Cla,  Now  I  do  hear  you,  and  I  mail  hear  you  ;  that 

is  to  fay,  it  is  a  match  ;  that  is  to  fay as  I  faid 

before. 

Tal.  And  mufti  hear  it  too — Oh  — 

CId.  Yes,  tho'  you  whine  your  eyes  out. 

Hca.  Nephew  Martin,  flill  the  child  with  a  fuck- 
bottle  of  fack.  Peace,  lamb,  and  I'll  find  a  wife  for 
thee. 

Old.  Now,   Patrico,  if  you  can  quit  your  function 
To  live  a  moderate  gentleman,   I'll  give  you 
A  competent  annuity  for  your  life. 

Fat.  I'll  be  withal  your  faithful  beadfman,  and  fpend 
my  whole  life  in  prayers  for  you  and  yours. 

Cla.  And  now  clerk  Martin,  give  all  the  beggars  my 
free  pafs,  without  all  manner  of  correction  ;-.  that  is  to 
fay,  with  a  hey,  get  'em  gQne. 

Old.  Are  not  you  the  gentleman  that  challeng'd  me 
in  right  of  your  friend  here  ? 

VTn.  Your  infpe&ion's  good,  fir. 

Ra.  And  you  the  gentleman  (I  take  it)  that  would 
have  made  beggar-fport  with  us  two  at  once. 

Mtr.  For  twelve-pence  a-piece*  fir, 

01. 
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Oh  1  hope  *we  are  all  friends. 

Spr.  Now,  on  my  .duty,  fir,  I'll  beg  no  more,  but 
your  continual  love,  and  daily  Welling. 

Old.  Except  it  be  at  court,  boy ;  where,  if  ever  I 
come,  it  ftiali  be  to  beg  the  next  fool-royal's  place  that 
falls., 

Spr.  A  begging  Epilogue  yet  wou'd  not  be, 
Methinks,  improper  to  this  Comedy, 


EPILOGUE, 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken  by  MerieL 

THOy  <we  are  now  no  beggars  of  the  erenv, 
We  count  it  not  a  Jbame  to  beg  of  you  ; 
The  Jujlice  here  has  given  his  Pafsfrec 
Vo  ull  the  reji  unpunififd,  only  <we 
Are  under  cenfure,  till  nve  do  obtain 
Your  fuffrages  that  ave  may  beg  again ; 
And  often  in  the  eourfe  ive  took  to-day, 
Which  <ivas  intended  for  your  mirth  y  a  Play  \ 
Not  without  Aiiion ,    and  a  little  wit, 
therefore  <we  beg  your  Pafsfor  us  and  it* 
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